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A IIFE-IOISG STORY. 



CHAPTER I. 

** Hark ! the ivbispering angels say, 
Sister spirit, come away." 

Slowly the lids of the " world's great eye" lifted their glory- 
fiinge, and earth broke into joyous reviviscence as the lingering 
night-shadows fled away. 

Majestic and dazzling the regal orb arose, smiling on the giant 
clouds till they glowed as messengers of fb:e, winging their way 
over ocean and mountain peak, over forest and glen : he kissed 
away the tear trembhng at the young flower's heart, and it raised 
its gladsome head^ forgetful of the long " night of weeping" that 
had followed since its gentle breast pillowed his last &int quiver- 
ing ray. 

Creation welcomed the Day King's return, and with myriad 
voices pasaned a holocaust of praise to its Author ; but these 
outgoings of nature's joy were all unheeded by one who was soon 
to exchange the alternating lights of time for that fair city where 
they need no sun to shine in it, for ^' ihei^e is no night tkerej'^ 

" My darling 1" whispered a sad, soft voice, and the speaker 
bent her wasted cheek close to the flushed brow of a youDg girl 
at her side, passing her thin hand lingeringly over its poUshed 
surfiEu^e, as if loth to break her short repose,^-*^ my child I it is 
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time to rise ;^' and as the tones fell on the quick eax of the startled 
sleeper she sprung from her pillow, anxiously asking, 

« What ? my own mother I What f" 

" Nothing ! nothing, my May !" soothingly replied the same 
sad voice. " Don't look so frightened I I was afraid you would 
over-sleep yourself, and be late at work ; perhaps scolded, too, 
and so I woke you. There — there ! — you are not frightened 
now, darling V* earessingly continued the mother, as she kissed 
the white cheek of her child. 

" I am not frightened, now I hea^ your voice again, dear mo- 
ther," replied the fair girl. *' I was dreaming — Oh, such a sad 
dream !" and she pressed her hand on her lids, as if still striving 
to shut out its imagery. 

** You must not suffer a dream to distress you, my dear child," 
gently remarked the mother. "You were over-fatigued last 
night, and your sleep has been troubled and broken, but you will 
soon forget it all in the glad daylight. Draw back the curtain," 
she continued, "and let us look once more together on the 
bright and blessed sunshine.^^ 

With an unsteady hand May drew aside the blind, shading the 
small apartment which presented nothing to pamper the eye of 
taste and luxury save scrupulous cleanliness, and a few flowers 
whose odour had been a ministering angel in that weary night- 
watch, and into its midst streamed rays of golden glory, throwing 
their arrow-like beams on the lowly couch of the speaker, upon 
. whose features, still beautiful in the lingering light of youth, 
" passing away" was but too plainly written. 

Gazing eagerly on the joyous outer world, as if feeling it was 
her " last long look," the fading mother sighed deeply ; then 
turning to the wistful watcher at her side, said with unutterable 
tenderness, " My own darling child, may the orphan's God watch 

over your young life when I " She stopped suddenly, as 

if dreading to quench the hope-ray in the anxious eye resting on 
her, leaving unfinished the words trembling on her lips,—" am 
gone." 

Interpreting but too truly that mournful pause, the poor girl 
nestled her graceful head closer to her mother's breast, and, look- 
ing imploringly into her face, exclaimed in broken accents, "Dear, 
dear mother ! you look better this morning, indeed you do I Ob, 
do not give way to sad anticipations, for our sakes ! Tour voice 
18 stronger, too I I am sure you will get well, now the long dark 
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days axe gone, and the wairm Spring come/' Then, twining her 
arms with a leal and loving clasp around the faded form beside 
her, as if that frail hold coidd ward off the blow aphfled to crush, 
and leave her alone in the hard world that had desdt so wollfishly 
with the precious one to whose breast i^e clung, May wepi, con- 
Tulftrely. 

'^ ' Zet not your heart he troMedy** softly whispered the fJEkding 
mother, *^ can you not trust me in the losing hands that were 
torn and cut with the piercing nails for me^ my child ? Will not 
all be well while we listen to the faithful Promiser, ' I will never 
leave thee, nor forsake thee ? ' " 

^' I know it ! I know it, mother, dear,^ was the submissive 
reply ; bat how can I let you go ? Who will care for us, and 

love us, and comfort us, when you are gone ? Oh I if God- *^ 

Tears stifled her utterance, and the alone response to their moving 
eloquence was a thin finger pointing to the page of a wett-wom 
Bible, on which was traced with a quenchless love-ray,-^" as 
we whom his fnotber comforteHh^ so will I comfort thee,** 

Then came a hush of spirit, broken only by the half-crushed 
sob wrung from a child-heart quailing beneath its bending weight 
of sorrow ; the subdued listener bowed meekly over the sacred 
Volume, and when next her head was raised, both brow and lip 
spoke of repose on the ^^ Rock of Ages ;** and as she met the eye 
of her mother, all full of solemn trust, she felt they had both 
rested under the mercy-droppings of the Gross, and dbat bitter as 
the parting would be to her, that chastened spirit was more meet 
for a home with ^'the just made perfect," than for this sin- 
stained earth. 

Having gathered strength, the waning mother continued,'*^ 
" (xod bless and abundantly reward you, my child, for all you 
have been to me — ^a cup full of comfort ; and He will, oh ! yes, 
He will ! — ^I have proved the faithfulness of His promises ;— and 
I thank Him for bringing yoti to the foot of the Cross before the 
dark days came. Take all your griefs and wants to Jesus, my 
darling ; He was ' a man of sorrows,' and bends a pitying ear to 
the orphan's cry." 

''I do, mother, I do V* sobbed May, straining her mother dixstx 
and closer. 
^ Yes, I know you do, darling ; and that thought softens the 

pang of " 

''Ohy don't! please don't s^ that, dear mother! I 

B2 
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cannot, cannot bear to hear you talk of leaving us," entreated 
May. 

" But, my child, I am sure you will suffer me to say a few more 
words, now that I feel I have strength enough left. I may not be 
able to converse with you when you return from your work to 
night. When I am gone, do not mourn as * those who have no 
hope.' It is but for a short time that we shall be parted : we 
sliall meet again, it may be very soon. Yes," she continued, 
with kindling eye and in a firmer voice, ^' we shall all meet where 
there is no more weariness, nor pain, nor crying, for ' God wUl 
wipe all tears from all faces.^ Oh, my tender child !" and she 
past her hand lovingly over the rich wavy hair curtaining the 
moistened eye fixed on her, *'we shall all meet again soon." 
Then, pointing upward, she seemed like an embodied inspiration as 
she solemnly added, " * and there shall he rio more death,* Write 
as soon as you can to your uncle ; he may be kind to you when 
I am gone ; I hope so : I never injured him, nor did your pre- 
cious father." She paused a moment ; then continued, in a firmer 
tone, ** Tou must be poor little Edward's mother now — a very 
young mother," and she smiled faintly, '* but he will not be a 
great care — ^he is a gentle, loving boy. * God will temper the 
wind to my shorn lambs.' " 

May spoke not, but the heaving of her young breast told of 
the spirit-storm within. 

Again the mother broke the silence, '^ I have been a sad 
trouble to you, my May — a very helpless child ;" and once more 
the wan smile played momentarily over her features, lighting 
them with a mournful beauty, like the fitful radiance of a 
broken moon-ray on a statue. " But I" 

" Darling, darling mother I" interrupted May, " don't say so I 
It was sweeter to work for yoii, than to dream of glad homes, 
where happy children never worked ; and if you get well, and I 
am sure God will not take you away from us yet, I will work 
harder than ever. Oh I mother, dear, try, try for our sakes to 
get well, we cannot live without you I" 

"My times are in His hands!" was the softly whispered 
response ; " can you not trust me there my child ? you have 
often, when kneeling at my side, prayed ' Thy will be done,' and 
now, will you not, for poor little Edward's and my sake, 
strive to . . • 
" And I heard a voice out of heaven saying unto me, behold the taber' 
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nacle of Qod is with men^ and He mU dwell among them ; and they shall 
heffispeophj and God himself shall be with them, and be their 
Qod.* — * And God shall tvipe away all tears from aU faces ; and there 
shall be no more death^ neither sorrow, nor crying^ neither shaU 
there be any jnorepain, for the former things are past away J " 

These snatches from that sorrow's lullaby for the world-weary 
through all ages, the twenty-first of Revelations, were uttered in 
a clear, rich, child-voice, and fell on the hearts of the listeners 
like some wandering strain caught from the soil peace anthem 
of the golden city, borne earthward by one of its bright spirits 
on a mercy mission ; and never did they distil deeper comfort. 
They were the last her boy had read to his mother ere he sought 
his floor-made bed beside her restless, couch ; and that mysterious 
agency which faithfully resuscitates long departed realities, 
arraying them vividly before the soul's eye, had stamped them 
on the fly-leaf of his memory ; and when for awhile the material 
lay in the embrace of " death's lesser mystery," the quenchless 
spirit embodied itself in ** the blessed speech of heaven." 

A look full of peace came over the mother's face, a light 
reflected from the glory-land shone within her eye, and when 
next she spoke her voice had lost its heart-quiver: she had 
already drank of the ^' river whose streams make glad the city 
of God," and been refreshed. She had already eaten of the 
" tree whose leaves are for the healing of the nations,'* and been 
strengthened for 

'* The last weariness — the final strife.'' 

And while this mysterious " lighting up before death," this fitful 
gleam in life's flickering lamp thrilled poor May's heart with 
renewed hope, she felt that her next waking up would be 
" where the inhabitants shall no more say I am sick." • . . . 

"And now, I must leave you, my own mother, 

or I shall be late ; oh ! how I wish we closed at seven, then I 
could sit all the evening at your ade and work. Will you 
promise me," looking fondly and anxiously into her mother's 
&ce, "not to do any embroidery to-day ? I am sure I shall have 
plenty of time to finish it before Mrs. Smith requires it ; and 
now that you are really better, you will take care of yourself, 
won't you, dear mother, for our sakes ?" Then she once more 
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dusg to that &dtlifal breast, and bade fareweH in loving kisses 
on the cbeek that would have deceived a less sanguine beholder, 
-^t wore a £aah so moekinglj life-like, just as the moss on the 
stem of fiome lonely forest flower, grows richer and brighter as 
decaj is busy at its heart. 

Slowly the graceful form ttplifts itself from the mother's 
yearning love-clasp, and with looks of wistfnl, mournful 
tenderness, they part, never to meet in the wide world again — 
oUld to hfior daily toil : mother, to her home on high. 



WuAS UXTO shall be likened that one fragment of pristine 
pecfeeliion, imtrailed by the serpent Sin--4i mother's love ? 

It is the nnsetting Sim of the sodal system, whose^eams evolve 
ia ffnscknau harmony all l^e affections that make heaven-like the 
atmosphere of the human heart. 

It is an unchangeable priesthood, whose orades are written on 
the fleshly tables cf the heart with a pen of petrified light. 

It is the dominion of a queen, on which the sun never sets. 

What can separate from a mother's love ? Shall deformity, 
or disease? Shall waywardness or rebellion? Shall guilt or 
despair? Nay, in all tiiese things it is '' more than conqueror :** 
it has tracked the wanderer, with tears and prayers, through all 
the dark, joyless patiis of crime to the scaffold's foot, where 
Justice, with stem, unweeping eye, stands clamouring for blood ; 
and when all the world has rorsaken, ^^ save He who died f)r 
him, and she who gave him birth," that mother-love flashes out a 
blessed ray of moral beauty, at once redeeming and glorifying 
humanity. 

And WHAT UNTO shall we liken a mother's influence ? 

Ihe broad eye of Time closes weary over the problem, and 
opens in Eternitt I 
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CHAPTER n. 

^t ^^ttMt |00r anitr i\m m Int. 

"Xbat whioWs wanted to hold together the bursting bands of the different 
nlnmoB of this country, is not kindness but sympathy. "—JuDOi: TAIiFOUBD. 

" Good momm'I Mrs. Carter, I thought as ho^ I would jest 
nm in and ask for your poor lady before I begins wa^n'" ex- 
claimed kind-hearted neighbour Greenham, ominously folding her 
arms in an unndstakeable gossip fashion. 

"But poorly, but poorly I be sorry to say; she don't mend 
much, poor thing,*' responded the interrogated. 

'^ I met the young lady jest now, as I was a fetchin* some 
water ; and when I as't her how her mother was, she looked so 
sweet, and smiled so as she thanked me for enquinn', that any- 
body may see that she's a reed lady, and got none of them 
ledickless hairs as people a little above their fellow-creturs 
gkes theifselves now-a-days ; so thinks I to hiyself as soon as I 
have took Tom his breakfast, I'll step in and ask Mrs. Carter 
about 'em,'* continued Mrs. Greenham. 

"You be quite right ; Miss Courtenaye U a very sweet young 
lady," replied her Mend, '* and as good as good can be ; she deserves 
a better &te of it than she's got, poor thing ; workin' and slavin* 
all day, and often all night too for that matter as she do, ill or 
wdl; but there, no wonder she's such a s'perior young lady, 
brought up by a mother like her's !" 

** Dear me ; how much I do feel for 'em !" remarked the kin4 
Greeoham. 

'* I never in all my bom days saw such a patient cretur as 
Mn. Courtenaye ; there she sits, day after day teaching her 
dear little boy his edication, and sowin', and sowin' that nasty 
"broideiy as they calls it, with her long white fingers ; I declare 
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it makes my blood boil to think as how she's got rich relations as 
won't help her !" exclaimed Mrs. Carter, much moved. 

"Dear, mercy me!" remarked Mrs. Greenham (who, poor 
soul, seemed deplorably ignorant of the natural history of rich 
relations)! "have they got friends well offj and won't they help 
'em?" 

" Not they !'* jerked out Mrs. Carter. 

"But don't they never come to see 'em?" enquired her 
neighbour. 

"To be sure not; when people's down in the world their 
friends never goes down to see 'em, depend upon that," empha- 
sised Mrs. Carter. " It says in the Proverbs as how a friend is 
the med'cine of life ; and a precious bitter med'cine too, some 
folks finds it, or I be much mistook 1" 

" Well, all I can say is they ought to be ashamed o' theirselves, 
that they had," indignantly responded neighbour Greenham ; 
" they be worse than the eathens : but, dear a mercy me ! don't 
never the clergTman nor his wife, nor any ladies come to visit 
your poor sick lady ?" 

"Not a bit of it ; and one good thing is she don't want any of 
their talk — ^she could teach them, and give yer ^ Christian la£es,* 
as they calls theirselves, a few hints how to live, ay, and how to 
die too. She's a good deal too good for this imfeeling world." 

This response on the part of our worthy acquaintance^ Mrs. 
Carter, was highly suggestive, both in tone and substance, that 
some over-strained chord in her memory had been touched and 
vibrated liarshly ; though all was unnoticed by her more simple 
neighbour, who went on, unconsciously — 

'^ Well, dear a mercy me ! To be sure it do seem strange as 
bow nobody seems to care for 'em, when they been used to bet- 
ter days. P'raps," and Mrs. Greenham lowered her voice to sus- 
picion pitch, " P'raps, Mrs. Carter, they be — " but as 

she met the eye of that worthy woman, there was something in 
its expression that prevented her giving vent to the ideas the 
whispered * p'raps,' possibly was intended to pioneer; and she 
merely asked in a confiding tone, *^ Be you quite shore that they 
be what they seems to be ? There is a good deal of imposterin' 
about 1" 

"Quite sure! "said Mrs. Carter laconically ; looking brimful 
of knowledge she evidently had no intention of makine publie 
through the medium of her less well-informed friend ; who oy no 
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means daunted by the curt and suggestive reply to her question^ 
all confidential as it was, continued, — 

''Be shore, I do say 'tis most unnatural of her friends and re- 
lations. I'm so sorry to see that good young cretur all winds 
and weathers, early and late, comin' and goin' — ^it makes my 
heart hacke for 'em. Be shore, it must be terrible times with 'em, 
with pervisions and everything so dear. As I was a sayin' to 
Tom this momin', I recollects when we could always get a bit of 
meat for the poor children on Sundays ; but now, we never sees a 
bit or morsel, from one week's end to another. Why even 
bacon's a hawful price. I hears 'tis more than a shillin' a 
pound !"* 

"They be indeed shockin' times, as you say," corroborated 
friend Carter. ** What a price they got tea and sugar up to ! and 
mercy goodness, what stuff they do sell for tea ! I declare if it 
aint jest like hold leaves dried in the sun, and rolled and sold to 
we poor for shoo-schong ! And how they keeps the breadf up 
too ! God gives us good 'arvests, and the millers or the govern- 
ment, be shore, I hardly know which, gives us dear bread ; every- 
body said as how the Roosian war made food so hawful scarce, 
but now the war be over things don't seem a bit better. We don't 
seem to have got much by it ; for my part I can't think what the 
world's a comin' to. Some folks with so much money they don't 
know what to do with it, and 'tothers of the same flesh and blood 
dyin' of starvation." 

" Tis very dreadful to think of," chimed in friend Greenham. 

"Dreadful enough ! I tell ye what missus," rejoined Carter, 
in a hyper-radicalish sort of tone ; '' nobody upon earth, parsons 
and all, shall never make me believe, even if they was to swear to 
it, that God ever intended things to be as they be. Why the 
very robbers and murderers in the jails be better fed and cared 
for than the poor ; as if people could help their poverty, and every- 
body wouldn't be rich if they could. No, no !" she went on 
with increasing energy in utterance, ** I never will believe it, if 
all the bishops in England was to swear to it !" 

"No more wouldent I," hammered in Mrs. Greenham; and the 
flippancy with which these benighted women talked of the '* reve- 
rend fathers," clearly showed that they had imbibed no whole- 
some fear of the same ; much less the spirit of that tolerant decree 

* A iaet when this was written, in the early part of 1857. 
t Bread was eig^hteen and twenty pence per eight pound loaf. 
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of the Council of Con&tance, " If any one presume to say that a 
bishop may have his failings let him be aecursed." 

" Do ¥oa think that your poor lady up stairs gets enough to 
eat ?" asked Greenham^ after a due pause. 

*' Yeti," answered Carter, '* I think she gets food enough, for 
t^e's titf littlest eater I ever saw in all my born days. Miss Courte^ 
]»aye takes good eare of that. If it would'nt do yer heart good to 
lee^e dear young thia^ coax her to eat«-<-eometime8 a litde bit of 
fireih fimit thikt she's got cheap, by goin' in the momin,' as soon 
m iU ligbit up to some gardens somebody told her about, or 
ll'if^ a bit of oake she's bought on her ^vsay from work ; but 
I do really believe that poor Mrs. Courtenaye often say^ shf} 
tm*t eftt» or has had enough, that her boy may.haiFe some, 
aifed not be stinted, as he's a growin' fast and wants plenty of 
lbo4t for be isn't over atrong nei&er ; how can he be> poor 
efciW!" 

What a beauliiul young feller he is," remarked Greeniiam* 

He looks jeat of all the world like a young lord ! He walks so 
upiJight, and his face is ecksacly like a old picture of St. John 
when he was a little boy, grandmother had hung up over her 
maotel-shelf. I did love to stand and look at tliat picture. It 
made me think of angels, and a place where there couldn't be no 
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" Do you think, th^i,'' inquired Mrs. Carter, with something 
between a sneer and a smile of contempt, " that all lords walks 
updghti and looks like angels, and lives in places where there 
amtno sin?" 

** 1 baint quite so hignorant as that comes to,'' snapped out 
Greenham. " 1 knows well enough there be a good many bad 
lords, as don't pay their debts, and drinks, and tells lies, and 
gambols away th(»r money, and that baint no example to we poor 

Seople ; but I knows there be a good many real good una too, 
Irs. Carter, and ladies beside, so you needn't think me soredick- 
less as tbat ! *' 

''Be shore I nev^ meant to hurt yer ftc^gs, neighbour 
Greenham," soothingly readied her friend. *' I have learnt of my 
poor sick lodger not to be so terrible put out whenever anybody 
contradicted me, so don't be upset." 

** 1 baint upset, bless yer soul, " said Mrs. Greenham, with 
a good-humoured smile coming over her flushed cheek ; " but, 
as I was a sayin' iest now — ^let me see, whereabouts was it 
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! I recolkctfr— I was goin' to ast je if you thinks jour poor 
oitk Udy will ever get well again ? " 

" She'll never leave this house till she's carried out^'' gntvelj 
answered Mrs. Carter, ''depend upon that ; there's no nustakin' 
the look of consaniptioii : for though 'tis so deeeitfol that evea 
when they as loves 'em best be cheating theirselves that they be 
getdn' better, death walks in at the door without rappin'. No> 
nol there's no mistakin' thai look. She vKm*t never get well^-o 
her very fiioe si^s 'I shan't be long here ; ' and I thinks poor 
Miss Ooort^ui^ was a tUinkin' so too, this momin', for she was 
a sobfain' fit to bneak her heart." 

'* Poor yoivig thing I^ sighed the kind neighbour, in a tone of 
Heal feeling ; ** I pities her with all my soul ; and if I can be any 
use, oight or dir^r, in settin' up with her mother, I'll come and 
wekiome ; so send for me at any time, as she may go on lingering 
a good whik^ lor decline is dyin' by inches ; and as you said jest 
BOOT, tbiir^ is always a somethin' partickler in the looks of it. I 
xsooUects as if 'twas but yesterday, when first our young sister 
Sunn came up ;&om the country, she was as plump and rosy-Hke a 
girl as. ever you set eyes upon ; but after she had been pent up a few 
weein in th^oa dreadful stiflin' millindary rooms — work, work, 
w«rk> day and night, she got jest the look you was a speakin' 
aiMmt ; and then dbie got so terrible weak, we was forced to take 
bar to Dn Smith, and he said he wasn't no stranger to these 
kinds of cases. He had plenty of them, when the season was 
tfwr, hundreds of po<»r dyin' dressmakers' cases.* He was very 
kind, and spoke very feelin'ly about these shockin' goin's on, 
but he couldn't do nothin' for her ; she got weaker and weaker, 
one day better, and the next worser, 'till at last she died so sud- 
dently that poor old mother couldn't get here in time to see her alive. 
She was the fav rate of us all, bein' the youngest ; but I shan't 
sever forget how mother took on. She laid her grey hairs down 
upon the dead face of poor little Sue, a-moanin' fit to break her 
heart, because they had 'work'd her pet lamb to deaths' as 
die tis't to call her." 

Beal tears filled her woman eye ; and while she hastily wiped 

^ • sir James Clarke, physician to Her Majesty, says, " The mode of 
fife of fliese poor girls (dressmakers^ is sach as no constitution could 
long bear. A mode of life more completely calculated to destroy 
lunan Iwtltli oould scarcely be contriYed. I have long been most 
mmkm^ io resena these unfortunate girls from the slavery to which they 
are fabjected. —Lord B. Grosvenor. 
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them away with the comer of her apron, as if ashamed of dis- 
playing feeling in her station of life, Mrs. Carter took up the 
strain, rushing into the space of opportunity, eager to produce 
another out of the one thousand* parallelisms whose cry goes up to 
God's hright throne out of the great heart of Christian England. 
** Poor thing ! poor child ! 'tis very hawful to think of. Her 
case was very much like that of pretty Mary Gale's, as us't to lire 
next door to we when we lived in Paddin'ton. She was as fine a 
gal as ever the sun shined upon when first she went to work at 
the dressmakin' bis'ness at the West End^ but she soon fell off, and 
got a nasty pain in her side, sittin' stitchin', stitchin', for 
eighteen hours together; sometimes all night, and Sundays 
too ;f and then she couldn't take a long breath, and was forced to 
get advice from the doctor ; and he told her the foul airj was a 
' killin* her outright, without the shameful late hours as they 
had to work/ and that it was * another poor dressmaker's case.' || 
That's jest the very words he said, and he told her she must * lay 
by ;' but she couldn't do that, she was forced to work, for the 
tenpence a day that she earnt was all she had to keep her little 
crippled sister ; and she didn't like to put her into the Uyion, 
'cause she read of the bad manner in which they treats 'em there ; 
and as she was the only one left out of nine, they didn't like bein* 
separated. Poor hearts! they were so fond of one another. 
Well, as I was a savin,' they had been workin' three whole day9 

* It is terrible to reflect that, according to the testimony of Dr. Lankester, 
a ihoasand lives are annually consumed by it in London alone ; while ten 
times that number are rendered miserable for the remainder of their ex- 
istence, through the disease which it engenders. — Bishop of Oxford. 

f In the best-regulated places the hours vary from eighteen to twenty ; 
in some, however, they are altogether unlimited ; the hands work in many 
instances the whole of the night, having four, three, or, in some iostanoet, 
only two hours* sleep. 'Work,' says one witness, 'was carried on till 
ten and eleven on Sunday morning, and frequently the whole of Sunday.'— 
The Earl of Shaftesbury. 

X I think this whole subject might come under the consideration of the 
Metropolis Management Act, and as we have sanitary inspectors to see to 
the ventilation and cleanliness of public buildings, I do not see why those 
officers might not have their power extended to enter rooms where huautn 
beings are no less confined and exposed to noxious atmospheres.— Dr. 

liANKSSTBR. 

II The nature of the suffering is such that an experienced eye can deteet 
the case in a moment— you can tell at once that it is a dressmaker's ease* 
-»Dr. Hamilton Rob. 
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and nights* shut up close in a work-room as smelt fearful of gasf 
and lots of fevered breaths, that at last she got so bad she 
fainted^ away five times running and as they had a power of 
dresses to rnvke for a flower-show, they made 'em work, able or 
not; so they gave her some coffee, as they called it,§ but it 
didn't revive her ; it got up into her head and made her so 
wild she didn't know where she was, or what she was adoin'. 
She got worse, and told *em that they were ' kilUn' her soul and 
body with fire, * and that she would go out into the green fields and 
lay down and die,' and wouldn't stay there to be murdered, that 
she wouldn't.' So, as they don't care for the poor things when 
they can't get no more work out of 'em, they let her go in a 
poarin' rain at twelve o'clock at night, and she was so 'wildered- 
Hke she lost her way, and didn't get home to her room till two 
in the momin', and when they took her to the hospital the 
doctor said she was a ' dyin' cretur' as soon as he set eyes on 
her ; and 'twas true enough, for she only lived two days, and died 
screamin' out for some cold water to be put on her head, it was 
all a fire I]] 

" Dear mercy me, can it ever be true f It seems too shocking 
to think about!" exclaimed Mrs. Greenham, with a look of 
horror." 

" True enough 1" replied Mrs. Carter ; " they says there be 

* One witness stated that she had worked withoat going to bed from 
fonr o'clock on Thursday till half-past ten on Sunday. The meal-hours 
are very abort, and the meals are taken in haste. — Thb Earl opShaptbs- 

BCRT. 

f Nothing, perhaps, has been better established than the fact that 
sedentary occupations, that want of exercise, and that exposure to impure 
ur and the deadly inflaence of carbonic acid gas, are the cause of those 
tremendous diseases which carry off a third of those who die in our popu- 
lation annually. — Dr. Lankester. 

X Not a night passes but some of these poor sufferers faint at their toil ; 
and nothing can prove more strongly the cruelty of the system than the 
fiiet gfyen in evidence before the Committee of the House of Lords, that 
though this fainting is of a most deadly kind, it is yet so common and the 
haste so great that the poor girls are often left to recover as best they may. 

§ We commenced work as usual at eight o'clock, and went on till 
between four and Ayc on the following morning. It was near five when 
wu went to our tiedrooms. At midnight we had a cup of coffee brought 
us. I am sure there was something improper put into it to keep us awake, 
as when we went to bed none of us could sieeep. — From " A Dressmaker's 
Case," ly J. Lilwall, Esq. 

I The multitudesi of both sexes, subjected to this miserable and destrue- 
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thousands and thousands of these helpless young creturs senr«d 
like it in the grand millinery and dressmaldn' houses, where 
there'^s a heap of work to be done for the great folks for their 
balls and theatres, and hoperas. For my part, I am shore Z 
ean't think how ever ladies can wear their beautiful gownds and 
things from such places, while the poor girls have fainted awar 
and dropped over them, workin' their liyes out as they does. I 
should think they smelt of death! Wherever can their 
feeldins' be ? " 

"P'raps the great ladies don't know about it,** suggested Mrs. 
Greenham ; " sure, mre they wouldn't allow such things if they 
did. However can they go to church and say th^r prayers in 
gownds made by dyin' fingers ? " 

Simple-hearted Mrs. Ghreenhs ji ! 

**Not know it! not know it!" scornfully ejaculated friend 
Carter. ** They can't help knuwin* it. Isn't these goin's on in 
everybody's mouth ? My husband told me that George Meeks 
told him as how he was at Hexeter Hall the other night, and it 
was cramm'd full of people, and he heard a great lord cry shame 
Upon 'em for wearin' gownds spotted with their sisters' blood."* 

"Bless me! did he tho'? Of course, then, 'tis all true,** 
exclaimed Mrs. Greenham. 

" And," added Carter, " Greorge Meeks said as how the new 
Bishop of London was there too, and talked a good deal about 
the sin of people as does such wicked things ; and that he spoke 
most feelingly of the poor. They seems to think that he's one 
of the right sort, something like a bishop ought to be, if he goes 
on as he's begun, and 'tb to be hoped he wUly for 'tis time some- 
body looked into these shameful goins' on ; and it seems to me 

tive thraldom in and about London alone has been estimated at upwards 
of 150,000 ! The labour they have to sustain has been described as ex- 
ceeding in intensity that of any class of workers to be found among any 
other people on the face of the globe.— 124A Report of the Marly Chnng 
Asiociatum, 

* Some who, for the sake of being gaily dressed in the fashion, in sUks 
and satins, and aU kinds of finery— if, I say, there be some who for such 
reasons will consent to tliis suffering, I can only teU yon tliat with your dress 
you are wearing out human creatures* lives 1 Tliere are blood spots there. 
That poor young woman, whose weakness should have secured your aflbction 
and sympathy, bled for it. The great 6od wiU make inquisltioii one day, 
and if it be found then that thou hast been indifferent tn the nSain^ of 
thy Hsltr, thott ibaU not be held gallUess then.— >Lobd BuAWTtmmmt. 
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that 'tis proper work, for the bi«hop9 as got such a power of 
moiiej, and helps to make all the lawB for the poor." 

" Fmps these great ladies got no time to think afaoctt theie 
fhings, as 'tis only poor peoples' suffbriBs/' suggested Mrs. 
GreenhaiD, who evidently had a good deal of the milk of hatnaa 
Idndness in her veins. 

"Peritaps not — morels the pity, as they must ftnd time to die f* 
jerked ont the demonstrative Mrs. Carter. 

•* Don't it seem very strange to yon," asked Mrs. Greenham, 
"that all them wise lords as everybody knows goes to make the 
laws for the queen, can't make laws to pnrteet these poor things 
that be too weak to purtect themselves T'* 

** I quite i^ees with you," replied Carter, "what be laws for 
bftt to pnrteet the weak against the strong? and if them okl lawil 
won't do it, the sooner they makes some that ean the better ; 
things can't go on much longer as they be. I conldn't help 
thii^in' to myself the other day, when I read out of a piece of the 
Tmea that was sent round the Imtter Johnny bonght jest bi^ow^ 
about one of the magistrates in the City puttin' a cruel feller into 
prison vrith hard labour, for illtreating a poor donkey as coi:ddn't 
take his own part, that it seem'das if hantmals was of more conse- 
quence than dressmakers, as the law purtects them !'*f 

"Served the cruel wretch right I" fiercely burst in Mrs. 
Greenham ; ''I can't abear to see dumb creturs as can't speak, or 
poor children illtreated, do you know ; " and she again lowered her 
iaoe to confidence-key : Mariar Salter told me ** 

" Cruel ! cruel ! do you call it, " very unceremoniously 
interrupted Mrs. Carter — who, true woman as she was had a little 
amiable weakness for a gossip, and when she could get a listener, 
as in the present instance, to her somewhat extravagant ideas, was 
apt to overstep the Rubicon of good manners, which were 
evidently not taught for an extra penny a week at the university 
she took her degrees at, and, something like other masters at 
debate when eontending with the feebler, she was not scrnpalona 
ia eatthig short an oration whenever she wanted to perpetrate one 

* The power, and jarisdietion of Parliament Is io inmseeiident, and 
>lMiatey that it eannot be confined, either for caiues or persons, withia 
bounds. ... It ean, in irtkorty do attythlag that is not natarally kn^ 
peiiible.«^iR B. Ckkxik 

t The pvbUe good is in nothing mote eBsentiaUy interested than in llw 
pnteetton of eivery indlvidnal's private rights, as moddlod by the tamai* 
cipal Ivw.T'Slaekitone's Commentaries, 
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herself, — *' cruel do you call it? I say 'tis brutal, and the sooner 
all these things be looked into the better. People, and ladies too 
calling themselves Christians, encouragin' such dreadful murders ; 
for 'tis Dothin' else; why the very blacks would teach 'em 
better, as never saw a Bible ! It makes my flesh creep to think of 
all their grandness and luxuries, while their fellow-creturs be 
dyia* in thousands a slavin' for 'em. I was told t'other day, that 
not content with blindin' * and killin' the poor young women, the 
missuses of them great millinary houses where the haristockrasy 
(Mrs. Carter had not much idea of the euphony of sound) as they 
be called, haves their fine things made, hires poor little children 
for a few pence a week to thread all the needles, 'cause the 
'prentices shouldn't be hindered, and when they gets tired and 
sleepy, being past their bedtimes at night, they be so tired that 
they falls off their stools down upon the floor, and then they gets 
green tea and coffee give to 'em, to rouse 'em up." 

"Worser and worser still !" ejaculated Mrs. Greenham, 
simidtaneously elevating her eyes, hands, and voice ; " I can't 
barmy believe it. Be shore, be shore it can't be true. Be you 
quite certain, Mrs. Garter?" 

"I don't know no more than I was told," replied Mrs. Carter ; 
and she looked an embodiment of the words of Scott, — 

'' I don't know how the troth may he, 
I tell the tale as 'twas told to me**' 

" Dear a mercy me !" suddenly exclaimed her auditor, " if 
there aint ten o'clock ; I had no idear 'twas so late. I really 
must bid you good momin' Mrs. Carter, and I wish your poor 
dear lady better with all ray art." 

* Br. Hodgkin fally confirms this testimony ; and Mr. Dalrymple, of 
the Ophthalmic Hospital, makes statements of a most painful character. 
He says that all forms of ocular disease are produced, from simple irritation 
to complete blindness. Others give more minute details, showing that by 
continuous work of a fine and minute character, carried on during so many 
hours of the night by lamp and candlelight, vision is In many cases totally 
destroyed. Mr. F. Tyrrell, of the Ophthalmic Hospital, relates a case which 
came under bis notice. It was that of a delicate young woman of about 
seventeen, who had been apprenticed in a dressmaking establishment, and 
who through excessive work had entirely lost her sight. Dr. Donovan 
says of some of these persons, that their health and strength are gone, and 
many of them die of consumption. Dr. bhaw and Dr. Johnson declare 
that these women become unhealthy tbemseUes and tranamit disease to 
their offspring. Another medical gentleman states that no men would work 
80 long with so little rest 
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When this model gossip reached home she foundthat the fire had 
followed her example, and *' gone out" ; her two litUe boys, with 
iheir shoes pulled oft, were paddling about in an artificial lake 
which they had improvised for the occasion out of the bowl used 
by their untidy mother for *' washing up the breakfast things," 
which had no business whatever to have been left on the table ; and 
trifling as thei^ things are in themselves-^like the feather, show- 
ing which way the wind blows — they suggest to a reflective 
nund that this worthy woman, really kind-hearted and well- 
meaning too as she was, had much better have been at home 
looking after her own aJ&irs than commenting on those of her 
superiors, and censuring conduct and character she evidently did 
not, and could not imderstand. 

And now, impatient reader, unlike Mrs. Carter, who it appears 
belonged to *' well-informed circles," but was fully determined to 
keep her knowledge to herself, we will together unrol the scroll 
containing the history of her '' poor lady,"» as she called Mrs. 
Coortenaye, and though may be it has been blotted and dimmed 
with tears, for few are the life-pages bearing not their mournful 
impress, it is but an every-day tale. 

"He who knows most of heart, knows most of sorrow." 
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CHAPTER III. 



'* Beligion is not a fornix or a oreed, or an eodesiasfcical system, bat a life^** 



"What a ciiftrmiBg spot T" inroluiitiirily broke from the- paaaeiv 
by, aft tbe eye rested on an elegant mansion, with its bright 
TOTety lawn crowning a slightly eleyated site in the neighbocor* 
hood of the populous and wealthy town of D • 

"Yes, it is a * charming spot!' What noble pctrUmB- ol 
flowers I How harmoniously those choice shrubs are grouped ! 
I wonder who lives there ?" 

Well, then^ wonderer, your curiosity shall be gratified ; that 
** charming spot" is the residence of Dr. Grenville, of whom we 
have somewhat to say that may interest you; for though "not 
the rose, he has dwelt with it." 

Dr. Grenyille, then— ^ rich retired physician, who, with one 
son and daughter, and in possession of a great deal of friendship, 
extracted from a wide circle who enjoyed his society and 
"capital dinners," — passed a sort of care-for-nothing, easy-going 
Ufe, centring all the light and delight radiating from these 
various ./bee on himself, as the sun of his social system, from 
whence he deluded himself into the fond idea they both emanated. 

In his way he might have passed for a model, too, that 
excellent doctor, so proper, so unimpeachable, so serenely he moved 
in the best circles of the above-named fashionable town : he was 
a world in himself, and a world to himself ; a superior planet 
whirUng in its own orbit, and on its own axis ; but, as there 
are spots in the sun, so, alas ! a spot darkened this great orb, 
and it needed not the aid of the Rosse, or any other telescope, 
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its nature^ In a word, Dr. Grenyflle^s visible defect 

SBIiYISHNBSSv 

** The old story !** cBd yott exclaim, reader? Berfaaps so ; but 
ihd doetor had been badly brought up. To contiaue — there was 
a eertaw p<^h of manner, an easy self-confidence abont him,, 
nol often met with in the disciples of the Abernethy school to 
which he belonged, that had stood him in need, may be in the 
l^eceof professional skill; which latter had been principally and' 
SQceea^lly dxreeted to nervous disorders among patients of the 
h%faer etesses, one of whom, a lady of " considerable rank," leAr 
him a liegaey of ten thousand pounds. 

People did say — but rumour is scarcely an authority — that the 
young physiciaoi cwred her ladyship's body, but incurably 
wounded ber heart ; and as she was not allowed to bestow her 
ha&d wkh it, she out of revenge left him her fortune. Be that 
trae or false, he was still an especial favourite with the con* 
fiding sex ; and though at the time he comes out to figure before 
oar readers, ''drestin a little brief authority,^* his register ob- 
stkistely affirmed that he was sixty, he refused positively to own 
toiBOveth«i <' somewhere about fifty^* (the "lords" have little 
tender weaknesses on the score of age sometimes), an assertion 
which gauied credence through his tidl, handsome, Saxon appear- 
anee; and with so few gray haifs on his finely-shaped head, it 
realiy required no gretti; stretch of charity to believe the register^ 
at ieh. With sndi manifold recommendations, including las 
enviahle house and fortune, it will be no matter of surprise that 
nany gentle spinsters, certain middle-aged young ladies of his 
loet^f undidy anxibns to bind their unappropriated hearts in 
the rosy chains of wecUioek, evinced none of the reluctance to take 
upon themselves the tremendous responsibility felt, or feigned, 
by the war^^e girl-queen of Sweden, who gravely assured her 
ministers that in her opinion ** it required more courage to get 
married tiian to fight a battle." Indeed, they often deplored, 
almost vrithin the doctor^s hearing,. " what a pity Dr. Grenville 
nevrar married again !** ** What a delightful fireside companion 
he mast be !** One, who always spoke in expletives, pronounced 
it a ♦•physiological phenomenon!" Another, in hysterics of 
sympathy for the ffenns, voted it a " decided loss to society T* 
while a tMrd candidate for connubial honours, coute qvicwiit^ 
fenmiiDe delicacy in^ded, having run through the Indian market 

ippropriated, and returned duly impressed with the startling 
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fact that she had ''no time to lose," by looking '* unutterable 
things" endeavoured to convince her meditated victim that she 
had the finest eyes in the world ; and, failing in this, she had 
recourse to an indefatigable display of her dainty hands, proudly 
boasting to him and her other equally au fait fnends, that '* long 
fingers were kings' gifts : " she then tried to conquer with a little 
German, a good deal of French, and a dash of Hindostanee ; but 
the steady man of the good old times thought "one tongue 
enough for any woman," and was not over careful in hiding his 
sagacious views. Still, presuming on the stereotyped smile with 
wmch the doctor ever greeted her girlish simplicity in getting up 
an impromptu flirtation with him, and being (by accident) always 
near him, to be taken to dinner or supper, or anywhere else^ as 
the case might be, she absolutely went so far as to send him, in 
right earnest, too, a four-leaved shamrock, which he had once 
jokingly declared he should look upon as '* an offer of marriage 
from either of his charming lady friends who should send it." 

Fancy, dear reader, the waves of be-setting and be-flattering^ 
and be-praising and be-speaking any man, however vain, must be 
deluged with, ere his instinctive respect for the female character 
could be drowned in such a flood of impudence I However^ no 
doubt the doctor had some cogent reason for not resigning his 
single blessedness ; he probably preferred being his own master 
once again, for he had twice taken up the gauntlet, ere most men 
think themselves old enough or wise enough to marry once iik 
these deferring days. Twice^ we repeat, had he taken up the 
hazardous gauntlet. His first wife — ^though not his first love, 
self was that — ^had been the petted and spoiled child of a weak, 
vapoury mother, and she gave her hand and fortune to the capti* 
vating young Esculapian in a delirium tremens of gratitude for the 
consummate skill he had displayed in the treatment of a '^ most 
obstinate case of disorganization of the nervous system," super* 
induced on an originally supine character by inordinate self-- 
indulgence, want of healthy exercise, and by trashy reading ; 
which derangement developed itself in vague and almost crazy 
forebodings of misfortunes and trials that never happened, and in 
sickly fancies of diseases undiscovered in any pharmacopceia yet 
invented. So successfully had "the very clever young man" 
managed to treat these intangible disorders of his future wife 
that she could scarcely bear him out of her sight, and at length, to 
the utmost surprise of her numerous acquaintances, the following 
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annoancement duly initiated them, not only into the fact itself» 
bnt also into the lineal and collateral respectability of the family, 
which is so often dragged in to cover personal want of it : — 

" Married, on Saturday last, by the very Reverend the Dean 
of livingsmore, uncle to the bride, assisted by the Reverend 
George Henry Wait, rector of Plurality, cousin of the bride, 
and by the Reverend W. W. S, Mist, curate of Plurality, second 
cousin of the bridegroom, Edward Charles Augustus Grenville, 
Esq., M.R.C.S., and M.D., to Ellen Sinclaire, only daughter of 
the late Fitzwilliam Sinclaire, Esq., H. M. Consul of Nagerpoof 
and Sarah, his wife, niece to Rear-Admiral Macooley, and great 
great granddaughter to Sir Winslow Winstanley, of Winstay Hall^ 
in the county of Dunnowhere. The interesting bride is the last 
remaining descendant of the illustrious house of Winstanley, col- 
laterally connected with the Stuarts and Plantagenets." 

The offspring of this union was a son, who for eight years hi$ 
weak mother— treading in the macadamised path of children- 
spoiling *' to the third and fourth generation"— managed to indulge 
to the most frightful extent. " Every living soul was put out jest 
to humour Master Johnny, if he did but set up a-crying ! " as 
his^ nurse pathetically declared ; and she moreover " verily believed 
missus would have the top brick of the chimbley pulled down, if 
he only put hisself into a passion." And truly poor Betty was 
not far wide of the truth in her estimate of " missus's " disci- 
pline. Every domestic arrangement had to yield in passive 
obedience to the whims and caprices of this infant Nero, " when 
he took it into his head to set up a-crying," for, with the preco- 
cions instinct of childhood — and few, especially mothers, consider 
how precocious that is — ^he soon discovered where his strength 
lay, and, like a small Samson, used it accordingly. Among 
otiier performances, called *' Master Johnny's pranks," he insisted 
on desecrating the costly dining-room carpet, by feeding on it to 
the death an unfortunate little beast intended to be considered a 
dog, which would have passed in its grotesque obesity for a prize 
guinea-pig at any of our yearly displays of fat-in-misery, for rolls of 
fat curtained the apertures where eyes ought to have been. Mem. 
—There was no society then for preventing cruelty to animals. 

When the unfortunate boy was about ten years of age his 
tnodier died, and as he had long outgrown his father's authority, 
or rather as he never had exercised any over him, he was sent to 
A grammar school as a preparatory step to a higher educational 
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•^ouzse, his poor mother bftving propkesied tfaftt t\da ol^nn^ «f 
the " last of the Winstanley's" would make a ifigare in t^ world 
some day. ^While there he distinguished lumself hj uncompra- 
mising tyranny over his hapless juniors, being the most rekixdess 
birds'-nest^ and robber in that small republic; and by overr0aci&- 
ing and **' doing" the elder boys in a 4»nning display of adroitn^s 
and sharpness while bargaining for the exchange of knives, fishing 
gear, and other school merchandise, which bade fair promise of 
realking the maternal prognostioatLcni ; till at length, in an 
mibridled £t of passion, attempting to -strike one of the jnasters 
for holding' him up in well-deserf«d execration before tk^ Assenft- 
bled forms-^-lxavittg been ^caught in the act of crucifying a peer 
irog for his amusement, — he was expelled, covered with disgrace. 

No teaching powerful enough to efface from the boy's iBoul the 
tracing of the weak mother hand ! 

No discipline of man's invention could counteract the evil 
lessons learnt at the mother-side; hence he grew up selfish, 
dissipated, godless, and at the age of eighteen, much against .the 
wishes of his ^eat uncle the Very Bev. the Dean of Livings, 
who intended lum to ''go into the Church," the dofSbor «rticled 
his son to an eminent London firm, in the vain hope that when 
he had *' sown his wild oats" he would become an honoiirable 
and useful member of the legal profession. But no ! the man was 
a continuation of the boy. Alas ! for this scFvrii^ tares, wad 
.expecting a harvest of wheat. 

Alas ! for mothers, who with weak hand — 

**^ Plant the <?!leBt weeds, and fondly troft 
To gather rarest Amits.'^ 

" What moreis required to elevate the^haracter of ouryonthT' 
demanded Napoleon of Madame Campon. " Mothers P was the 
^oll^'hiclusive response. 

*^« When Christian schools were first introduced into India,'' 
«ays a celebrated missieiiaiy, *^ an old chief seized with delight 
the opportunity of sending the boys of his territory to be 
instmcted, but after fair trial he did not find the improvement he 
.expected ; he then determined to send all the girls," >and in the 
lapse of years fonad tiiis *' beginning at the right end.*' 

About eight months after the loss of his wife, finr wham hie 
^moamed by Tule, regulated by the band on his orthodmc hat 
Vj^minerii wide-«wakes> and '^shocking bad hats" not herag in 
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Togne then), the wealthy doctor entered a seeond time into the 
marriage Bpecoktion with a very charmio^ sensible woman, 
whom everyhody said he loved most sincerely, and therefore it 
mast he trae ; but his happiness was of short duration, for at the 
end of a year she died, leaving him an infant of hours, and a large 
fortune to compensate his loss. 

Of this wee creature, who in due time he had baptized by the 
hoasehold name of Mary, he became passionately fond, and 
thongh this was natural enough, ill-natured people dedared he only 
Aoat^ upon her because she was the " very picture of himself/' 
everybody exclaiming *'what a lovely chud!" hence her pet 
name with him was "little Papa ;" and poor "little Papa** hade 
bir to be as much spoilt in her way as his boy was in hia^, till 
once upon a time, when three summers had nearly hrightened 
upon the golden head of the child, dandling her on his knee after 
mnner as his custom was, he refused to allow her to eat some fruit, 
fearing it would hurt her, which so much offended the self-will 
and dignity of "little Papa," that ere the doctor could be awazs 
of her intention she seized the costly dish on which it lay« and 
with a flushed cheek dashed it on the ground without even 
deigning to look towards him, moving across the room, to escape 
with the air of a miniature Juno ! 

This impromptu specimen of the early education of his little 
fcmonstrative pronoun, gave the elder papa a gentle hint that he 
was in imminent danger of having a second— neither revised nor 
corrected — edition of Master Johnny's voluminous works -on 
crockery demolition and furniture destruction, of which he 
entertained a most vivid shrinking remembrance, having, greatly 
to his disgust, broken in upon the smooth current of his love for 
ease and self-indulgence. He therefore wisely determined to place 
bis daughter entirely under the management of a lady in his own 
lioose, upon whose judicious care he could confidently repose ; and 
who for several years fulfilled her duty in the most exemplary 
way towards the child, which the latter bountifully r€(paid. 

At the age of nine, Mary lost her estimable friend hy marrii^e ; 
after which event she was placed at a fashionable establishment 
in the neighbourhood of London, where, happily, she never forgot 
the excellent lessons of her early instructress. Here, then, we 
will leave her awhile, and return to the doctor ; and if we say 
nther more of him than may he deemed necessary, the yrhj and 
wherefore will be found in the effects of which his snallow 
ideas were the cause. 



24 A UFE-LONG STORY. 

With all his placid^ easy-going life at the time he is introduced, 
the elder papa had some peculiarities that he clung to, and when 
roused to action could defend with a pertinacity rarely found ia 
people of his stagnant temperament. If there was one thing oa 
earth he hated more than hard claret and homoeopathy, it was 
the name of an evangelical or dissenter, for he considered them 
synonymous ; and in the same proportion he idolized the '' good 
old times and sound orthodoxy." 

In the matter of the " healing art" may he he entertained some 
grave douhts as to the wisdom of the ancient practice, when, duly 
presuming on a diploma *' licensed to kill," he would hleed unfor- 
tunate patients to death's door at the very moment when the 
" hlood, which is the life thereof," was most needed ; when, if 
they were weak, he drugged them weaker ; if requiring nourish- 
ment he kept them on " slops ;" if, in short, that depopulating 
system which modern science and skill have so nearly exploded- 
patients driven '^express" from *' irritation to inflammation, and 
from inflammation to mortification." But mcdgre his douhts, and 
the entire banishment of the fatal lancet on all occasions by the 
*' quack system," as he sneeringly called the common sense one, he 
hated and abused it just as virulently, because it savoured of" pro- 
gression"and "new-fangled notions" —two of his especial bugbears. 

Of his sound orthodoxy he had no misgiving whatever, the 
practical part of which consisted in going to church every Sunday 
morning, driving in the afternoon, sleeping complacently after 
his seven o'clock dinner, "taking the sacrament" with mechani- 
cal regularity four times a year, and subscribing one guinea 
annually towards the charities of the said church, which included 
repairs and cleaning. These were the bounds of his orthodox 
horizon, the sacrifices with which he was well pleased, the " deeds" 
entitling him to an " inheritance incorruptible ;" and he no more 
doubted their flawlessness than the old man doubted his claim to 
heaven, who on being inquired of by his pastor as to the safety 
of his anchorage, replied, "why, sir,haTen't I always stuck to my 
church, and voted for the Blues I" 

True it is that now and then, overruled by the love he 
bore his daughter, he would wander out of the limits of 
this circle by consenting to accompany her to the evening 
service, where her favourite curate, the Rev. Stuart Chant- 
well preached. Yet, as he "considered the sermon of very 
little consequence" — and no wonder when such word-shops had 
superseded the old trumpet preachers whom God enthroned and 
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Jionoared — it would be no easy matter to decide whether he con- 
sidered he had paid his child or his church the greatest compli- 
ment by going there. One thing is certain, the demure-looking 
curate could arrogate not the minutest fraction of the amiable 
concession to himself, for the doctor invariably — ^and we blush to 
record the fact that he was imitated by dozens in this practice — 
settled himself into a dozing attitude, after he had nodded over 
the text which his daughter dutifully presented to him, but which 
he never read, his looks implying '^ I do not doubt it." 

Then as to his theoretical orthodoxy, or rather his stern hatred 
of any and everything that did not dovetail with his contracted 
religious views. He hated, with pious fervour, the name of an 
evangelical, a prayer-meeting, or a city missionary ; thought 
preaching in the open air ought to be put down with the same 
iron hand as chartism and poaching ; viewed every attempt to 
ameliorate the bodily and spiritual miseries of the poor as 
'^fanatical " and " Quixotic," generally winding up the playful ar- 
gument into the meshes of which his daughter entangled him, with 
the ready clencher, " there was none of this nonsense when I 
was a boy, and we got on well enough ! I can't think, for mj 
part, what good all this praying, and preaching, and education is 
to come to, unless to make the poor think themselves wiser and 
better men than their superiors !" with which finale he usually 
concluded the synopsis of his brilliant theory, showing as much 
satisfaction as if he had solved the greatest moral problem now 
puzzling profound thinkers, or had liberated the mental Laocoon 
from its struggles in the coils of the monster Python prejudice. 

It was whispered among the doctor's friends of the " fast" 
school that a long time elapsed before he could sufficiently 
etherialize the murky atmosphere of his pericranium to enable him 
to see ** what good it would do, all this steam and nonsense 
raining the country," and thereby nerve himself to trust his pre- 
doos personal responsibility in a railway carriage. That it was 
years after the introduction of lucifers before he would either use 
or allow them to displace the time-honoured flint and steel in his 
household ; they even went so far as to declare that when the pro- 
bability of balloon travelling was mooted in his presence he 
toned pale and absolutely declared that all these discoveries in 
which homoeopathv and electricity figured conspicuously " were 
signs that the world was coming to an end," and that nothing 
should ever induce him to countenance in any way such a catas- 
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tropbe. But, however apocryphal these stories may !be, be 
comessed, and gloried in the confession, thatthehad ** flever taken 
the Times into his hands since die day it advocated iSie lepeal df 
the corn laws*^ — his Magna Charta of agriculture — « change 
he looked upon in the light of a second deluge, or a Hberal 
government, both and all equally destructive of social order and 
respectability. 

*'Ah!" exclaims the reader, '^'evidently the good doctor had 
not gone with the times.*' Just so ; and while he would hare 
shrunk from the ridicule he would have encountered, had he made 
his appearance in public apparelled in the fashion of the last 
century, he seemed in enviable ignorance that the furniture of his 
brain was of the most obsolete antiquated description, deluding 
himself into the belief that — 

''He had forgotten more than most men ever knew." 

Poor self-satisfied man ! Little did he dream that that very 
hrain of his might have foreshadowed the charity child'-s 
definition of chaos, to wit : — 

Oovemment Inspector : " Little girl, what is chaos ? " 
lAttU Girl (with a profound curtsy) : •* A large lump of 
nothin'. and no whar to put it, please sir ! ** 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Wit (Bxitl^Mu 0f €imvM. 



** Bound her she made anakmoflpheie«f life ; 

The very air seemed brighter for her ^es, 
^Tbey were so soft, so beantiihil. bo rife 

WitiiiaU Wtt c«iim^gki& <ff rkhe •skies.'' 



Thx Beautifiil ever seems to claim our ready affection, -and never 
more tlian wben it comes in the outline of the wondrous human 
form ; yet when we say Mary was beautiful J how shall we em- 
body that heart-stirring word ? How meet the taste of our fidr 
reader, when '^ every eye makes its own beauty," and that unde- 
finable sensation and appreciation of it will wander over the 
entire region of one mind, and leave another unthrilled ? 

However, as we are not attempting an essay, but simply wziting 
a 8toiy,let us proceed, ever remembering that 'Hhe high standard 
of the beautiful is set in reason^ forum .'^ Thus, with regard to 
grown-up " little Papa,^' probably it was not the dreamy sofhxess 
of her dark hazel eye, curtained by its deeply-fringed lid, the 
polished loftiness of her brow, the delicacy of her slightly-aquiline 
nose, the rich crimson of her well-cut lip, or the clearness of her 
somewhat pale complexion, — ^for possibly no feature, singly, would 
have borne the rigid test and '* cant of criticism ;^' stiU when the 
eye rested on her, the heart went with it ; and, whether attired 
in light evening costume, displaying the rounded grace of her 
degant figure, or, in simple morning robe, the gazer felt she 
produced all the effect of beauty — that involuntary and indescri- 
bable heart-homage one renders to it, without consulting critic 
or connoisseur; and it fell as naturally from the lip, "how 
beautiful she is !" as to exclaim " what a lovely morning l" in the 
blight Spring-time, when the heart exuberates, full of rapturous 
life. Then, too, Mary had a pleasant aptness in always doi^g 
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the best thing at the best time, and saying the proper thing in 
the proper place ; with an intuitive ease she fascinated at first, 
and won afterwards by the gentle sweetness and consideration for 
the feelings or peculiarities of others she invariably evinced. 
Some people would have called her irresistible way of going 
straight to the heart, tact ; and what society would do without 
that vade mecum of words, is an inquiry not unworthy the columns 
oi Notes and Queries^ so all-expressive, so comprehensive is it. 
And yet, applied to this fair girl, it was not the term ; there was 
80 much reality about her, such transparent singleness and sim- 
plicity of purpose permeating her character, that however autre 
the idea may be, tact^ applied to her, would not have been the 
right term in iJie right place. And yet, with all this single- 
heartedness there was also a depth and earnestness of nature 
rendering the idea paramount in her mind almost an absolutism 
for the time, which promised success in whatever she undertook, 
and challenged confidence in her mental strength ; thus, if to 
these many-varied and brilliant advantages we superadd the fact 
that she was considered rich, will it be surprising that she had 
numerous offers and numberless friends ? — ^not a few of the latter 
being among the poor, the aged, and the miserable, who ever 
found in "that sweet young lady, Miss Grenville," a kind and sym- 
pathising friend. Hours of loneliness did she beguile in listening 
to the oft-told tales of their griefs and wrongs ; and no trifling por- 
tion of her liberal allowance of pocket-money foimd its way into 
their huts in charity's ever-unmistakeable shape — the necessaries 
of life. 

It might have been from hearing the subject frequently 
discussed at her father's dinner-parties, of the " strange goings 
on among the saints in the town," the force of her school educa- 
tion, or, still more probably, from hereditary prejudices which 
will inhere, generation after generation, that Mary entertained 
some notions amounting almost to that relic of the fire and stake- 
bigotry ; and yet it is too harsh a term to apply to one so large, 
«o loving-hearted. Perhaps it will be nearer the truth to say, 
that unlike her respected father, who believed salvation was only 
to be found in *'Am church," and who would have refused it from 
any other, she had a confused, intangible sort of idea that the 
best kind of salvation was treasured up there, and accordingly, 
looked upon the teaching of any other section as extremely low 
und yul^Etr, fit only for the fanatic and ignorant of the lowest 
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orders. Still she loyed kindness and consistency wherever and 
in whomsoever she met with it, and whether the recipient of her 
ever-upwelling charily and sympathy attended church or chapel, 
it was of no consequence to Aer,— enough that they were poor 
and sorrowful. True, her impulsiveness often brought regret on 
discovering the frequent impositions on her bounty by artful 
recipients, and often did she yearn for a mother's tender guidance 
and counsel ; yet in this very impulsiveness there was a beauty — an 
miconventional gracefulness recalling to the beholder the untram- 
melled luxuriance and elegant freedom of the wild-briar or honey- 
suckle, in the tangled haunts and careless rambles of roving youth. 

There were moments, too, when a feeling of sadness, that 
inseparable companion of deep hearts, crept over her, awaken- 
ing vague, dim longings for a higher existence; and though 
by the mani/, this innermost soul-yearning would have been 
"pooh-poohed!" as "folly!" "ridiculous!" "nonsense !" with 
which one so gifted and favoured had nought to do, to the 
few it awoke a kindred echo. 

Whence cometh this plaintive sadness wandering through 
the depths of feeling? — ^why this strata of melancholy under- 
lying the heart's surface, even though the outer life be tremulous 
with creature bliss ? 

Surely it is a spirit whisper, reminding the soul of its pilgrim 
state, when, like a young eaglet^ with eye fixed on the sun, it 
yet quivers on newly-fledged wing nearer earth than heaven! 
—that whisper to which the heart listens, hushed and solemn, as 
it interprets, " this is not my rest." 

Ah ! earth has no resting place for the immortal soul I What 
if " we take the wings of morning, and fly to the uttermost parts 
of the sea/' or mount up 'mid the glory of the impassive stars ; 
what if we drink deep at the springs whence knowledge bubbles 
and bursts forth in bewildering streams, or deck the brow with 
roses, and glide down the untroubled tide of pleasure ; even as 
day-light dies on the hill top, so one by one shall our joys depart^ 
and the cry of the unsatisfied soul will be "this is not my rest." 

The first grief that cast its gloom over Mary's lifepath, was 
the early death of one of the sweetest beings that ever trod this 
sin-stained earth. Tenderly attached to her sweet friend she 
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sfMiedjir kft h0r aide^ eneB aftev the noaoiaed ^piA hif goiM ikm 
g^iy-way,, and bag wm ii ere her tommt kit iktk tamBOi^ or her 
eje again flashed eut ita old glad leek* 

For a seeaea thia- eyent ainoke atiaBge thoBghtaaiid fe w a ■ d im 
foreshedowiaga of the untried fnJaure ; as the young: life of her 
friend ebhed awaj on her bosom, mnrBiariiig the name of Jmu^, 
a soleniBy. imeafthly Reeling pcarvaded her entiire beings as if thai 
marmur came from within the yeil^. and/ smne subtle filament 
myateiioual]^ eooKiecting her with th& spiriti-worid waft drawing, 
her reaistlesaty away from the things and ties of time*. 

A long, deatfa^like faint followed the "golden sunset" of her 

darling friend, and though (like the confused imagery of a broken 

dream) nothing timgible rested on her memory, save that the . 

loTed was gone. 

•< Gene ! oh ! so far, eye may not track her thither, 
Nor strongs wings ibUow, where her flight may be.** 

^ Many suns arose and set, ere the lonesome girl *' smiled as she 
was wont to smile, ** or opened her sealed heart to enshrine, 
another in its sacred depths. 

Dear reader, bear with us ! It is one thing to sentimentalize 
over the yanity and brevity of life after reviewihg long series of 
causes and effects, tracing events from their origin to their dose ;. 
comparing means with ends ; discovering the weakness of man's 
mightiest schemes ; detecting the mirage by which they are 
deluded, and thence deducing the stnm fact that neither boundless 
Wealth nor despotic power can confer happiness. But it is another 
thing to stand mute with anguish by the death^bed, and watch 
the dreaded film gather over the sinking eye that overwore love's 
light for us : to watch the midnight shadow darken the brow and- 
lip whose smile was more precious than *^ much fine gold ;" to 
hear the voice grow faint, and fainter still, as the spirit passes 
from time's receding shores, whose music was sweeter far than. 
uSolian murmurs ; to hang over the quivering breath, dreading; 
yet praying that the strife may cease ; then to know the breast 
whereon we laid our head in joy and sorrow is cold, — coJd^ that 
never was chill to us before, oh I it is indeed another thing ! No 
philosophy teaches like a death-bed : no act so solemn as the act 
to die. We look on the ruins of li£e and beauty left us by 
the great Destroyer ; Death seems to have the victory, and 
the heart is wrecked, when over its troubled billows waft the 
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Sariour's blessed acceats, *'wei^ not ! ihf darUng ia not deaij hit 

^* That cbeek shall wear a fairer bfle. 
When risen from the yielding: Bod ; 
Those eyes-shall speak more soft, more trae« 
IiO?«> in the paradise of God.*' 



To her father Mary^ was dutiful and aiFectionate^ attending mth 
dtterfol alaerit J to bis. lightest wish, and ever submitting to his 
Bsmelimes- aibitrasy re4]pi]?emeBts with a yielding obediauie. 
which left him m fidl-blown enjoyment of that sel^love bssA ease 
he so highly ^ahied ; and though these was little or no sympathy 
hetweMk them on any subject^ thia never troubled lum. He: 
aflowed hef the free use ef his purs^ as much from a sense of 
well placed confidence, as from his dislike to be consulted or 
worried, (which were both one to him} on any subject he could 
possibly erade. To Mary this utter want of oneness of feeling 
between th^n was a source of deep regret, and often wh«i 
sighing for a kindred sympathy to enter into her plans and 
wm% and to ahare her anxieties — anxieties she felt less for her- 
self than for othars — ^the cold indifferentism of his tone, or the 
goodrhumonred but heartless' banter fell on her ardent apiiit like 
% wind that freezes the mountain springs and she sought re- 
fiige in thosC' impassicmed inner yearnings before alluded to. It 
was easy to read on her earnest face, with, its varying light and 
shade, that the depth and tone of her feelings^ the warmth and 
aiDf^tude of her heart, and the strength and poetry of her intellect 
needed bat the love-guiding hand and true heart to develope a 
character of no ordinary usefulness, in a sphere where her influ- 
eaoe would be hallowed by the holy principles of the Great 

TSACHXR. 

The edueation i^e had imbibed i^ Mrs. Gregory's was of the 
highest calibre for maturing mind and body power, the former 
being expanded, as if by gas, to master every possible and impos* 
sible branch of ancient and modem learning, and the latter tor* 
tared and trained into all the n^ultifarious ramifications, flexions^ 
and genuflexions constituting the ** poetry of motion," and the 
banishment od health with a skill and perseverance wortl^ a 
better cause. So celebrated had one of this lady's posture 
masters become for his unrivalled system of initiating young im* 
mortals into the important art of stepping into a carriage with 
and leaviagit with giaee, that in a fever of gratitude she found 
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no difficulty in raising contribations from his numerous admirers^ 
to enable her to present him with a *' superb silrer tea and coffee 
service," after an annual display of their astonishing proficiency 
before an enraptured audience, when a dashing young attached 
assured her, that during his lengthened residence in Athens, 
** Ton his honat^;, he nevat^; saw a Gkireek statue theati; that could 
be at all compati7ed to her chatcnning 'gati^ls I '* 

And these charming girls themselves exhibited a dignified self-^ 
denial under the severe penances inflicted on them, for the 
purpose of binding dame Nature within the bounds of madame 
Art, that would well nigh have matched the perseverance and 
insane devotedness of the celebrated Yogey, who measured the 
distance between Benares and Juggernaut with his body, alter-> 
nately rising up and lying down. 

Then, as to the intellectual ; but we must pause and take along 
breathy ere we rush through the elastic catalogue with its hetero- 
geneous '* lots of ancient and rare vertUy collected at yast expense 
and trouble by the proprietors." 

And, in due order — ^according to Mrs. Gregory's adyertisements, 
— ^that ^'profound attention is expended on their religious, moral, 
and intellectual improvements," let us ** begin at the beginning," 
and inform our readers that these young ladies could converse 
fluently on the rival creeds of Fathers, Pagans, Bhuddists, Fire- 
worshippers, Brahmins, Mahomedans, or Jews, having the Koran, 
Yida, Talmud, etc., at their fingers' ends; and could argue 
with enthusiasm, bordering on distraction, as to which merited the 
forgiveness of sins for having invented the diapason. Guide Are- 
tine or the musical rocks on the shores of the Orinoco. 

They could dispute on the antiquity of matter, backing Par- 
menides, Pythagoras, and Aristotle, in their views of its being 
eternal, asainst all modem philosophers, with Sir Isaac Newton at 
their head ; laughing heartily at the Scythians, Phrygians, Chal- 
deans, Egyptians, Greeks, and Chinese, for claiming the highest 
antiquity in that which had no beginning ! 

For their astronomy they went back to Anaxagoras — ay, and 
far beyond him and the Chaldeans to boot ; they could reckon 
with unerring precision the apogee and perigee of the first sun 
and moon that rose and set on the infant earth, calculate all 
kinds of planetary perihelions and occultations, predate all the 
lunar and solar rainbows yet to appear, enumerate with certainty 
not only the moment when the great comet woidd again be visible 
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in our hemisphere, but also the exact number of fixed stars that 
may be seen through its beard, trace the course of all the shoot- 
mg-stars that ever shot, etc., etc., sifting the chaff from the 
wheat with marvellous tact. 

They would speculate on the modern ideas as to whether the 
"celestial bodies had influenced the configuration of stones into 
fossil shells, or whether they were creatures that absolutely 
existed in a former period of the world's history," with a depth 
of acumen that would have entranced the author of " Vestiges,** 

They would throw off a masterly translation of the mysterioufl 
hieroglyphical cryptology on the resuscitated sarcophagi of As- 
syria or Egypt with a readiness that would have petrified Cham- 
pillion and Rawhnson ; and classify the data of the Zanthian, 
Ninereh, or any other marbles, with, a dilettanti ease that would 
cause the accomplished Sir Charles Fellowes to hide his diminished 
head, or the indefatigable Layard to faint with astonishment I 

They drank deep into the arcana of Thrasyllusian astrology, 
and with its marvels they associated omens, warnings, peeping 
crystals, magic mirrors, ruling planets, telUng fortunes, to say 
nothing of ghost stories (oh, what a rare place for ghost stories 
was Mn. Gregory's !) and miracles. 

How they sighed to be like St. Fechin, who — Butler in his 
Lives of the Saints gravfAj tells us — ^was so holy that when he bathed 
in cold water it became boiling hot with the fervour of his piety ! 

How they envied the power of St. Goar, who " when in distress 
for want of a peg to hang his cape on, made use of a sunbeam " 
which remained stationary in the most gentlemanlike manner till 
the saint wanted his cloak again ! 

How intensely they anticipated a trip to " Scha£Phausen to see 
the breath of St. Joseph, which Nicodemus had received into his 
glass!" 

How they would talk over the •* beautiful" and " fashionable" 
appearance the vender of indulgencies at Wirtemburg must have 
made, when walking about the streets selling his wares, with a 
feather plucked from the wing of the archangel Michael adorning 
his head.* They would have thought scorn of all the marabout 
or bird of paradise plumes in the world for their bonnets^ could 
they but have obtained the like. 

(It would be worthy the columns of Notes and Queries as to what 
t certain Father would say to the delicious credulity oif these 

* Vide D'avLh\g\i^*s Reformation, 

D 
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tnisting girls. Sore, sure it would bring tears into his reveceiftd 
qFes)« 

They could particularise with a Ljdia Tjanguish air the thir^ 
points of beauty ascribed by her historian Neyizano, to the lair. Ink 
frail Trojan ; and contend for the sculpture of Praxiteles versus 
Phydias, or the painting of Parrhasius to any school since £&«• 
▼rated, pre-BaphaeUte included, dogmatizing no end on the 
** merits of the Byzantine style, ^e appreciation of the Yenetiaa 
colour, the Flemish chiaro-oscuro and stuff." They could furmah 
a. short bat brilliant synopsis of the *' early history of nations ere 
the pyramids frowned upon the Nile, or Italy and Greece had 
emerged horn ehaos," or trace the genealc^ of the Caryatides, 
and the sitting colossi in the great rock temple of Ipsambul, or 
of the mysterious cromlechs.in our own land with a deamess and 
depth of proof that would make the shrewdest member of the 
Archeeological Society blush. 

In biography and chronology they were deeply versed; they 
could decide the question poor, puzzled, pains-taking RoUia 
could not, by proofs from mountains of research, that the data of 
the birth of Semiramis and Nitocris both belonged to the Abra- 
hamic age. 

Then, as to philosophy (all natural excluded), time would fail, if 
patience did not, to give even a short account of the teachings and 
doctrines they could enumerate and classify. 

They were profound in phytology, asteology, petrology ; in &ct 
all the '* ologies" in existence, including tautology — but, of course, 
not demonology, unless indeed they had dabbled precocioualy in 
table-turning and mesmerism, which the initiated tell us are both 
the same, and belong to that occult science. 

They speculated in psychomacy and scioman<nr. 

They understood the use of the eudiometer, hygrometer, ane- 
mometer, and could measure the density of fluids or discorer 
the specific gravity of soUds to a hair's weight ; grow delirious on 
the power of the lever and value of the angle ; talk of isoperi- 
metical and cycloidical, of the possibility of squaring the circle, 
or making two parallel lines meet in the centre, with a certainty 
of success that would have '^spifflicated" Hipparchus and Euclid. 

With chemistry, metaphysics, ballooning, and electricity made 
easy, they were aufaU, 

They had studied the sublime under Longinus, and delighted 
in Burke. 
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Tkej had uvented a kind of marincirama, showing the gnir 
dnated d^ths or water stoata in which big fish and little fish 
swim to ayoid eoUision« — mem. an every day h& leasoor-'-^i^ 
plaiiBBg in one view the exact thickness and size of the resfiectivs 
air bladders that extend or collapse as the case of sink or swim 
mmj require. Mem.— ^anoth^ e^ery^day life lesion* 

They knew, to a. tarn^— but we have neai^y run outselyas out of 
breath, and will wind up this scheme of education by complir 
menting it as quite an university course on a small scale, every- 
thing being, like the furniture of Plato's house, ''for use and 
nothing for sbow.'^ Hence it seemed an absolute necessity, grow- 
ing oat of such a masculine affair, that the tastes, dress, pursuits, 
etc., should partake of the same, influenced by the varied occu- 
pations of creation's lords, — some one thing, some another. 

One *' chaK^ming gat&l" would follow the hounds, take a five- 
barred gate, and go into hysterics of delight at being in at the 
deatii, and able to ^diilnt the reeking brush to out-distanced 
Tom and Jack, calling the feat ** quite a plucky affairJ* 

A second took to shooting and angling,. declaring she coidd 
biing down a hundred brace with her " Manton," or hook it with 
small and great fiy, ''like a brick T 

A third patronised rowing, smoking steerii^, and occasionally 
drinking, pronouncing it "loud," or '' stunning nice ;'* and in thenr 
varied costumes of reefer or jockey jacket, wide-^wake, miner, or 
*< shocking bad hat,'* they would place the latter akimbo, thrust 
their hands into the pockets of the former, scarcely distinguish- 
able from the aforenamed Tom and Jack, save tbat their omi 
barefacedness presented an amusing contrast to the thick jungle of 
hair in which those of the *' lords" were 

** In sw^et confdMon losft,*' . 

If, indeed, mamma — ^with a vivid remembrance of sundry old- 
fashioned teachings imbibed from copy-slips, but quite an 
anachronism now-a-days, "Modesty highly adorns a woman," 
"Honour thy father and mother" "Remember to keep holy 
the Sabbath," — ventures to hint gently she did not think certain 
habits quite correct, she " never did it when she was a girl,'' ostra- 
cism ensued at once, and poor dear mamma voted " a bore," ** fear- 
fully slow." Papa, too, fared little better; if he liked a quieit 
Sunday he was " muffy," " dummy," " slow," not to admire the 
" chau7ming continental fashion" improved on, namely, to the opera 
till twelve on Saturday night, home, undressing, talking over the 

D 2 
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week's adventures and flirtations, weighing chances pro and eon of 
success in the matrimonial " dead sets" they had perpetrated ; 
scolding the poor weary Abigail for daring to be sleepy ; storming 
because Madame Sellica had not sent home the dress ordered in 
the morning, which she promised ' faithfully ' should be done, if 
she kept two young women on all night, that it might be sent 
home in time for exhibition at morning service or the drive, and 
so night deepens — day breaks — and behold, *tis the Sabbath of 
God, whose aflter-hours are frittered away like its opening moments 
— no thought of heaven or hell ! 

But nearly all the mammas and papas had forgotten, if they ever 
knew anything about these outrCy antiquated, anachronised ideas. 
They, too, went with the times, and there was no Punch then ; 
perhaps, if there had been, his pungent reproof might have been 
lost. Startling idea! a community of fashionists Pun CH-hardened ! 
Mammas, whose ages had exceeded that allotted by the Royal 
Philosopher, adopted the pre-bloomer costume, coming out in 
character, padded and puffed, and hooped to the dimensions 
required by the Gorgon Fashion ; and though ''Time had woven 
almond-blossoms 'mid the hair," and had otherwise dealt most 
ungraciously in stealing lustre both from eye and lip, on the 
antiquated pyramid was worn the ' 'wide-awake," or ''miner;" and 
malgr^ the shouts of impertinent street urchins, — "who's yer 
hatter?" — "who's yer cooper?" — the ancient juveniles deluded 
themselves into the belief that they had quaffed from the fountain 
of perennial youth, and, like the slow pupil of Apelles, who, 
faihng to make his Helen young and beautiful, determined to 
make her fine, each one came out in morning full dress, or even- 
ing uft-dress, faster .than "fast." 

Ancient papas, patriarchs of the fourth generation, vied in 
fashionable foUy with that " sad dog, Tom," " that wild fellah. 
Jack," or "that scamp, Dick," till the foolish old boy could scarce 
be distinguished from the knowing young ones. 

"But," interrupts some querulous reader, "what good will 
all this knowledge be to those young girls ? 1 never learnt so 
much, and I have done well enough. It seems to me that their 
education began at the wrong end ; they might have been storing 
more useful everyday knowledge, and have left the acquisition of 
the hyper-ultra till tiiey left sdaool." 

Excuse us : not left " school," — ^left Mrs. Gregoiy'g. 



THE ORTHODOXY OF EDUCATION. 37 

Undoabtedly your idea will be echoed by many mothers who 
will never read this little book, and who have uttered the useless 
wish that they had never heard of Mrs. Gregory's, or any other 
fashionable establishment similarly conducted; and, admitting 
that the requirements of one age are no criterion for those of 
another, assuredly all systems of education should be valued for 
their practical bearing on this important and mysterious human 
life, considered as a brief— often how brief— passage to eternity ; 
therefore, any knowledge acquired at the expense of self- 
knowledge, had better not be acquired at all. 

These pliant beings, in whom the outer soul and the material 
were stretched to their utmost capacity — these creatures who 
were to become actors in a sphere where their influence is so 
nnlimited and inconceivable, that the nineteenth century with all 
its pn^ress in social enlightenment catches but faint outlines of 
its extent, 'mid all the high pressure put on, cramming for their 
numberless masters, the teachings of the Master who "spake 
as never man spake** were wholly slighted, and they knew 
nothing of that grand old book, the Bible ; the volume that 
has raised woman from slavery and moral degradation to the 
position assigned her by her Creator, a helpmeet and equal for 
man, and which has been so aptly defined by the Caffres as the 
" shield of woman." 

The Book of which Father Newman declares, '* all there has 
heen about man of softness and gentleness ; of purity, of penitence, 
and good, speak to him for ever out of its pages." 

The Book from which^ " the most notorious infidel France ever 
produced was one day found teaching his child morality, 
ailing that he knew no code of ethics so perfect as that one 
contained in its pages ; thus, while scoffing at its pretensions to a 
DiTine revelation, admitting its humanizing effects when consi- 
dered as a manual of civilization." 

" This Book, Star of Eternity !" 

«* The only »tar 

By which the bark of man could navigate 
The sea of life, and gain the coast of bliss 
Securely !" 

This Book, on every line 

" Marked with the seal of high Divinity ; 

On every page bedewed with drops of love divine ; 

This lamp that from the everlasting throne 

Mercy took down, and stands, beseeching man 

With tears and earnest sighs to bear, believe, and live," 
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found no pkce in the teachings of Mrsi. QngBty; '^ no time to 
read the Bibl^/' being the answer to one anxiona mother who en- 
quired whether it was to be made the foundation whereon the 
goodly superstructure was to be reared which she entrusted to 
that lady's advertisement. 

The'Gredrs (who widi all their seductive philosophy believed 
tfieir great goddess Diana was best pleased when a thousand inno* 
oent female children were sacrificed as an oblation to her) tmght 
their offspring by he«rt the poems of Hesiod, beoaase.of their 
moral tendency. Oh, wise henthens ! oh, wiser <Mstini^ who 
i gje ct the great life lessons of the Bible, though aa eleradty of 
joy or woe hinges iihereon! 

Not hut that tfhese young creatures certainly did imbibe a por^ 
&m df hearden theology called ** religious instrnctioD/^ the 
sriient of which impressed them with pious seH-gratulation that 
fhey "treuenot as others," but were bom within the pale of a 
compassionate mother who made them '^ heirs of the king* 
dom " before they were responsible for their actions, therel^ 
shielding ihem from the agonizing ** to enter in," so solemnly en- 
joined by the GReAT Tbachsr, and for which religious instnto- 
tion not to be found in the Bible, they waited anxiously every 
Wednesday evening in full dress as it came through die junior curate 
of Saint Bennett's ; but of the highest wisdom, before which all 
other pales, to know themselves as lost sinners, and to be led by 
the sweet constraint of a djring Saviom^s love to the foot of His 
crosls as the one heart^refuge amid life's temptations and trials, 
and griefs — to seek shelter in this ark and prove it all its mar- 
vellous type was to the rescued patriarch when landed on the 
summit of Ararat it stood ** a magnificent monument of mercy be- 
tween the weeping heavens, the mausoleum earth, and a waiting 
hell,*' fbrmed no part of it ; and though during Mary's probation at 
this first-rate establishment, two or three little weary victims were 
tortured out of existence by mental pressure, whither their spirits 
went to dwell " nobody knew and nobody cared," sufficient that 
the young ladies put on mourning (oh significant phrase !) and 
Mrs. Gregory had hysterics, but still " no time " could be found 
for reading the Bible; ** no time" for training the affections, sympa- 
thies, and passions by its holy precepts: " no time*' in short for heart 
education ; that which was to determine their destiny in eternity 
was altogether unknown ; and just as good seed had been early 
sown by the mother^s side, it was left to be choked with weedb 
-or strangled with meretricious flowers. 
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Mark the flashing eye, the risifig colour, and enTioiis look, as 
that pale girl receives the coveted prize in this hot race of intel- 
lect. Look at that forhidding scowl falling on the orphan child 
of Want, standing with mute appeal near Mrs. Gregory's carriage, 
waiting to convey its argosy to the opera, where eyes will pas* 
akmat^y weep, and bosoms sentimentally heave at the mock 
sQfrrow of some immoral yet favonrite actress in sceni® repre- 
sentalions from which shocked Modesty should turn her offuKied 
brow, and purity shrink affrighted. 

Observe the ** stand-bv-I-am-better-than-thou'* jostle of those 
huuibk f looking girls wiio have aiccidentidly eneounteied them at 
a buEaar, because they belong to an opprobrious chapel. 

Listen to the clamour in that luxurious home because MBss 
SlMS^^B dress has not arrived in time for her to |a«pfl(re, without 
hixgate, or about two hours before she need do so for the countj 
ball, tiuNigh *' she knows well enough,** as her maid observes in 
the flefTants' hall, *' that Miss Jenks, the dressmaker, has been 
up two whole nights with her dying mother, and Miss Eussell^s 
got plenty of time to spare.'* 

Wateh the frown on the fair brow, the pout on the lip, and the 
burst of indignation because Miss Alice's pony was lent, without 
her wishes being oonsulted, to her young step-lnrother Franky. 

But, waiving the dispute respecting the absolute necessity of' 
heart education as well as intellectual and physical, let us scan a 
few facts selected from a mi»s that would swell this octavo into 
a bulky book, and see how far the useful blended vrith the intel- 
lectual at Mrs. Gregory's. 

One young lady who had heea *' finished in Paris," wae 
utterly unable to sew on a button that had played truant from 
hnr brother's wrist, or even to hem a pocket handkerchief. 

A second innocently demanded of the author, '* whether very 
young children had any souls ? " 

A third could not enlighten her younger sister in her query, 
"what made the clouds full of rain?" or help her mamma to 
add up the *^ weekly accounts when the latter was suffering from 
an English headache." 

A fourth, having studied *' the sublime" till she found the step 
from it to the ridiculous shorter than even Napoleon dreamed, 
befievxng herself a walking epitome of taste, in charming defiance 
of its rules, had perched an esctra-sized plaster cast of Samuel 
(eonspieaous enough in its own violation of all rules of relative 
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proportion) on the top of a dumbwaiter in the newly-furnished 
dining-room of her indulgent father. 

A fifth insisted on having seen the chair whereon Queen 
Elizabeth sat in Winchester Cathedral when married to Philip of 
Spain. 

A sixth rushed shrieking out of the room, afraid of the blood 
that oozed from her wee brother's face when he fell and inflicted 
a wound on it ; while a seventh could not tell her cook how many 
quarts went to a gallon, or distinguish a leg of mutton from a 
sirloin of beef. 

. '^ Just such learned imbeciles as might have been expected from 
such a schoo-— I mean, from such an education,*' exclaims our 
fastidious reader. 

. Undoubtedly, ''a place for everything and everything in its 
place," according to the vnse old aaage. The useful is the omA- 
mental part of woman's education, if our friend Mrs. Gregory 
would but think so, and they blend and harmonize beauti- 
fully. Music and poetry, with their healthy purifying influences, 
waiting on mamma as she teaches *' lessons on common things " 
to Johnny, or places dolly's pinafore for his sister's fat little 
fingers to hem or '* pucker," as she tells her stories of the Babe 
in the manger, the angels singing to the shepherds^ or the dove 
and the ark. 



Tis high time, however, to return to the doctor, and perhaps 
it is but fair to explain the hint just now given relative to his 
somewhat "arbitrary requirements," which consisted in endea- 
vouring to extort from Mary a promise never to accompany her 
favourite friend Mrs. Leslie to "hear that canting fellow Cout- 
tenaye," and that she would confine her charities " to the poor 
of her own church." (The doctor resorted to his morahty for hia 
religion, not to his religion for his morality). The reasons he 
assigned for these libersd requirements vrill be found in his own 
peculiarly lucid way of explaining them : " he " didn't want ta 
near any of the canting new-fangled humbug " his worthy son. 
assured him the young preacher largely dealt in ; and that " the. 
poor ought to go to their own clique to be clothed and fed." 

To his first request Mary yielded, partly from habitual respect 
to his wishes, partly from the tinge of bigotry in her character ; 
but her woman's heart rebelled against the latter wish, and as her* 
father seldom gave himself the trouble to inquire how she spent 
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her allowance, or if the poor were fed or not, she dispensed her 
bounty to the sick and needy with a sensitive regard to their 
feelings, for ^she firmly belieyed the poor had these uncomfort- 
able appendages to their poverty, and with a liberal sense of their 
right of private judgment in the matter of worship, demonstrating 
that there was no bigotiy in her heart, however it might have 
crept into her head. 
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CHAPTER V. 

prs. f tslie vtia \tx Psm 

Bishop.— ''Moreover it is his (the priest* s) offioe where provisioii is so made, 
to search for the poor, sick, and impotent people of the parish, ko- WUl you 
do this, gladlv and willingly T* 

Fbibst.— *^I will do se, by the help of Gk)d."— Obdinatiok Ssbyicb. 

"Julia, I wish you would use your persuasive powers and 
induce your sweet friend Mary Grenville, to interest herself in 
the reformations and improvements Courtenaye is labouring so 
untiringly to effect among us ; undertakings of this kind never 
prosper to any great extent until the women throw their influence 
and energies into the scale ; they have such persuasion and tcust^ 
and can make their way where we less skil^ philanthropists 
fail,'* remarked Henry Leslie, smiling affectionately on his 
charming little wife, who leant on his arm, as they walked home- 
ward after the morning service. 

" I will do all I can to persuade her, dear Henry, you may 
rest assured^ for there is a loud call on all who have influence to 
exert it in the good cause. Johnstone told me just now that 
Smith had not closed his shop to-day, though he promised to do 
so ; I think, perhaps, if my favouite were to ask him, and point 
out to him the good his example may do among the lesser trades- 
people, he would listen to her,** replied his wife. 

** Why do you think so my love .♦ " demanded Leslie. 

''Because he thinks there is no one like 'beautiM Miss 
Grenville,' as he told my maid ; " adding, " I shall never forget 
her kindness to my poor old mother when she fell down stairs in 
the spring and broke her arm," was the answer. 
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**^eSlj hj whaterer means, I should rejoice to see all the 
encr y cs of your ^end directed to a wider channel," replied Leslie* 

^'TeSy few things would giye me more pleasure than to see 
that nohle-hearted girl in a sphere where her feelings and sym- 
patbies would not be cramped as they now are/' replied Mrs. 
Leslie -; "but yonknow how Tery prejudiced and narrow-minded 
her father is m his yiews on all subjects. I heard Fred tell 
Co wrt e naye the other day he refused to giye his daughter some 
exeeHent antidote he keeps in the house prepared for spasma in 
tbe faveadi, whidi t^e wanted for poor widow Jenks, beeanse she 
goevtO'tfae Wesleyan chapel ; and insisted on her giying a bread 
and eoal Hoket to a well-known undeserying charaeter, because 
he Mm her one day at the communion of his church."* 

^ Ibopossible ! '' said Leslie, smiling. *^ Is he so bad as 'that f 
I fear, then, for the success of your persuasions, wifey ; but I 
aEm tare if she could but get his leaye to accompany you some- 
times aad hear Courtenaye plead the cause? of right and true 
with that magnificent yoice of his, a sense of her own respon* 
sibili^, with all the yarious capabilities she could command, 
woola induce her at least to try and influence, the doctor to a 
more extended useihlness, when her own would follow as a matter 
Of course* 

" Depend on it, Henry, it would be no yery easy undertaking 
to'ereet a battering-ram strong enough to beat down that iron 
wall of bigotry ; but I will not fail to use all the influence I haye 
over my fiiyourite. It makes me sad to see any one possessed of 
each ample means for doing good as the doctor has, so unbeliey* 
ing and i^indifierent to the wants and the condition of the souk 
and bodies of his fellow-creatures. What an incalculable amount 
of good he may be the means of effecting, if only at the cost of 
one of his sun^uous dinner parties giyen to the funds of the 
City Mission." 

** Yes, but depend, my loye, he will never benefit that best of 
good onuses, and your pet charity to boot," said Leslie, smiling 
affectionately, '* while his friend Anstruther and his curate are 
so myeterately opposed to it ; and while I am not surprised that 
a m«i of his character should ding to his prejucuces like a 
Weisiinnui to his pedigree, I must confess I feel somewhat 
so that the rector never evinces the slightest sympathy or 
interest in a cause which has been so signally blessed to the 

♦ A fact. 
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spiritual and moral elevation of thousands of our fellow-creatures, 
who but for the timely visits of those ministers of mercy, the 
City Missionaries, would have ' lived without God ' and ' died 
without hope.' " 

" Stranee, indeed," warmly responded his generous-hearted 
wife* " and evinces a miserable narrowness of soid that refuses to 
rejoice in a sinner saved, by whatever instrumentality. I won* 
der whether the men who act with such guilty unconcern 
in the matter of salvation ever reflect on those solemn vows 
they made when at their ordination they declared themselves 
* inwardly moved to serve God for the promotion of his glory ;' 
how can they promote " God's glory " but by seeking to save the 
lost, for whom He agonized and died. Oh ! " she continued, 
with flushed cheek and tearful eye, " if these ministers of the 
religion founded by the meek and self-denying Jesus could but 
have stood, as I did last night, by the dying bed of poor Martha 
Williams, and listened to her expressions of gratitude to Courte* 
naye for telling her of the Friend of lost sinners, and sending the 
City Missionary to her, they would understand better than they 
dp the meaning of ' serving God for the promotion of His glory.' 
Her last words were, ' God bless you for pointing a guilty soul to 
the blood which cleanseth from all sin ;' and then she went to 
sleep like a tired child on its mother's breast.'' 

Leslie pressed the arm of his gentle wife, and, for some moments, 
neither spoke. When, at length, he broke the eloquent hush^ 
there was a subdued cadence in his voice that showed how deeply 
his manly heart sympathised in the emotion and efforts of his 
companion in her selMmposed mercy mission to the outcasts of 
her sex, in a small but God-blessed sphere of which she was the 
centre. 

" Inasmwh as ye have done it unto one of the least of these^ 
ye have done U unto m^," whispered her husband. 

" I often wonder," resumed Mrs. Leslie, " what opinion would 
be entertained of any man, much less a minister of the gospel, 
who could stand coldly aloof and watch the straining efforts of 
some humane hearted passer-by to rescue a drowning fellow being,, 
refusing to lend a helping hand because doubtful of his creed, or 
not sure he worshipped at the same sanctuary as himself. 
Surely every one would shun such cruel indifference ; and f yet 
because this mission was the offspring of some blessed, though 
heterodox, follower of his Master, these men 'pass by on the 
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other side/ with an unconcerned ' am I my brother's keeper ? 
look, but too plainly evincing little of the spirit of the first city 
Missionary, who liuid his glory by to seek and save the lost !" 

'* I agree with you, dearest," answered Leslie, " it is indeed 
at once sad and surprising to see men professing the gospel 
wasting precious time in wrangling about obsolete superstitions, 
and neglecting the great end for which a christian ministry was 
instituted — salvation. No doubt if they would * do the work of 
God' it would soon be known whether the doctrine be of Him or 
not." 

" Yes ; if they brought them into the light of the Word, — ' by 
this shall all men know that ye are my disciples, if ye love one 
another ;* but surely, Henry, these men who act with such guilty 
unconcern can possess none of their Master's spirit, or they would 
yearn as he did over perishing souls ! They could not ' bite and 
devour one another if His meek and lowly spirit dwelt in them ; 
and it is to be feared that if the blessed Saviour himself were to 
come into the midst of these jarring elements, ' making himself 
of no repute,' and stealing into the lanes and streets where the lost 
and miserable herd in our towns, as He did into the streets of 
Jerusalem, He would be considered by these self-seeking men 
anything bat orthodox, or * belonging to them.' " 

The flushed cheek and moistened eye of the speaker told even 
more than her words how deep was her interest for those over 
whom she mourned, and for whose welfare she worked with self- 
denying patience and hopeful perseverance. 

" My own wifey must not be too severe on these poor ministers," 
said L^lie, soothingly ; ' the best of men are but men at best,' you 
know, and the sad indifference too often manifested by them with 
regard to the salvation of others may arise from their utter 
imfitness for the sacred office into which they have been thrust, 
oot unfrequently sorely against their inclination (as we both well 
know), because there chanced to be a living in the family, or some 
good-natured patron had promised one. Do you remember 
young Disney's repugnance to be ' made a parson of ' when he had 
set luB heart upon the sea, as he told you i And poor conscien* 
tious Mrs. Stanesbnry's scruples about that wild son of her's, who 
half broke her heart, taking upon himself the office of a * teacher 
sent from God V However, let us hope that a better time is 
coming, now that public attention is directed to the gross corrup- 
tion; and rejoice, dearest, that we live under a polity allowing 
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every maa the right of private judgment in leligiolu mattai^ 
and *' 

"A womaii the free «ae of her tongue^ ek* Hany T' langhad 
«^ey.'* 

" I did not hint at such treason against my lU»;e kdy*wife^'' 
he rejoined, smiling. " But look ! is not thiat John GrenviUe 
coming this way, and I do think your faivonrite with hini ? I.did 
not know he was in our neighbourhood. 

"Yes, it is Mary/' replied Mrs. Leslie, '^how glad I ami 
Fred told me her brother was come here to remain.** 

" I am sorry for thaty" remarked Loalie ; '* there can be no 
sympathy of feeling and taste between them, and he influeaoes 
the doctor very much^ I have heard." 

'* We were just speaking of you, fair lady,'* said Leslie, naiaing 
his hat to Mary, and bowing coldly to Grenville ; " Julia wishes 
you to grant her a wee fiivour, in whidi I am bdd enoi^ to 
join ; ^nll you give us an unconditional ' Tes.' " 

^' Not exactly," replied Mary, in the gentlest voice imaginable ; 
" for though I am in no fear that your demand will be vieiy 
esshorbitanty I am not sufficiently mistress of my actions to yk^ 
up my power over them unconditionally," and she smiled sweetly* 

"Nothing required of her to the prejudice of church and 
state, I hope?" asked her brother, with something between a 
sneer and a chuckle. 

" Mary shall judge for herself," said Mrs. Leslie ; " it is 
simply whether you will accompany us this evening to hear Mx« 
Courtenaye." 

" Ton are just in the nick of time, by Jove ! Mrs. Leslie," 
interrupted J. Grenville ; " Mary is in high dudgeon with Dnmes, 
beoause when she asked him yesterday to go and see a prateg^ci 
hers who has taken it into her head to die, he replied, * she did 
not belong to them, and he couldn't be visiting in that misaonary 
way ;'* so now's your time," he added,? with another covert sneer, 
as he slightly emphasised " missionary way." 

" Don't regard him, dear Julia," said Mary, laughing, but 
colouring slightly ; *'he is only in one of his tormentii^ fits." 

" But you know it is a fact, Mary," persisted her brother. 

" Whidi," asked H. Leslie, gravely, " your being in a torment- 
ing fit, or Mr. Drone's charity ?" 

*Afact. 
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**BbA^ a jaa lik^^flftid GrenvUle, ''aecoivlii^ to vajvery 
yMper«ster'a wetmaaJ' 

"Will the 'very proper sister' ivmshsftib iu a. njply, thca.?" 
demanded Leslie, looking kindly at her. 

Apm Maty CAkufed, aa she replted^^ 

"Papa does not like me to go to any place of worship but our 
ewB duusch^ and has made me promise not to do so withoat his 
leaye. I should not like to ask him to-day>bocaase he: has a. few 
ftiflBdff to dine, «ad hkes me to take the head of the table ; but 
if yon both ^irish it Tery mach» I will beg him to allow me to 
seomipanj you some otiicr time." 

"Next Wednesday evenings please, dearest," said Mrs» Leslie; 
'^Hr. Gourtmaye is lecturing on 'the lost piece of silver/ and 
I anf sure you will like his simple, earnest way of striving to win 
souls." 

"Oh, for pity's sake, don't infect her with a Couitenaye 
HHuuB, Mrs. Leslie !" exclaimed J. Grenville, half in jest, and toe 
kttar half ia earnest ; '' one hears'^of nothing now but this Mr* 
Ceortmaye and his doings, go where we wiU. Mary would be 
asnly bitten just now, eh ?" and he looked into her sweet face as 
miflchieyous as an overgrown Puck. 

" I wish there were a few more Mr. Courtenaye's in our town," 
remarked Leslie, quietly, and he glanced at the last speaker a 
look he eyidendy interpreted as intended, and hated him ac- 
cordingly. 

"I don't think you need entertain any fears on my account, 
John," remarked lus sister. ''I should never leave my own 
church, for though I am sometimes very dissatisfied with Mr. 
Anstruther and his curate, I should not leave on that account, 
80 1 may go with safety to hear your favourite, dear Julia," she 
sdded, smiling, as she took the hand of her friend at parting. 

"Perhaps you vnll accompany your sister, Mr. Grenville?" 
said Julia, whose fixed principle it was never to lose an oppor- 
tunity of 'sowing beside all waters,' ''and return with us to 
tea ? We are very quiet people, but we will promise you some 
music and a Scotch welcome." 

'* No, I thank you, Mrs. Leslie, I have quite enough preaching 
once on Sunday. You ought to ask the governor," and the 
young man laughed at his fancied wit. 

" I am sure he would not regret if he accepted an invitation to 
tear Mr. Courtenaye," said Leslie. " Pray accompany your sister." 
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" No, thank you," was the brief reply, as they moved away, 
but not before Julia had whispered into Mary's ear, " next Wed- 
nesday evening, recollect, darhng.'* 

'* What a strange contrast J. Grenville is to his sister," re- 
marked Leslie. 

''What a stiff, methodistical fellow that Leslie is. I am glad 
he hook'd it," said John Grenyille. 

''I wonder what there is in this Mr. Gourtenaye that influences 
others so much," mused Mary, and then the words of old Goody 
Horton came into her mind, " ah, miss ! the poor would be better 
than they be, if all the parsons cared for them like that blessed 
man !" and she remembered her maid's account of his devotedness 
to the poor dressmaker who died a little while ago, how he 
•' used to pray with her by the hour, quite like her equid.'* 

*• What a pity," thought Mary, " he doesn't belong to our 
church ! How much good he may then do ! I should like to 
hear him for once. No doubt he is a very good sort of young 
man, but I cannot say I admire ranting. I wonder Julia, with 
her superior intellect and taste, likes him so much. I wonder 
what he is really like." 

Thus she mused, and her homeward walk was silent. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



^ I woold not wish to be in heaven if every one conld merit it by his 
good works, and we did not all find admittance tnere by grace ; for then each 
one would be comparing his own doings and sufferings, with that of others, 
and there wonld be pride, envy, contention, and jealousy in heaven, as there is 
on earth. Bnt if Christ alone has merited heaven for all, and all who enter are 
indebted to grace, we may hope for peace and rest.*'— Mabtin Boos. 

Spring ! beautiful, bright-eyed Spring ! Earth flings thy rainbow 
mantle over her travel-stained path, and the sorrowless heart, 
thnlling in its exuberance of life, leaps like *' the roe on the 
mountain of spices." 

Childhood sings its wee glad song, yet scarce knows why it 
sings — and tossing the clustering curls from its brow, looks up 
raptured into the intense azure, wondering whether the heaven 
''mamma has told it all about" can be as beautiful as earth, 
while Age at the grave's brink comes forth, and clears up its dusty 
eye to gaze once more on thy fresh loveliness ere it falls asleep. 

Sorrow steals from its desolate home, forgetting for awhile 
that the " night of weeping" is not past, and Poverty raises its 
gaunt visage, brightening with glimpses of the fair land where 
" thof shall hunger no more, n&iker thirst any more" 

Beantiiul, £den-like Spring ! Meet,, yet dim foreshadower of 
that glorious resurrection when the " mortal shall put on immor- 
tality," when earth '^ emerging from her fiery baptism,'* and 
denuded of all but what ^migjity wisdom pronounced " very 
good," shall again become the dwelling of the sinless, and attired 
as a bride in the glory and beauty inhering in her ashes, shall 
be the '* tabernacle of God, and He will dwell among men." 

Stoop, pKNid science, from thine eagle abstractions, and read in 
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the indestructibility of matter, '* Awake and sing, ye. that dwell 
in the dust," 

But there are hearts whose pulses leap not to Spring's melody ; 
their sunlight is quenched by shadows falling long and dark from 
the graaping grave, and, with a yearning sigh, 

'* They tarn from all she brings. 
To all she cannot bring." 

There are hearts, too, over whom a still darker shadow falls, the 
rayless midnight of unpardoned sin. Reader ! seest thou that 
woman? ''Take heed that thou despise not one of these.'' 
"Who made thee to diflfer V What hast thou that thou did'st 
not receiye? Wert thou born in crime, and cradled in crime, 
and as thy years rolled on wert thou festering in crime till the 
monster left thee nought of virtue's fair form to lose, and nought 
of dishonour to learn, while "no one cared for thy soul?" 
" Boast not thyself I " Or, hast thou ever " toiled all the night 
and caught nothing," wearily bowing thy head over thy bread* 
depending task, and panting vainly for one kind word of sym- 
pathy? Hast thou struggled against temptation till the verj 
fierceness of thy duel has left thee in the Tempter's power ? 
Hast thou turned to the right and left, finding none to cheer 
thee on in thine unequal strife — or wept unavailing tears because 
the father-hand that would have snatched thee from the yawning 
gulf is a heap of powerless dust — and that she who erst 
pillowed thy head on the faithful mother-breast hears not thy 
strong cry ? 

Yet, once again : hast thou ever sat plying thy weary task 
with starting eyeballs, and fevered brow, thy thoughts far away 
amid the daisied fields, the singing birds, the loving voices of thy 
childhood's home, and awoke from the blessed dream to the 
coarse rebuke, the rough command, the bitterly charged fault, till 
tears, like molten lead, have welled up from thy seared heart ; 
and with the memoir of passion's burning vow of deathless con- 
stancy ringing over thy soul, then, then hast thou striven to steer 
thy buffeted bark over the lashing foaming rapids ? " Boaet not 
thyself J^ The very absence of thy bark on temptation's Phlege- 
thon might be its safety. 

" Take heed that thou despise not." But step aside for a 
moment ye gentle wives and mothers ; come from your nests 
in the cedars into a small room on a third floor : * heed not the 
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fatigae, nay, wrap not closer your rich robes, for 'tis all 
clean, and that is a luxury the poor rarely enjoy. Advance, 
feet dainty as thine own have lefl their impress here — beauty 
peerless as thine has preceded thee ; enter, ye will not heed the 
mean surroundings, or the small humble bed, for all your gaze 
will be at once centred en the form stretched on it, never more 
to rise. Look earnestly on that almost child face — may be ye will 
greet it again when " the dead, small and great/' shall be gathered 
together. Mark the fever flush on that almost transparent cheek 
pillowed on a mass of golden hair ; observe the white arm thrown 
over that beauteous head with a touching grace a sculptor would 
give worlds to embody ; but come nearer — see from under those 
lashes that lie like pencilled shadows on the cheek, veiling the 
soft lustre of her eye, tears are oozing, telling of storms that 
shake even the closed up flower. Ah ! the lid is quickly raised ; 
what means that wild glittering gaze? Is the deadly fire of 
insanity lapping up her young life-current ? See, she starts ! 
Why diat piercing, agonized look, that sudden pressure of the 
hand to her marble forehead ! that wild shriek, followed by the 
waU of despair, and the impassioned entreaty ''sing to me! 
oh, please sing to me the song the angels taught you !*' Then, 
what means that voice which a seraph might joy to own, gushing 
oat its low music in another song for the heart-weary in aS 

<< There is a land of pure delight. 

Where saints immortal rdgn, 

Infinite day exdades the night, 

And pleasures banish pain ! " 

A look of peace comes over the face but now so troubled ; there is 
a lull of the spirit tempest, and in a low, soft voice, the sick girl 
repeats, as the song ceased, its last lines, 

*' And not a wave of sorrow roll, 
Acrossmy peaceful breast ! ** 

Tears, blessed tears fall thick and fast ; the eye, late so wildly 

scintillating, wears once again its old look of child-trust; and there 

she lay, that young thing in whose veins the terrible embers of 

mcipient madness smouldered, hushed by the heart-music of that 

pleasant song, tranquil as a lotus shadow on the bosom of the 

Ifile. 

Bending her bright head close to the poor girl's, our friend 

b3 
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Marj whispered, in tones qmyering with sympathy, ^ I am glad 
you feel better now, Elinor, and that I came just when yon wave 
wishing for me ; have you suffered much from those sad fits this 
morning ?** 

" Yes, mamm,'* ^lied the sufferer, " I had suck a dneadfbl 
dream,, and them they came on and set mj head aH: on fire. 
Oh, it waa saeh a dream/' and she hid her childish face ''under 
the dothes of the bed, as if to shut out s<mie hideooa ^iaon* 

** Don't thiffik of your dream, my poor child," sud Mary, gfentlj 
removing the clothes from her face, and taking the small wasted 
band in her*s^ '* Look at these lovely flowers ;. you will like 
them because I gathered them from my own garden on purpose 
for you, and here are some grapes, they will cool your poor lips," 
and she prest the grateful juice fix>m its rich dark skin into the 
parted crimson of the sufferer's fevered mouth. 

Taking the bunch of exquisite flowers, the sick girl gazed on 
them long and eagerly, then kissed them and laid them on hew 
bosom ; and looking mto Mary's face with an expression in which 
the deepest gratitude blended with touching passionate sadness^ 
she said, in a low voice, '* he used to bring me flowers, but they 
all withered ; yes^ all> all ! *' then, pointing upward, she repeated 
irom the song just ended, 

** There never ending springy abides, 
And never fading flowers." 

*** He used to bring me flowers ! " Poor wounded dove ! He 
^who first woke love's sweet harmony in that young heart and 
then trampled on its broken strings is still blended with all her 
thoughts^ even beyond the grave. He looks out upon her from 
the gentle flowers, and they speak to her of the past. JETe is 
mysteriously linked with all the lights and shadows that flit and 
flicker over her soul of hoarded memories — of precious things^ 
Se who has broken her trusting heart ! Oh, love of woman — 
strange, beautiful mystery ! Neither things present nor things 
to come can blot from the heart's tablet the mighty writing 
Jove's h«nd has traeed. Time may fling his dusty veil over it ; 
^change may pass over the outer life ; ten thousand mfbences and 
interests ma^ gather round and about it; but the inscriptioii 
remains maeSmsed ; and, when years have rolled away, though 
light and unseen m«y be the touch that stirs or lifts the veil — 
the low leaf-music of the summer breeze, the perfume of a 
flower, a voiet^ a loc^ that brings the lost, the loved again, the 
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solemn beaiity 'of the quiet stars, a wandering stiain of some 
olden melody — that toudi brings out in undying characters the 
mysterious writing. 

** He used to bring me flowers.'^ 

** Do not think of anything that distresses you?" gently whis- 
pered Mary ; '4t is all passed now, 4ind you will .get well, and be 
happy once more ; and when you are a little strenger, you shall 
come and live with me, and ^" 

** No, no !" mournfully interrupted the young victim, shaking 
her bead wearily ; '^ there will be no rest for me but in the church- 
yard, with my motber. I have been a great sinner ; oh, a very 
great sinner. Sometimes there comes a fear into my soul that I 
can never be pardoned ; it lies with such a burning weight here^'* 
and she pressed her wasted hand on her heart, adding, in an 
excited tone, '^oh, if I could be a Uttle child again, and be 
happy with my fiowers, and forget aU — ^all that dreadful thne. 
Tell me, tell me, sweet Miss Grenville, shaR I be pardoned, 
when I didn't know but that it was all true and right-**indeed I 
didn't? Oh, talk to me something about the Saviour of sinners," 
she continued, weeping piteously ; while Mary, scarce knowing 
what to say to comfort herj held her hand in both her owm, mid 
wept too — woman's beautiful tears of sympathy and compassion. 

'^ Mr. Courtenaye would Uke to come up if you please," said 
the good woman of tbe house, softly opening the door of the 
sick room^ and, in accordance with Elinor's *' oh, yes, yes ! 
ask him to come up," the young pastor entered. 

'' I hope I am not intruding," he said, bowing to Mary, and 
going towards Elinor, taking her hand kindly, '* tell me how 
you are ? — do you feel better — more tranquil ; and I will go 
now, and come some other time, when you are not so tenderly 
cared for as you are to-day t" and Courtenaye glanced with a 
quiet smile at the flowers and fruit, and then towards Mary. 

'* No, no ; please sir, don't go !" exclaimed Elinor ; *^ I am so 
glad that you are come. That dreadful burden is all here again,'** 
and riie pressed her heart ; '^ oh, if you will read to me and pray 
with me, as you did last night, it will all go away !" 

Courtenaye sat down, and immediately Mary arose, taking the 
£id]ng child's hand in hers, to bid her ''good bye," when ]^inor 
dasping it with all her little strength, exclaimed, " oh, kind, 
dear, beautiful Miss Grenville, won't you stay and hear about die 



54 A LIFE-LONG STORY. 

Saviour of sinners ? Do, cfo," she added with touching earnestness, 
" hear Mr. Courtenaye read about the Friend of the weary and 
broken-hearted." 

Thus appealed to, feeling moreover a subtle desire to hear this 
^* propagator of new-fangled notions" say something in that rich 
voice, which, spite of her orthodoxy, had vibrated the chords of 
harmony in her heart, Mary sat down ; and, after a few kind 
inquiries of the sick girl, Courtenaye, taking from his pocket a 
small Bible, read, in a subdued tone, that simple but sublime 
parable of the heavenly Teacher, 15th Luke, to the 7th verse. 

Deep silence followed, broken only by the sobs of Elinor. 

May be they were communing with their own hearts. 

May be the recording angel was gathering up the repentant 
tears. 

Then the young follower of his blessed Master spoke of the 
wondrous love that brought the good Shepherd from the bosom 
of his Father into this wilderness world, to seek the one lost sheep ; 
— of the tender touching compassion that went after it into the 
darky tangled, thorny brushwood of guilt and woe ; that sought, 
with such unwearied patience and unchanging sympathy, the 
wilful wanderer, and when He had found it, laid it on His loving 
breast " rejoicing." 

He then spoke of the Saviour now yearning over the guilty and 
grief-stricken, and of the encouragement his life of suffering 
sympathy, his death of agony, held out to sinners to cast 
themselves wholly on his boundless mercy; and kneeling, 
he solemnly and earnestly pleaded with the *' Faithful Promiser,'' 
that through " the blood which cleanseth from all sin " the bles- 
sings of pardon and peace may rest upon them, and that they 
may be daily meetened for the " inheritence which fadeth not 
away." 

" Take off thy shoes from off thy feet, the place whereon thou 
standest is holy ground^' 

" Where two or three are gathered together in my name, there am 
I in the midst of them,^ 

"I, even I am he that hlotteth out thine iniquity, and tvUl 
not remember thy sin, saith the Lord; that hath compassion on 
theer 

" Come, now, and let us reason together; though your sins be as 
searlet, they shall be white as snow ; Viough they be crimson, they 
shall be as wooV* 
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Ministering angels have caught up the joyfal news ; passing it 
on and on, through all the shining ranks of heaven s hierarchy, 
while the glory-vaulted arch reverberates as they sweep through 
the pearly gates, and " there is joy in the presence of God over 
one sinner that repenteth." 

The guilt burden is rolled away from the broken heart of Elinor. 

On Mary's wondering ear for the first time falls the touching 
story of the Cross ; she mentally asks, '' what new thing is this ?*' 
and longs to ask Courtenaye to tell her something more ; hut he 
rose to depart, saying to Elinor, " I have brought you a favourite 
hymn of mine ; will you try and commit it to memory ? and, 
when you feel too weak to read, or cannot sleep at night, you 
will find the repetition of it very comforting," and he placed 
in her hand that pearl of hymns commencing, 

" Jost as lam, without one plea." 

** Perhaps," he added, turning to Mary, " you would Kke a 
eopy ?" and he held another towards her, which she took readily, 
with one of her winning smiles, spite of her prejudices ; and 
then the young evangelist, shaking hands with them, as a kind 
brother may part from the sisters he loves, whispered in Elinor's 
ear " do not forget, * the blood of Jesus cleansed from all sin^* " 
and departed. 

" Will you not come again veiy soon, sweet lady ? " asked 
Elinor, grasping the hand of Mary as she rose to go, and holding 
it in a nervous clasp as if she had a foreshadowing that it would 
be long *ere they met again. ** Will you not pray for me, good 
and pure and kind as you are, and all unworthy as I am of your 
notice? Do come again soon." 

Deeply affected, Mary promised, and left her. While passing 
through the room below, she observed several dainties, such as 
tempt the appetite of the sick and delicate, had been supplied by 
the Kind-hearted young pastor ; and, musing profoundly, she went 
her way on another of her missionary visits ; but she remained an 
tinnsually short time with her next protege. She could not collect 
her thoughts and talk in her old way about ** doing the best we 
can, and leaving the rest, etc." Her soul was stirred, and she 
determined to hear more the next day from Elinor about this 
**new heresy." 

Leaving her cottage much earlier than her wont, greatly to the 
efaagrin of worthy old dame Lightfoot, who declared to her hus« 
band when he came home from work, *' that her dear young lady 
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wasn't herself nohow ; she was more thoughtfalkr and dislurbed- 
like than ever she saw anybody ; she only hoped for her part 
that she wasn't a-gcdng to marry that wild yonng fdlerthe 
eaptain, as people gare out she was." 

Wending her way towards the hut of " Blind Sally," Mary 
gently tapped at tibe door, and at the well-known command^ 
<< come in !" she pnlled the string and the latch flew up, when 
the colour came into her cheek as she met the mild eye of 
Conrtenaye,who vose from a low rude seat on which he had been 
sitting, gladdening the heart of the sightless woman by repeating 
some of the mercy-messages of Him who '^ opens the eyes of the 
born bbnd." Retreating hastily, Mary said, ^'pray do not let 
me disturb you ; I wiU call again." And with a strange feeling 
of trepidation, slightly tinged with vexation, she gained her 
sumptuous home, went immediately to her own room, and her 
first act was to open and read his '* favourite hymn.^' 

Ah, Mary ! little did you imagine, when by the gushing musip 
of your song you chased away the brain spectres that maddened 
the wronged £linor, the young evangelist had listened enraptured 
fltnd that the song itself — ^the sad circumstances under which you 
bright child of prosperity laid fashion*s baubles by to minister to 
the stray lariib, and sooth and cheer the wounded spirit of an 
erring nister— -had deeply moved his heart, and your name had 
been borne aloft on the swiftly moving wings of prayer. 

Ah, young shepherd ! little did you imagine that as you kndt 
and prayed, and spoke of your blessed Master's compassion and 
tenderness, a chord was strudc in that noble heart destined to 
vibrate through 'the countless ages of eternity. Little did you 
deem that the flinty heart of one who stood without the lowly 
room to listen, had been thawed ; and that hard woman, who had 
scoffed at religion, and '^ didn't see what good would come of aU 
ihe, praying, and. preaching, and nonsense," now comes imder the 
softening influenee of redeeming love. Repenting tears fall fast, 
and from her smitten soul goes up the publican's cry, ** God he 
mereifijil to me a sinner,^** Another jewel is added to his Master's 
diadem, and again the jubilant anthem rings round the sapphire 
walls of the golden city. 

*^My word shall not return unto me void, but shcdl accomplish that 
wh&nunto it is sent" 

How trifling, how insignificant to the limited vision of poor 

* A&ct 
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mottsHtby mecm lihose events and <idiueiioes thftt 'toe but 'hidden 
means elf Tneny «nd erace ; and Goold we Jook for one xnimieiit 
beneiilik <tfae solemn ^eu that shuts out eor mw, ^vfaat aabtle and 
mjrstdrious ^fibves, ^hat a graoiotts and hfirmoniiMie senes ^f 'links 
in the ^Iden ohainof providence should me dtseoiner ihrowa 
aroimd, ont^hedgiqg, asdt were, our eveiy day life^ and , producing 
lesoltB that no effort on our own part could have coosiunmaled. 

Rir Bontetnne tiiter Elinor wiis left alone ahe^lay ^ile alill ; a 
hefy peaee Tested <m her 'girl-brow, in her hand i»he stiB^olasped 
the flowers, of which she appeared ohildtahly fond, and which 
seemed to possess a mysterious influence over her, as if they had 
been friends in some holier sphere ; her silky hair floated like a 
bright cloud down her reclining head, and as she lay there in her 
WM^ess and helplessness, thoughts of the *' mortal putting on 
hnmortality" swept throi^h. the 'gazer's heart. It was a toudbing 
picture : the homely surroundiDgs, the little hmnble bed, the 
ministering flowers, the angehc beauty of the dying child whose 
nmscmied spirit aeemed pluming its peace-wing for flight into that 
world >whoee glory already overshadowed her face ; the frail, 
fragile, sinking body realizing to the believer the life-.giving words 
of his Lord, ^^na/ strength is made perfect in weakness.** 

Suddenly, as if heart-pierced by a burning arrow, the striken 
one starts up in the attituide of intense listening, the wild glitter of 
insanity again scintillates in her eye ; stretching out her yearning 
afma,ahe ahriekedwildly, " I come, dear love, I come ! '' and darts 
to theopen window. Oh God of mercy, in an instant, with a little 
thrilling joy^cry, as if throwing herself into the outspread arms of 
a£fe<^tion, idie takes the dizzy leap ! One moment she flutters in 
the parted air ; the next, Hes a quivering blood-besprinkled mass 
of mortality. 

Poor child ! that fearful leap has not undone her clas^p of the 
flowers, and though their soft shining leaves are scattered around 
^-Hnate, mute preachers !— 'her hand still grasps the delicate 
stems. But forms gather round, cheeks blanched and energies 
paralysed with terror, when through the first thickening crowd 
flashes an aged man, and in a tone that will long haunt the 
memory of those who heard it, he threw himself on the ,palpi- 
titing body, and his smothered agony burst forth in the deep cry^ 
"Oh, Christ!" 

Still more paralysed at the terrible sight, theold man's gray 
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hairs all dabbled in the blood of his beautifiil grandchild, a 
reality more like the imagery of some fearful dream than 
aught on which the glad sun looked down and smiled^ the 
crowd gaped with white wonder and trembhng limbs, but the 
ministering spirit is on its way : in a few moments the town 
missionary firmly but gently elbows his way to the fatal sjjot, 
beckons to two or three of the stoutest, points to the moaning 
old man, and with mild force they untwine those aged arms, while 
he throws his coat over the bleeding form. Why should curious 
eyes look on the mystery Death, in such a guise 7 and though 
he knows this stem baptism is 

*' But the herald Jesus sends 
To caliber to his arms," 

they know nothing of that murmur-silencing promise, *' whctt 
I do thou hnowest not now, but thou shaU know hereafter** 
Yet, why not ? There are eyes in that rude crowd from which 
warm tears are falling, though crime and recklessness have well 
nigh crusted over their crystal fountain; strong hearts are 
bowed, like that of early childhood, before the dreadful teaching 
there. Why not f 

" Oo ye into the highuxxya and compel them to come mJ** 
While the dead body is lifted, with almost woman's gentle 
care, by those rough-looking men, and borne away in their 
sinewy arms ; and while the graceful limbs are once more tutored 
into tneir olden symmetry, let us go with the missionary and the 
bereaved old man. They have laid him on his humble bed, and 
by his side kneels the servant of God ; long those heart-rending 
moans continue, and weary hours pass ere that dull ear can drink 
in the words of comfort, or the oil of sympathy be poured into 
the gap of that bleeding heart ; but at length, taking the almost 
pulseless hand in his, uie missionary bent his head close to the 
old man's ear, and whispered, in soothing tones, " my brother, 
fihall I sing you the song that £linor is sin^g now ? and he took 
up the worcki of the majestic anthem, 

*' Worthy the Lamb that was slain I " 

As if these triumphant words had power to arrest the^ast waning 
lamp of reason, the old man opened his troubled cloudy eye, 
and feebly pressed the missionary's hand, who again took up the 
strain : '' Theee are they who came out of qreat tnbulation, and 



AN EVERYDAY LIFE-PHASE. 

have waghed their robes and made them white in the blood of the 
Lamb, therefore are they before the throne of God, and serve Him 
day cand night in His temple ; and He that sitteth on the throne shall 
dwell among them; Hwf sJiall hunger no more, neither thirst any 
more, neither shall the sun light on them, nor any heat, for the 
Lamb that is m the midst of the tlirone shall Jeed them, and shall lead 
them to Uving fountains of waters, and Ood shall wipe away all tears 
from their eyesP 

A solemn hush followed : then, as if ** blood," and *' Lamb," 
linked "with the name of Elinor, were the only words the 
flickering mind-light could trace on the dark blotted scroll of 
memory, the smitten man, throwing his arms into the air, every 
pulse in his wrinkled brow swelling with the intenseness of mental 
agony, exclaimed, ^'yes, yes, they murdered my lamb! Look, 
that's poor Daisy ! There — ^there ail on the hard ground — ^blood on 
her bright curls — ^blood on her pretty flowers — don't cry, Daisy," 
and he motioned his hand, as if passing it over her young head as 
he was wont to do in her early spring time, ^' don't cry, we vnll 
go into the churchyard and gather flowers, plenty of bright 
flowers, and king-cups there ! Quick, quick ! they are coming to 
take you away again. There, there (soothingly), lay your poor 
little head down upon my breast, and I will sing to you your 
old baby-song ;" then, in a broken but not unmusical voice, the 
old man repeated snatches of Watts's immortal cradle hymn : ^ 

** Hush, my dear, lie still and slamber, 
Holy angels guard ' .*' 

Suddenly breaking ofl^, he shrieked wildly, ''wipe away the 
blood ! wipe away the blood ! look, look, they are killing her — 
don't kill poor Daisy, she won't hurt you." Exhausted, he fell 
back heavily ; and now the missionary, believing his mercy-errand 
at a dose, rose to take leave, taking the withered hand of the 
poor broken hearted old man in his, again the kindly pressure is 
returned: he opened his cloudy eye — the flickering lamp of 
reason shot up one bright gleam, and looking wistfully into the 
sympathizing face at his side, said, in a mournful voice, '^ why 
has Gk>d forsaken me ? I gave Him all. I bowed my head 
when he took my two stout boys, and her mother, and when 
my poor wife was carried to the churchyard, I said ''Thy 
will be done." Why did he take my last lamb 7 Oh, Daisy, 
r, my murdered child ! 
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'' Whom the Lord loveHh he chasteneth/* whispered the mkh- 
sionary ; but the flame waned, quWered, fiickwedj 4sfa0t aip, died 
away, and the lamp of reason went out. 

Poor old grandfather ! 

Kind woman cared for the lightning scathed oak, and sur- 
rounded his misty life-path with creature comforts ; Imt never 
more shall he listen to ^' the voice of the channel; cfaarmiie never 
so wisely." 

Through the glad summer days he regularly sat beside the 
light green hillock, where the early dead slept her unbroken 
sleep — sometimes calling, in an excited vcftoei, '^make /hast^ 
Daisy, or Lady Emily wm come to take you away again I" some- 
times murmuring snatches from the cradle hymn.: 

*' Huab, my dear, lie etill and slamber, 
Holy angels guard thy bed !" 

They won't take away your flowers and make you ciy." 

Mary had planted a beautiful rose tree on the child's grave, 
which he tended with the most tender care, calUng it '' Daisy's 
face," now caressing the smooth leaves, then wiping the dew 
from the unconscious flower, and telling it "not to cry — 'her 
tears burnt into his heart — ^they would soon be home." 

And wh^n the autumn winds sighed their mournful requiem 
over the qaiet sleeper, or ruthlessly scattered the roses' faded 
glories on her grave, the old man went' home to God. 

Not returning at hi^ wonted time they sought him at his well- 
known resting-place, and again they bring him and lay him on 
his lowly couch — ^he is passing away, and, as is frequently the case 
in the dying hour, reason, though long banished, returns to the 
very spot or circumstance from which she flew affrighted away, 
so now 'her shattered and scattered rays are gathered once more 
into a focus to meet the last foe. Oh, suggestive fact ! But 

** Sinners in a dying hour 

Keed more than reason can supply.'* 

Beside the old man kneels the young pastor, and as the dusty eye 
rests on his disclosing consciousness, Courtenaye whispered, '^^ let 
not your heart be troubled, in my father's house jure many man- 
sions— I go to prepare a place for you." Grasping with his death- 
dewed hand that of his faithful brother, the dying old man feebly 
ejaculated, " I know in whom I have believed." He paused, and 
Courtenaye added« " lo^ I cm with you cdwaye^ even to the end.** 
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Another pause ; then, half musing, half repeating snatches of 
olden memories and former readings, the dying man continued, 

— " Twas a rough road sir, but the right one 

can see it all in this light He doeth all things 

well Poor child! *The 

blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin' 

•All things weir * Come, Lord Jesus' 

' Hush,.Ue still and slumber.* .... 

Foolish old man — ^too proud of 

her beauty " 

" Good bye, sir, Goodwill reward yon — list, me kiss your hand," 
and he drew the willing hand of his brother towards his rapidly 
stiffening lip— *' there, there . •,•..•«•. all things 

well coming, coming, Daisy ! 

hush, lie still ! 

no more tears or crying coming, coming, 

* Lord Jesus, into Thi/ hands I commit 

my \ " and with his eyes suddenly cleared from the mists and 

shadows of age, and beaming with a strange bright, unearthly 
light* 88 if reflected from the '' glory about to be revealed," the 
tired qpirit glided softly away from earth» realizing the exquisite 
^etnre of MltcHi,-<- 

''A gentle waftlDg te eternal- lifie.** 

Tenderly closing those mysterious orbs^ Cowtenaye folded his 
anns on the hnxnble bed, and wept like a child ; then casting a 
long^ lingering look on the quiet old face, from which all trace 
of suffering had vanished, he &rvently ejaculated,. *' mj God, I 
tbank thee I " and departed. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

W^ is tjsis ^avxtm&t? 

" Unlike the tiin'roiu creeds of popish priest, 
'Twas frank, stood forth to Tiew, invited all 
To prove, examine, search, investigate. 
Faith gave herself, a light to see her by.** 

FOLLOK. 

At the age of eleven Edward Courtenaje was hastily summoned 
from school to receive the parting blessing of a mother to whom 
he was tenderly devoted. This event and the memory of her last 
wordsy as she placed.her cold hand on his boy-brow^ stamped 
impressions no after events or time could obliterate ; they were 
the spirit-fingers modelling his character. 

The father of the youth had destined his son for ''the 
church/' of which he flattered himself he was a " shining light,'' 
being considered by some " sound " and *' orthodox," though by 
others simply an emanation of easy degrees and hard riding;, 
when the former came as ''natural as life," and the latter "took" 
the five-barred gate' of preferment; while not a few profanely 
hinted that his acquaintance with learning, including his " cribs,'' 
was, even for those times, wonderfully superficial, and that he 
owed his wealthy benefice to his indefatigable appredation of his 
noble patron's election dinners, bad jokes, and worse politics ; 
but of course we cannot answer for the veracity of these asser- 
tions, and whether true or false, it was a startling announce- 
ment to the reverend doctor when informed by his son, soon 
after his leaving college, where he had been ^stinguished by 
nobility of character and superior attainments, that after much 
self-examination he had "decided not to take holy orders." 
Feeling acutely for the disappointment this determination would 
occasion his father, he entered fully into his scruples relative to 
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taking such an important step ; assuring him^ that deeply feeling 
his own need of a spiritual guide» and convinced of the resp<m- 
sibility attached to the sacred office^ he dar€d not declare in the 
presence of ** God and the congregation that he '^ judged" himself 
inwardly moved by the Spirit to take the office upon him.'' 

A few weeks previous, the young Courtenaye had witnessed 
the ordination of a college acquaintance who . openly avowed 
Unitarian principles ; and was horror-struck when he heard him 
solemnly declare himself " moved by the Holy Spirit,'' and saw 
him seal his blasphemous declaration by receiving the Lord's 
Supper. 

For the first time the startled observer read over attentively 
the ordination service; its solemn requirements and binding 
oaths powerfully affected him, and his impressions deepened into 
the full conviction that in his then frame of mind he would be 
scarcely less guilty than the Unitarian in presenting himself as a 
candidate for the office of *' teacher sent from God." He could 
not look upon the act merely as a step insuring an easy and 
genteel living: his honourable nature spumed the thought. 
Whatever he undertook his whole soul must be thrown into, and 
he would have felt self-condemned as guilty of an act Httle short 
of dishonesty had he undertaken the duties of any office for 
which he was not entirely quahfied. i 

"But my father," suggested the young scrupler, "would you 
entrust the management of a ship to a pilot ignorant of the sea? 
or the command of an army to a general who did not understand 
the tactics of war ? " 

That's quite a different thing," replied the worthy father. 

I cannot see how your argument bears on your decision: a 
pilot or a general failing in his dut^ would entail most disastrous 
consequences, while your fancied inabihty could do no harm to 
any one/' 

"Not 'fancied,' my dear father. I feel I need a teacher 
myself; and dare I offer a prostituted service, or bring strange 
m into the temple of the Most High ?" inquired his son, 

"Nonsense! nonsense! When once you have taken orders^ 
and are safely installed in a comfortable living, which Lord 
Advowson has promised to give you, all your crotchets will be 
forgotten ; and who would know anything about your * prosti- 
tuted service' and self-infficted inability/' sarcastically replied 
the successor. 
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^* I shonldy my dtar father," meekly rejoined|bit3 son; "aad 
wifaat saceess could I hope for in my sacred office, feeling: as I do ? 
Why shomld the pTofesston yoU' have selected fbr ine be the onlfr 
one in which disqualification hit its duties on the part of him* w1h» 
undertakes them^ is no barrier to ^* 

^Preposterous!" emphasised the doctor j cutting short his 
son's *'opetchets'' and '^quibbks>" aifed bouncing most un- 
clerically out of t^ room. 

We need not follow step by step all the afgnments and reason- 
ing wherewith he plied his son ; Tainly he assured him that he 
"took too serious a view of the ordination service," ''was 
maintaing a false position," '^was refining too much on the 
meaning of ' moved by the Holy Spirit/ '' that <^ so much caH- 
tion and self-exaimnation were by no means necessary," that 
'' being duly qualified by a classical education and professional 
examinations, all die rest would follow as a matter of course in 
his ministerial career." 

Courtenaye listened with profound attention, weighing well 
every word ; but t& acguments such as these were not calculated 
to convince him, he remained firm, but sad. Many long days 
deepened into night, and found the young inquirer poring ov«f 
books selected ^ him by his fiither. Mow he groped for light, 
and behold darkness ! He panted fi)r heart work» but who ever 
found that in thei learned frigid dogmas and abstractions of the 
schoolmen! 

kr Many a sharp rebuke for his '^absurd ideas," "fanatical 
notions," " enthusiastic folly," did he endure from the reverend 
man, who, having completely failed in his endeavours tO' indoc- 
trinate his son with a ready-made divinity, or an imprompta 
*' moving," tried one more effort more futile still. 

Suffering deeply in mind for the defeat he had involuntarily 
inflicted on his father by refusing to adopt the profession chosen 
for Imn, Cirartenaye steadily refused all invitations either to the 
dinner^ evening; or card parties prevailing to a most carnal 
extent in the eat^edral town of Exboron^, wb»e his disttn- 
guished i^pearanee, handsome &ee, and elegant manners would 
have ensured him a ready welcome, particularly from the fair por* 
tion of society. In fact this majority of the doctor's very thin con- 
gregation had ahready decided on the advent of the ''good-lookine 
Edward Courtenaye " as one of the curates at St. Benedict's^ ana 
were only waiting with varied degrees of patience for the time 
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when mothers and daughters should alike Tie in their tender 
attentions, and he would become a species of public propertji a 
promising speculation whereon to '*inyest,** in the shape of need- 
nots'* and ^^ what-nots ** ad Ubitwnf according to the prospect of a 
rise or fall ^in the foredoomed young curate's matrimonial thermo- 
meter. It was even whispered — -but (whispering is not always 
reliable — that whole heaps of '^eranescent bauds/' pot powri 
ciubionsy bead purses, Berlin slippers, " forget-me*not " book* 
marks, anti-macassars, and useless crochet no end, were pre- 
pared in readiness for the premeditated attack ; and Uiat one bold 
damael, whose ultra high-churchism '' doted upon the confes* 
sioiial ** and plenary indulgence, but highly disapproved of 
derical celibacy, rushed vehemently into the study of the dead 
languages and the Fathers, in order to ingratiate herself with the 
prospective curate. Nor was this all : dthough abhorring any 
eontact with humanity profaned by poverty, she had inflicted on 
herself a class in the Sunday school, to whidi she attended with the 
most disastrous activity, and for which sanctity she was self- 
canonised and '* verily beheved '* that die should *' succeed at last/' 

In this threatening aspect of afUrs the foredoomed ecclesiastic 
received an invitation from a young friend to visit him in Londor^ 
for a few months. Previous to his leaving home hn father, for 
the first tintie, imparted to him the fact before alluded to, that 
unless he then consented to adopt the path dosen for him, he 
most carve a maintenance for himself, as the handsome income he 
then enjoyed, " every shilling of which he lived up to," was 
wholly derived from his living, and would ''die with him,'' 
strenuously urging his son to abandon his crotchets, and ** count 
the cost of such obstinacy" ere he finally decided. 

This intelligence did not shake the resolve of Courtenaye. He 
usored his father, in a respectful and affectionate manner, that 
he had already " counted the cost " ere he ventured to disclose 
his scruples of conscience, induced by noUiing but a sense of his 
utter nnworthiness and unfitness to stand in the ranks of those 
who were indeed '' moved by the Spirit." Then pleading for a 
hlessing, he entreated him to rest in the belief that it should be 
Ua constant endeavour never to disgrace him in any profession he 
Buy adopt. 

Long after his departing footsteps had ceased to echo in the 
^ the reverend doctor sat in his easy chair pondering, and 
confessmg, spite of himself and his annoyance, that there was 
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aiiiiiiliiiiB in Ae hiab-taned oonaiflltiicy of Im mBts actions 
wth hia amtameats he could not help admiomg^ and ,tbat it 
shoMcd a eferesgtk of purpose and character,, iwfakh would insure 
sacoess in li^baiever iie undertook; still, he could not comprehend 
ov 'leeoncile to Aut views, " how any young man in his senses" 
coidd fling aw^r a handsome living for a few scruples of con- 
aBMsaae, with which^ after all, he had. in reality nothing to do» 
and which might have been overruled had he but listened to him. 
Sity he should have taken such a crotchet into his head about 
the ordinatBon service, and being ''moved b y » ■ ** Here he 
pansed. May he his thoughts flew back to the moment when 
Atf'prodaimed to the world his ''inwanl moving,** and he wonders 
why he has never felt it since he was ordained ; may be he reeol- 
leels that he never had. any misgivings when asked that searching 

ration, '' do you think that you are truly called, according to 
wQl of our Lord Jesus Christ and the due order of this redm, 
to the ministry of the church?** or recollects those still more 
solemn words, *' Sim of mcoi^ when I say unto the wicked man 
0ICU zhotLt surely die; if thou dost not apeak to team the wicked 
from his way, that wicked man. shall die in hie iniqoityf.buthie blood 
wiUI require at thine hand.*' 

Long the reverend man muse d 

" Your carriage, sir/* announced a sleek lacquey, mlJi a pom- 
paus air, throwing open the study door ; and in another moment 
amy rolled the musar, refl^ctiona and. aU, half buried in the 
inflated cushions of his luxurious equipage. 

While in London, the melancholy that had begun to cloud 
Courtenaye's mind deepened ; he had neither taste nor inclination 
to. indulge in the scenes of frivolity and idleness diat dissipated 
the time and energies of his friend ; and he &lt more than ever 
alone amid the great and exciting realities of a London life, 
where every face he encountered (save that of the stunted, 
sqvalid, teeming progeny of our Uceneed crime cauldrons) wore 
Ihe impress of earnest concentrated resolve to push on to the 
flwourite temple, either of some modern Shinar or Moloch, in a 
vary delirium of covstousness, rivalling the soul prostration of 
the '' benighted** Hindoo, or the devotion of the worshippers of 
** idle great goddeaa Diana." 

Stirring and deep thoughts coursed through the mind of the 
sditary young man, as, day after day he mingkd witli Jbut not of 
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the world around him ; he patited for action— ^for some sphere of 
naeftilnesis whereon to plaj a part in life's mighty drama ; and 
high above all came that ever restless yearning for some object 
worthy of its own immortal nature whereon to lay the energies 
of his soul. Perhaps there [were moments when he had some 
misgivings as to the wisdom of the step he had so resolutely 
taken — ^he felt in his deepest heart that he would prefer the 
pastor'i? office to any other ; but, again he shrunk from the 
responsibility involved in the solemn declaration required in 
tike ordination service, conscious that he needed himself the 
"Spirit's" teaching ere he presumed to undertake to instruct 
others ; and thou^, probably, his feelings then originated rather 
in his moral rectitude than in the deep convictions he afterwards 
entertained of the sacredness of the office, he still suffered 
severely. 

Into the silent court of his own heart, often would his father's 
a^uments, like unwearied witnesses, reappear clamouring for a 
verdict in favour of the FoIm ; but he resolutely battled with the 
inndious intruders: amid their fierce sorties his lonely heart 
sometimes set up a yearning cry for maternal counsel : 

*'Oh, my lost mother! could I but regain thy true and 
tender guiding once more," he inwardly ejaculated; and the 
grasping grave gave back a phantom voice, and her last words 
as she ladd her cold hand on his boy-brow shone out on memory's 
scroll with' starry brightness,— 

'Tn all thy ways acknowledge Him, and he vnll direct thy 
path:' . 

Sorely her shade was commissioned to hover over his trying 
path! Her voice permitted to murmur from within the veil, 
confirming the soul-strengthening promise, ''are they not all 
ministering spirits ?" The descending echo won the victory : 
the child follows his sainted mother heavenward. Was it still 
her permitted infiuence— for thin may be, is the screen parting 
the quick and the dead — ^that lured onward those lingering feet- 
onward, till found wending with worshippers towards a temple Of 
the Most High 7 We know not : 

** God moves in a mysterious way, 
His wonders to perform," — 

but Courtei»3^ involuntarily followed them, and entered a large 
weD filled sanctuarv, where for the first time he knelt his heart at 

F 2 
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Mercj*s footstool, and pleaded for the promised guidance with a 
peaceful feeling to which he had long heen a stranger ; and who 
may paint his varied emotions when the text repeated his de- 
parted mother's counsel, — " in all thy ways acknowleook 
Him, and He will direct thy path.*' 

With what a divine power did that prayer-heralded sermon 
penetrate the listener's parched soul ! 

Ah! ye who try to diffuse the myth that the pulpit has 
fulfilled its mission— the age outgrown its teaching — nulhfy first 
the decree of Omnipotence, — 

** I charge thee, therefore, hefore God and the Lord Jeans 
Christ, preach the word: he instant in season and out of 
season." 

But tell us where that institution has proved its claim to lesif 
Is it in Britain's main artery, the eye of Christianity, our queenly 
capital ? Ask the City Mission, pointing to the foul hurrows of 
crime, and ignorance, and want ; the fifteen thousand unvisited 
streets and lanes ; the twenty-eight thousand open shops on the 
holy sahhath ; the ninety-eight per cent* of immortal heings who 
never enter a place of worship ; the obscene stage ; the licensed* 

* " That which ii morally wrong can neTer be politically right,'* was tbe 
grand but now ostraciied axiom of a great statesman. Was it in the light 
of such teaching, or in that of the Great LawgiTer, when oat of all oiur 
metropolitan magistrates only fifteen could be fonnd to vote against re- 
licensing the Argyll Rooms T All honour to the few ! Bat would either of 
those dignitaries who thus caters for the destruction of another man's child 
like to see his own daughter dancing, or his son ** killing time'' there t 
If not, be he who or what he may, he is unworthy the name of eitixen— -a 
blot upon the great brotherhood. Talk of grappling with our ''social 
CTil" when haunts like these are fostered by Uw ! Why the grappling is 
just reizing on one of the topmost boughs of this monster tree, and swingiasr 
to and fro thereon, while the great gnarled root is allowed to strike deeper 
and hold firmer. Have those teaching letters in the Ttmet don<% no work ? 
Surely, for consistency, if not for Christianity's sake, crime ought not to be 
legalised as it is. Better the Queen's exchequer be empty than hell's 
exchequer be full. A right-hearted peer, whose speeches are always 
readable, tells us *' Christianity is not properly the work of any 
government.'' This remark may be correct, but whatever the work maj 
not be, there can be no doubt as to what it ti. It is the duty of every 
government to remove stumbling-blocks out of the way of the spread of 
morality ; and to cherish by its strong power every attempt made to reseaa 
our homes from pollution. . 

Does not the thought suggest itself to every ''thinker" in Cbristiaa 
England that our <' spiritual" legislators would bring more *'gloi7 t» 
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Itiarettos for moral lepers ; the forty millions of.monqr turned 
into fire-water for burning soul and body ; the four acres devoted 
to drunkards' graves ; the dressmaking hnd xnillinery shamblea, 

with their wholesale murders ; the madhouses ; V»t ^ 

but where shall we stop ? 

Oh! for more of those Puritan pulpit giants who stood >ku]i. 
dering upon crime 'till the lightning flash descended ; iiho-6^^ 
^ gospel trump like paladins of God*s Jerusalem ! Haric ! tU 
fltfong tramp of their successors reacheth the ear^ like the far 
B»rch of mailed succourers to a beleaguered city, and Hs who 
enthroned preaching will emblazon it till its salvation messa^ 
become a Pharos in the heart of troubled humanity, scattenng 
earth's moral darkness. 

" Watchman, what of the night f ' 

'' A cloud has arisen !'* *' The windows of heaven shaU be 
qiened, and a blessing shall be poured out, so that ye shall have 
tearoe room to receive it/' 

" I, if I be lifted up, will draw all men unto me." 

But to return to Conrtenaye : no longer does he '^ confer with 
flesh and blood :" earnest and incessant were his wrestlings for 
the Spirit's teaching. 

His Bible, so appropriately termed by Wesley 

« The judge that ends the strife 
"Whea wit and reason fall,*' • 

becomes the only star to his tremulous bark over life's surging 
Atlantic. He comes thirsting to the living stream, and must 
drink or die. Weary and worn, he laves his panting soul in thia 
mighty ocean of eternal truth horizoned by redeeming love, whose 
depths no wisdom has plumbed, whose pearls no diver can 
eznauBty yet whose waves ripple so gently on the shores of time» 
that a child-hand may pick up the gems it strews around, and 
deck its soul for the marriage supper of the Cfreat King, 

Hungering, he plucks and eats the leaves of this wondrous 
nation-healing tree^ whose topmost boughs bear fruit ripened 

<3od" by attacking the root-form of oar national sins than by gladiatiag 
OTer a nine foot wall septraliwg the last resting-place of " consecrated'^ 
and *' noeoDsecrated" sinners, or by TSinly endeavouring to dam np the 

ant of the ** Water of Life," the only' rivef" whose eonrent is powevfiil 

igli to eleanse oar moral Aageana? 
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beneath the rays of the " Sun of Righteousness " that can oniy 
be tasted when the feet of the redeemed shall "stand upon the 
sea of glass/* vet ^me of the buds of which bend so near to 
earth that » daoe may gather, and eat, and live^ ever, 

^]jMs, that had left him poring over ancient books of ancient 
j^^ who too frequently '* obscured the fruit by the multiplicity 
Qf their leaves/' find him alone with this treasure ; '^ old things 
are passed away : all things are became new" Hours, that had 
.been spent in sipping at streams which can never slake the soul's 
thirst, find him now quafiing deep, rich, life-giving draughts from 
the fountain head : "whosoever drinketh of the water that I shaU 
give hm shall never thirst" No longer does the young student 
grope by the sometimes scorching, sometimes quivering lamp of 
human reason, but basks in the noontide ray of that *' lAght 
which lighteth every man that cometh into the world." 

Heretofore bewildered by contradictory creeds, one telling him 
he must believe this, and another that, or he cannot be saved, he 
is now at rest, for he reads Chd's creed : " believe in the Lord 
Jesus Christy and thou shalt be saved" 

Heretofore bewildered by man-made creeds, one telling him he 
must do this work, and another that work, or he cannot be saved, 
he reads Ood^s creed : " thy work is to believe on Rim whom 
Ood the Father hath sent" 

He reads, too, " eoccept ye be converted ye cannot enter into 
the kingdom" and this faithful mirror has shown him himself as 
a lost, wrath-deserving sinner, who but for infinite compassion 
and long-sufiPering had long since been cut down and cast awaj. 
It is not for us to Uft the veil and look too curiously on the mjw- 
terious dealings of Mercy with the immortal soul, the dark abyw 
of anguish, the terrible temptations to despair, the billows and 
waives that rolled over his head ere Calvary's love-light burst on 
his young soul's troubled depths, and he could grasp and reahae 
the precious truth that "the blood of Christ cUanseth from M 
sin ;" that the blood so meekly, so freely, so lovingly shed was 
shed for him ; but when grace vouchsafed the view, graining in 
both arms of his faith the simple but sublime assurance " to^MMO- 
ever cometh to m£, I mil in no wise cast out" he plunges into 
the '' purple flood," the stony heart melts and becomes flewi, ^li 
undo ^fesh of a little child, and behold^ he is clean T 

" Of such is the kingdom of heaven" 
[ Now he takes up the exulting cry of the cast-oat 
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'' behold^ I was bUndy but rum I see /'* See an krfi&ite folnets in 
the merits of my Lord to corer all my sin, to supply all my need ; 
strength nnder every temptation, comfort nnder every sorroir. 
Now the wheels of life that had dragged so hcfarily, rotate wilii 
power ; he is a "new man in Christ Jesus," hence new 'hopes, 
new motives, new aspirations spring up, as the footsteps of 
redeeming love leave their impress on the late desert of Ms heart. 
Oh, he is^/9^ from the hnrning chains of the It^ ; hat he seeks 
to obey from a new impulse to obedience gushing tsp in his tmU'l 
He may not make his ''works" a foundation whereon to pHufiftva 
ladder whose top shall' press the celestial jasper, but they sveto 
be evidences of a '^ faith working by love^^^ and bringing forth the 
Spirit's fruits. " He who is of God, doeth the works of Ood.** 
^ Glotfaedhithe 

mm 

'* Spotless ^restore' newly dipped in til(K)d;'* 

what has the young convert to do with the old robe of moraSty, 
worn by thousands with such '^^ touch-me-not" exclusiveness, and 
regarded as a self-sealed passport into the kingdom where dwelleth 
righteousness ? He has been at the foot of the Gross with the 
dying thief, the despairing publican, the forgiven Peter, the weep)- 
mg Magdalen, the repentant prodigal. What has he to do with 
a robe of self-righteoasness ? He is in his '^ vigbt mind." ** Old 
things are passed away.^* 

'* Talk of moTality I thou i>leedin£ Lamb, 
The great morality is love to Thee." 

Then comes a soft whisper into the fleshly heart of the young 
convert, " why standest thou idle ? Go work in my vineyard. 
Ah ! for this he pants — ^pants to tell to his brother sinner the 
wondrous grace and love that found out even him, and plucked 
him from the yawning gulf. 

The Spirit's gentle moving is on his soul, and he asks in trem- 
bling earnestness, ^Lord^ what would'st thou have me to dof* and 
the reply comes, *^go ye therefore into the highways^ and as many 
as ye shall find lid to the marriage,'* Ah 1 ^is for 'this he longs, 
and yearns, and prays. - The language of his love- softened, for- 
given heart is 

" O let me kiss thy bleeding feet. 

And bathe and wash them with my teats ; 
The story of thy love repeat 

In erery drooping sinner's ears; 
That all may hear the qnick'ning sovnd. 
Since I, even I, hare meroy found." 



72 A UFE-LOl^G STOBT. 

At this period of Courtenaje*s history a nobleman, to whom his 
high college attainments introduced him, offered him the tator* 
ship of his eldest son, about to set out on his travels ; few offers 
ooiUd have been more congenial than this prospect of employ- 
ment; his frame had sympathised acutely with his mind*s 
anxiety, and the change promised at once health-restoration, 
and an avenue leading to more extended future usefulness. 

The young travellers were soon abroad, contemplatmg the 
deathless creations of genius ; wandering amid tne stirring 
memories of earth's famous dead ; musing on spots whose very at- 
mosphere breathed on the newly converted the prophetic teaching, 

'< He baUds too low who baild« beneath the stdef." 

They linsered long over the varied landscapes that enchanted 
the dilated eye : the mountain peak, in its solitary grandeur, calm 
above the thunder clouds belting its mid*way rise ; the laughing 
▼alleys, whose streams mirrored the luxuriance of their flower- 
tesselated banks, reading in all around traces of Him who 
** iveighB the mauntama in a hakmcij^ and ^^clothea the Wy of the 
fiMr 

After some months thus spent, and as the touch of Autumn 
frii^d the woods with gkny, we find our young friends pitching 
their tent amid tiie faded grandeur of once imperial Rome ; and 
few places could have fired the imagination more, or taught a 

grofounder moral lesson than this '' Niobe of nations ;** while 
er melancholy sensuous revelations served to strengthen t^ieir 
affection for and faith in the grand yet simple teaching of the 
Bible. TheBiBLxI Oh Rome, 

** Hast thoa ever heard 
Of siieh a book ? The anthor Qod himielf ; 
The subjeety God and man, salTationt life, 
And death — eiernal'Ufe, eternal death. 
Dread words ! whose meaning has no end, no boands. 
Most wondrous book ! bright oandle of the Iiord ! 
Star of etemitv I the only star 
Bv which the bark of man eonld nayigaie 
Tlie sea of life, and gain the coast of bliss 
Seenrelrl only star which rose on ISme 
AxA on its dark and troubled billows, still. 
As generation drifted swiftly by» 
Soooeeded generation, threw a ray 
Of heaTon's own light, and to the hills of God, 
The eternal hills, pointed the sinner's eye." 



WHAT DOES THE BABBLES SAT? 78 



CHAPTER VIII. 



"isa^ iuits % iabirltc Sas"— |rm|[iit0 suit pstim? 



** Therefor* lei vm nofc deoelTe ourselTes, sermons and insimotions that do not 
^▼e US the Inowledge of Jesus cannot be the daily bread and food of our 
soBh.''->llABTni Lvvmnu 



''Engiakd, with all thy faults I love thee!** excl^med 
Courtenaye» as after an absence of fourteen months he joyously 
leaped on the shore of his mother-land. 

There are some minds that, taking a broad sweep into the 
diversified fields of knowledge, are apt in their expansion to lose 
depth, but not so the mind of our youne convert, having in 
answer to his heart-cry, " Lord, what wouldst thou have me to 
do V* received the command, '* feed n^y lambs,*' he rose, went 
forth, and followed his Master, subserving his vast mental wealth 
to this glorious employ ; and little recks it to which section of 
His church he devoted his energies ; suffice it that vitalized by 
the indwelling principle, every wish and effort of his great soul 
waa central to one. And oh ! what joy it was when in answer to 
his fervent supplications he saw a sinner in contact with that 
Ifaater's cross. 

Powerfully imbued with the scriptural conviction that all 
dilferent sections of christians who hold '* the truth as it is in 
Jtam^** may individually unite in building up the spiritual temple 
witbont sacrificing those non-essential points on which they 
differ* tbo young pastor lived out his conviction, and laboured 
jQcefa^ily for promoting unity among the fellow workers with 
bif I«ord. In every movement for furthering the bodily or 
spiiitiuil improvement of the poorer classses ; at all gatherings 
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for the furtherance of sacred interests or social principles; 
wherever sin, and sorrow^ nnd want left their grim footmarks, 
there he sympathised, prayed, and succoured. He has drank 
deep into the spirit of that loving command, '' go ye into the 
highways, and compel them," and he dares not wait, hoping the 
stray sheep may return to the fold, or it may wander heyond the 
greeen mercy-pastures into the enemy's land. He does not 
hesitate, watching for the heaten pathway of ecclesiastical service, 
hut promptly turns into the wilderness of unsaved souls. What 
has the soldier of the Cross to do with the cumhrous, useless 
armour of unbending discipline and etiquette, or with the mists of 
conventional, religionism, when '*the enemy is oomine in like a 
flood, and the avenger of blood is behind him V* Shall a brother 
perish for whom his Master died, because of some man-made 
impediment 7 Away with the fallacy ! '' By this shall aQ men 
know that ye are my disciples if ye love one uiother." 

Energized by this beautiful catholicity of principle, his eye 
kindling with the light of love, onward the earnest evangeUst 
goes. Many a wandering sheep has been followed into the dark 
brushwood of sin, brought back and laid on the breest of the 
" Good Shepherd" rejoicing, while new hallelujahs have rever 
berated through the ranks of ''the just made per^t.'' Many a 
self- convicted soul has been brought to the publican's place of 
penitential sorrow, with the great cirfor mercy, after his sdiemOy 
loving appeals both in his palpit and in the ** highway.'* 

Not that the ** preaching" involved any extraordinary doe- 
trine. Courtenaye did not, like the the enemies of Luther, 
*' rend the Redeemer's robe at the foot of the cross." He did 
not, like Julian of old, take down the statue of t&e Saviour in 
order to substitute his own. He did not hold up a party 
salvation for **hi8 church,'* and much less did he hedge in, and 
block up the way to heaven by ceremonies, creeds, monkish 
superstitions, and piles of solemn rubbish. He reads on liis 
celestial map, " God hath given to ns eternal life, and that life 

is in " not baptismal fonts and confessional boxes, not in tti 

exclusive priesthood and a gorgeous ritual, not in orthodoxy or 
in heterodoxy, but in — " His Son." Hence he preadied die 
blessed old gospel, full, free, and for ^* whomsoever heafeth mid 
hdieveth/' He pream^bsd, we repeat^ just l^e Messed old trath 
proclairaed with such marveiloas power by Hm fdA-^heoted FmH 
in the high court of idolatrous Attiens, where **mmj Weltered wi 
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imn beside Dionysius the Areopagite.** Just the saving c^d 
tenth thundered by the undaanted Luther in the square at Wv- 
tanberg, at the echo of which the foundations of the 8eTen«hiiled 
City shook— 4he colossal power of the triple-crowned papsiey 
•cmmbled into dust; ay, and whose vibrations still reverberate 
through Protestant England, reminding her to hold fast the traih 
tiiat " the gates of hell shall not prevail against." 

**By faith te are saved." 

But when we affirm Courtenaye preached no ^' new*' doctrine, 
perlu^s it may be said that he preached the old one with a 
Bewer, deeper pathos, as a man sensible of the value of his wm 
sonl, hence yearning for the salvation of the souls of others ; as^a 
^dymg man" whose message to ** dying men" their eternal 
iaterest imderlied-^as a man ''living to preach, and not preadiing 
to live." 

He had an old-fashioned, >happy way of writii^ in liviog 
oharacters on the hearts of his hearers, the cheering tivikk that the 
w<Nrds of love and mercy spoken etgbteen centuries ago, and pennod 
for our comfort and instruction 1^ the hardy sons of the OaHlean 
lake — who took their degrees direct from the poor man*s Chfist 
'—'Were not a dead letter in which they had no interest, but blessed 
troths as of but yesterday's utterance, so fresh, so gracious, so 
beautiful. The experience of his own heart guided hira to the 
hearts of his fellow sinners ; all his messages of salvation went 
ovt " periiimed with the love of Jeans ; " this he foimd to be the 
magnet, and the only one powerful enough to attract and keep 
dose to itself the cold iron of the human heart ; this the onfy 
kver potent enough to raise the san-saturated heart into an 
atmosphere of purity and moral healthfujbess. Ah ! our ohurd^s 
may boast of music, with its ''poetry of sound;" architectiire, 
with its " poetry of stone." There may be light falling artisti- 
odiy mellowed on the *' poetry of art," but if the subHmest, the 
sweetest poetry, the touching story of the Cross, "the story 
without an end, which angels love to hear," be not the preacher's 
theme, the heart remains untouched, *' all lonely still." TVne, 
there may be mechanical worship, gratification of the taste and 
thrilling of the senses, but " rvitk the heart man believea unto 
mtoatkn." 

" Jl^ke ^ifld asks bread, will the £ulkeT give him a ttonef " 
Bfcn 80, the heart adcs spiritual food, and carnal tfaiBgvwiilvet 
Mit-i mtiH hm does it need ssbstsact truths, cnlioany and eldbe- 
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ratelj propounded. It cares not about " orthodoxies*' 6r '^ hete- 
rodoxies ;* it understands not crude metaphysical speculations ; 
it craves a resting place from beleaguering sin, sorrow, and temp- 
tation, and the arid earth holds no pillow whereon the heart of 
the sinner may fold its weary wing ; nought but the love of 
Jesus can give this. 

Here then, we repeat, lay the secret of Courtenaye*8 success ; 
ever realising his covenant relationship with his Master, he 
preached not " his church,' but [Jesus Christ and Him cruci- 
fied ;** hence vast crowds followed his ministrations in the 
aanctuary, whQe many lingered about the entrance unable to 
find room within ; and though truth compels the admission that 
. a great portion of his flocK was poor and miserable, and the' 
sneering enquiry, ** have any of the ruUra believed on hmy** 
might have been made in his day, as it was of his Master eighteen 
centuries ago, yet even this disgrace increased his useAlness and 
popularity ; man^r an outcast Magdalene, and despised publican* 
entered into the kmedom, "loving much, because forgiven mudu'* 
Moreover, through his influence and exertions, shops once opened 
on the holy sabbath with a God defying effrontery, were one 
after another dosed. The humanizing ragged schools, Bible 
and other sodeties, found in the zedous pastor an untiring 
advocate ; but while he worked and sympathized with all who 
. bore his Master's image, there was one object above all others 
round which his compassions clustered, and that was the dis- 
paraged City Mission, and into its holy cause he threw his 
powerful energies, unflindiin^ before the covert sneer or the open 
ridicule. It presented to his expansive heart and prophetic 
judgment, an aggressive and heaven-suggested instrumentality 
for dosme the doors of our prisons, penitentiaries, and licensed 
resorts or crime ; a mighty barricade for arresting guilt in its 
avalanche course, and rescuing the sinner from the ''gnawing of 
the worm that never dies," and in lieu thereof, leading those 
wandering footsteps into the green pastures of pardon here, and 
into the shining ranks of those who have already 

** Trod the soft peace miii«h on the everlasting hills." 

Deeply respecting the world-embracing catholictiy of its 
spirit— to ''know nothing of sects, parties, or proselyting, but 
simply to strive to make we wicked holy, and the vicions useful 
-members of society — to carry the gospd into every garret and 
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edlir, and beseech men to be reconciled to God," he laid diit 
society on his heart. 

Look at yon felon peering his defiant eye through the cold 
bars that shut him out from the light of heaTcn, and aU the 
gracious influences of human compassion, and sympathy ; mark 
Uie hardened grin, the sullen scowl, the gallows-stamped brow. 
Ah, that *' crime encrusted thing" once nestled in its holy sleep, 
dose to the hills of God, so close that the angels' songs lulled it 
to its sweet repose, and the waving of their snowy wings guarded 
it from ill ; and now, what is it ?— a mere affair of '* mechanics, 
chemistry, physiology and corruption?'* Nay, that polluted 
casket holds a gem which might have sparkled in the crown, to 
wear which the Lord of Life swam through a sea of blood. 

Look once again ! Nay, sicken not, *tis thy fellow, and thou 
must meet in 



c< 



That d*7 for frhich!aU other days were medey" 



standing face to face ; speak a few kindly words. Ah ! does the 
bleared eye kindle and moisten at the long-forgotten word, 
" brother r 

'* He mip^t hare been .... 

What might be kot bare been, 

That rice encrusted, erime befettered tbinf , 

Had ofaiiBtian kindneis sunned bis raeant mind 

With beams of saored tmth f 

Even in the stoniest heart there are subtle links connecting it 
with the great family of Adam ; and though conscience has been 
seared by the burning iron sin till it has lost its power, still there 
are dior^ ot sympathy surviving the moral wreck, wanting only 
the kindled sweep to awaken its buried melody. 

Or, cast thine eye yonder, ye who rejoice in the holy tie of 
wifehood and motherhood, ^^seest thou that woman f* That 
woman at your very doors, all crime-polluted as she is, she too 
once nestled on a mother-bosom, close to the hills of God ; so 
dose that their ravishing melody lulled her to repose, and she 
smiled in her sinless sleep as the ministering an^ls whispered 
stories of Bethlehem's Babe and manger into the Jittle spirit-ear. 
What is she now ? Oh, mother, turn not away your eye loathingly ; 
let sympathy for the sinner blend with reprobation of the sih* 
Even a look of compassion for the fallen one may be the "small 
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aeed** destined to become a " great tree*' ; a glanoe fimm the eye^aC 
commisseration may win the lost one into the narrow- road. Otkl 
pity; but j sdge not 1 

^' What though he be the lowest of the base^ 
Or she, thy sister, vilest of the vile, 
Cast out as evil, loathed and spamed aside. 
Speaks there no mercy in thine heart the wfailel 
Thou knowest not, what varying forniB of ill, 
Grief, want, temptation, may have fram'd her lot ; 
Pause then, and till thou canst weigh these aright 
Pity thy Bister, help, but Judge her not— 

• 

It may be that around her browin youth 
No father s blessings, mother's prayers were shed ; 
It may be that all foul and evil words 
Were ever ringing in her ears instead. 
Prest by temptation, evil counsels round. 
Without one voice of God or JBeaven to tell, % 
Helpless and hopeless, sickened with despair, 
Is it much marvel that a iinner fell ? 

If thou art Christ's, thou knowest the bitter strife 
Of the new nature with the carnal will ; 
Oft hast thou fallen ; oft disowned thy Lord, 
Yet He restored thee, and upholds thee still. 
Thyself a pensioner at Meroy's gate. 
Standing in grace vouchsafed thee from above. 
Surely no word should ever pass thy lips 
Of others' errors, save in pitying love." 

Go then, missionary mother, and tell thy fallen sisters the touddng 
-story of the Cross ; point them to the mercy words, ^'womim, 
has no man condemned thee ? neither do I condemn thee ; go 
and sm no more," and if this will not mdt off the chams of 
hell, nothing will. The divine love-law must be the ''sweet 
constraint, that raises her sin-sick soul into a region of moral 
healthfulness. Oakum picking, and tearing food with the 
fingers,* and short allowance, and solitary confinement, and the 
shorn locks,f and coarse official taunts, and virtuous-looking 

• Of which more will be said hereafter. 

t In a penite|tiary, near which the author has been staying, it was tlie 

. eostom, and it may exist still, to cut off the hair, and so overwork tbcte 

'^unfortunates " that they had no time fur religions exercise ; no visiting 

minister or ladies to take any interest in them, and to encoorage them in 

the new and '* narrow road." The author's infonnant, who had held a 
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ilmd-^aam' mSi aerer do any good. And wko so meet to pour 
thfi ''oil. and wine" of tbe eospel of purdon and peace into the 
keaart of woman, as woman i Who could so well deal with all the. 
delioate maehinerj of that mysterious world within itself? Who 
could so tenderly bind the soft filament of sympathy round the 
rents sm and suffering have made ? Oh, gentle should be the 
plnmmet that seeks to sound its unfathomed depths ; and the 
iron hand of Iaw will never reach them. It is your work, 
Chiistian woman. Do not be robbed of your privilege. " The 
fields are white to harvest." Cast from you that simulation of a 
thrice-winnowed purity which shrinks from looking these terrible 
erSs in the face, and forbids your seeking these sad '* waifs of 
womanhood,'* and influencing their entrance into some of those 
mercy edifices for the cure of moral leprosy. Dash from you the 
diseased sentimentality which finds vent in a. cloud of sighs over 
mock sorrows and mock wrongs, ai^d go *' bind up the broken- 
hearted," pre-enjoying the blessed commendation ^* she has dom. 
%okat she couW No longer ignore your God assigned position, 
and limit the grand sphere of your influence. The mother-of- 
pearl chariot Social Progression,, though built after '' the pattern 
of heavenly things," still rotates, heavily, and will do so till you 
haniess yourselves to its shafts. *' Coine theuy for all things cars 
rsaiyS* Seest thpu that woman ? Turns she an imploring eye 
and trembling lip towards you ? '' Pass not by on the other side. 
Who is thy neighbour ? Is it not she who " fell among thieves " 
who robbed her of her innocence, and left her wounded, helpless, 
and nnpitied? ''Pass not by on the other side." That one, 
plucked from Satan's grasp, may be the small grain destined to 
become a mountain. Your smile, your kind word will do more 
to clear and cleanse our polluted highways than *' move on !" mul- 
tiplied millions upon millions. '' Oh 1 pass not by on the other 
side. May be her departed mother is among the " angels sent to 
minister*' to the fallen one, and watching with intense eagerness 

aitiiation in the above-named iDstitution, remarked, '* If the poor creatures 
wont in ignorant they went ont ignorant, and I am sure I should never 
have become reformed in such a place.*' Surely this is not treatment to 
vmkm the erring in lore with reform. Surely this is no gentle development 
of gMpcl teaching, and if these poor creatures were reai^penitents on the 
ftlling of the first repentant tear, there *' was joy in the presence of God" as 
their load of crime was sunk in *' the great red sea of the Sa?ionr's blood V 
How then can a committee of sinnera presume to perpetuate the memoiy 
of their crimes by pumebiag the poor perishing body for siasof the-will. 
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the bent of your mother-heart, the glance of your wife-eye. Let 
there be " jov in heaven over the repenthig sinner'' through your 
instrumentality now. May be, the striving of the Great Spirit is 
on you as these simple words arrest you, for ''foolish things are 
often chosen to confound the wise :*' quench it not. Will you 
stand in cold indifferentism, and see all the glory-work done by 
other hands ? Will you turn an adder ear to the voices abroad in 
the earth ? Nay, will you not walk in the footsteps of Him who 
never broke a bruised reed 7 Ah I if you will not come when 
''all things are ready,** how shall je meet Him for whom you 
you have done so little, when He did all for vou? 

" It is said, that in one of the mummies round in a pyramid a 
bulbous root was discovered, which, on being placed in the earth, 
bloomed and bore a beautiful but unknown flower," thus, in the 
human heart, apparently dead to all fiealthful influences, there ia 
one seed blown from the heavenly gamer by the breath of the 
Spirit, and it waits but the kindred touch, when it will expand and 
bear a bright flower, all unknown before amid its arid and sterile 
depths. 

Oh, sympathy ! thou art the true heart-logic that no subtle argu- 
ment, or profound reasoning, or lucid deduction can teadi; 
thou art not meek eyed pity, nor silver-voiced kindness, nor open- 
handed charity, but an exquisite concentration of the trinity in 
unity. 

Beautiful Bird of Paradise ! many a frosen heart has melted 
under the brooding of thy warm breast, and many a crashed 
spirit has kindled under thy beaming eye that would have been 
cast on the bleak shores of despair, to mourn and die unpitied 
and alone. 



At the advent of our zealous young pastor in the flourishing 
and populous town of D , the said mission was at a dis- 
count. The Anglo-Popish party threw frosen water upon it 
because it was another "dissenting affiur," and the people, innocu- 
lated with the gold epidemic, copied their spiritual teachers, and 
" cared for none of these things.'* 

At the first public meeting, where his voice pleaded in aid of 
its slender funds, its supporters consisted of the excellent 
minister from the " parent society" — and two others, of different 
denominations, amounting (including the town missionary) to 
FOUR followers of the first Divine Founder of missionsi, on 



WHAT DOES THE BABBLER SAY? 81 

the platfonn, and about twenty-five or thirty persons in the 
town-hiJl. * Bat in a short time his self-denying labour and 
prayers met their reward, and he had the satisfaction of seeing a 
warm interest spring up — the small heterodox seed became 
''a great tree, so that the fowls of the air may lodge in the 
branches thereof." Laying aside all petty sectarian feelings—- 
all minor man-made differences of creea — and standing upon the 
grand catholic basis of that unmistakeable Scripture, "ye are all 
the children of Ood^ hy fcdth in the Lord Jesus," the ministers 
of the various denominations followed the example of the young 
teacher, and heart-cheerins was it to see the great increase of 
supporters at the next meetmg. 

'fhe fruit of that gathering was seen in many a dying eye fixed 
on the sinner's Friend ; many a widow's heart leaping for joy» 
many a meal in the wretched hut, where small white faces peered 
anxiously at the almost forgotten loaf; many a son and daughter* 
of vice and wretchedness reclaimed ; many — but all the fruit of 
that gathering will only be seen at that tremendous gathering 
*' when the dead, small and great, shall stand before the great 
white Throne, and men shall be judged according to their 
works.'* " Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of 
these, ye have done it unto me." 

Few things showed more entirely the singleness of Courtenaye's 
purpose in the good cause than his large-heartedness ; not even 
the dark shadow of bigotry rested on his noble soul ; every man 
who loved his Master was his brother — ^no matter by what name 
known among men ; he read in his Bible of many '* churches" on 

* A fact which occurred lately in the populous town of C— — , favoured 
with fonr resident clergymen. Afew days subsequently a ''lecture on the 
Arctic regions'' was delivered (how suggestive !) when not only the same hall 
was crowded to excess, but the talented lecturer was supported by a large 
body of these reverend gentlemen ; and since that time a futile attempt has 
been made to turn out the good missionary on the plea that ** the church" 
was not fairly represented. Ah ! if men were half as anxious that the one 
true and only scriptural church — the church of Jesus Christ — should be 
'* fairly" represented, we shoald soon see a diflferent order of things, and not 
Satan's kingdom so fairly represented as it is. Surely we want a staff of 
thonongh Jeans Christ's men, wliose pass-word should be *' peace and good- 
wiU^ to all, not to a favoured few, which, as in the case referred to, the 
unholy ezdiement of party leal has stirred up strife and rancour, that all 
who are in earnest for the salvation of others must deeply deplore. If men 
"win do the worlcs of God," will not the doctrine soon be known whether 
it b HU or not V 
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enxtik, bat onlj of one in heaTen, a deaoription of which is give& 
bjF the Great Head himsdf — ^an assembly *^ who have washed ' 
their robes^ and made them white in the blood of the Lamb ;'' 
and as . singing their neiw soDg> ** thou waat slain^ and hast" 
redeemed. us to Grod> out of every kindred^ and tongue, and people 
and nation." He can see but. one distinctive mark the r e ■ • 
< washed m the blood of the Lamb !" Bores he make distinetioti 
where his Master has made none? Dares he [lay ^'aay other 
foundation than that is laid" for a title to heaven^ or plaoe a 
maormade rite before the Cross, trifltng with the salvation of 
souls for irrtiom his Master died ? 

And at last the City Mission flourished* Scmtillatiog with' 
beams reflected from the Sun of Bighteousaess it became a great 
rockj against, which the rude waves of bigotry and prejudice, and 
sectarianism beat in vain» rolling badi: in hoaise discordaiit 
murmurs. It remains Arm, for its foundatiana are in the everw 
hiUs. 

The little slip becomes a great tree^ watered by the dew- of 
heavon: 

It esmiol die, aad shall not be destroyed'. 

*' Like the stately palm in deserts and burning sands, no spot 
too barren for the glorious tree, for, dig down deep, and its roots 
are floating in pure crystal waters." 

Who among us shall estimate the mightiness of that power so 
finely termed ''moral electricity"-— influence? Who among ua 
has weighed it in the balance of the sanctuary ? Who dares say 
" I have none ?" Mother, a dewy eye at thy knee watches for 
thy reply. " Mamma, why did God let little Johnny die ?'* 

Child, thy bright mother bends over thy tiny form in its 
sleeping beauty to print a holy kiss. Startled, thy wee waxen 
fingers close softly over her jewelled hand. Mute appeal ! Can 
she leave this soul to be moulded for immortality to a stnuo^r's 
care? The diamond wreath is on the ground. Hours, *ersl 
devoted to the *' dance and the viol," now bear the inoense of 
prayer on their swiftly-moving wings. The heart of the strong 
man, too, is bowed. Behold, he prays. " Despise not the day of 
small things.'* Seconds are in league with Exbrmxty ! 
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CHAPTER IX. 



"Usfiir'WMolk'lHwd irto bv^cdiaptebiendM'iUoflis'cliiuMOtoilt «&d acticiiid 
nudiBg out in- beld and bzifht telief fhim ihidMrnmaBcmMH^ attMoiilg'«iid. 
uflaendiigfiot only. their own Aee'biiti«g^7ei»i<>coin«b!' 

TBEprece^i^ cbi{»ter, d^ar reader; chkmidss^dttie'oftHe ^'fine 
dobgs amoiig the samtft^' attd-^'newjfinigled' notions^' introduced 
into the good town of D-^--— «, of i^idi our <M aoquatntanee 
Br. Grenville has heen so lucid an exponent; henee^ wH^ Insv 
Bhmted, one-eyed views/ it will excite no stuprise*when we say* 
that he hated the author of theDer» "that medalihg ttethodisticad 
jadanapes Courtensjre/*^with no small amount of rancour; and 
that be looked upon his teachings as pretty nearly synonymous' 
^h cold soup' OP hlord claret, somewhat difficult of digestion ; he 
had, moreover, a mot uncommon way of applying' the opprobrium 
"methodistieal/* considering it the apex of cant, vulgarity, and 
ignoTsnce, to any and everything 'savouring of religion on a week- 
day, whether in asking a blessing on daily fbod, or attending a 
misaonary meeting. Likcmany more of his stereotype, the doc- 
tor never troubled himself by inquiring wkeretn the-** vulgarity'* 
of the " new-fangled'* teaching- lay ; and though most certain it is 
that frequently, after a florid discharge of his disgust^ when some 
iffllucky wight remarked in his presence on the reclaiming of a 
dnmkaid, the restoration of a fallen woman, or the convictions of 
some aged sinner through the instrumestaHty of the* young pas- 
tor, he felt an uncomfortable sensation abool that?' my serious 
Teg^on conscience, which might have been tmiskiled'<'£i it w^ 
vkh thyself t'*jtt he did not hate the cause of thiH' seniMtion, 

*'that canting knave, Gourtenaye," one whit the less ; bfit vHiilr 

o 3 
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the " canting knave*' respected all sections of the church, labouring 
\nth whomsoever did his Master's work, and ** leaving the rest to 
be settled in heaven," he did not '* belong" to that highlj influential 
and numerous portion of it, therefore liad no right to the name 
<< methodist" thrust on him so unceremoniously by Dr. Grenville, 
who, for reasons to be developed, his dissipated son had indoctri- 
nated pretty freely with ^' the goings on in the town." Perhaps 
few things could have better demonstrated the fact than his vitu- 
peration, that this one-idead man had never read a line penned by 
that faithful apostle to whom the sleeping piety of a marvellously 
apathetic age owes its awakenings, for, in truth, he knew about 
as much of the doctrine Wesley, happily for Protestantism, resus- 
citated, as he did of the Yedas of India, or the Laokuin of China, 
while it is more than probable that the persecution and intole- 
rance of the genteel party, of which he was a somewhat ultra 
specimen, was considered by his disciples in the town of D— — 
as rather a matter of self-gratulation than otherwise. Be that as 
it may, they neither prayed less or became fewer ; and here, as 
the circumstance appeeds emphatically to the fair sex, we beg 
pardon for introducing a highly suggestive illustration of the 
effect the dissemination of these '' dangerous principles" produced^* 
Once upon a time, in a rabid state of consternation lest the teach- 
ing of Wesley should get ahead, certain parties determined to 
carry a whole waggon load of the '' new heretics" before a magis- 
trate, to answer for their conduct; accordingly, a pretty fair 
sample was huddled together like cattle, and dragged before the 

magisterial presence of Mr. S ; but when asked by the 

worthy man (who was^evidently very •* slow," and not up to his 
work) '* what they had done ? " a deep silence ensued. This was 
a stand-point their accusers had never contemplated in their en- 
tbusiastic tilt against the ''new heretics;" thereupon a good 
deal of pleasant confusion and suspicious whispering took place. 
''What have they done?" again demanded the magistrate 
emphatically, '^ they must have done something to be dragged 
here." 

Another pleasant pause, when seeing their case about to be 
dismissed, with costs, one of the Progressionists, in the shape 
of an old man, pushed forward by his despairing party, ex- 
claimed, in trembling accents, 

'^ Why, 8«r ! why, sur I they pMends to be betterthan other 
people, and be a-prayin* from mornin' till night." 
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" But have they done nothing beside this t" demanded Mr. S — . 

A third pleasant confusion, and a breaking-up was apparently 
inevitable, when the old spokesman was again edged forward, 
and, with tears in his eyes, exclaimed : 

" Yes, sur, an' please yer wurshup/* they 've conyarted my 
wife!" 

" Convarted your wife ! *' said his innocent worship, " what do 
you mean by that I " 

** Why, sur, do ye see, before she went among them 'ere 
' eretics,' she used to go a swearin' and a hoUerin' about the 
house IHc a mad ooman, and now she's as quiet as a lamb.*' 

'^ Carry them back ! carry them back I and let Mr. Wesley 
*oonvart* all the women in the county!" shouted the worthy 
magistrate. 

Now evidently our friend the doctor had not in* imagination 
followed this working disciple of his working Master into the 
black pits of ignorance and infamy among the colliers in Kings- 
wood and in the mines of Comwall,^ and heard him, amid insult- 
ing ribaldry and brutalized intolerance, meekly and tearfully 
b^eching men to be " reconciled to God." Evidently he had 
never thought of his eighteen thousand converts from the power of 
sin and Satan unto Grod, and his forty thousand sermons ; his weary 
rides and painful walks on his mercy mission, *mid summer heat 
and winter cold, 'mid ovations of stones and peltings of mud. 
These were hcts, smd facts the doctor had no great reverence for. 



The painful event recorded in our sixth chapter produced a 
powerful impression on the minds of all parties in the town of 

D ^ and as the faithful ministers of the gospel, ever on their 

watch towers to proclaim in the city " what of the night," seized 
the terrible warning addressed to aU alike, aged or young, con- 
verted or unconverted, ^Tbepare to meet thy God 1 " 
careless souls were arrested ; the undecided dave to the little 
flock, and at midnight, from many smitten hearts the cry went 
up, ** LoBD, save ! or I perish.^ 

'* God moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform." 

Perhaps no one had felt the death of the poor girl more 
intensely than our old acquaintance, Mary, to whom a simple dr- 
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cimistaii^ ()U8t ifuiLeBqui^ a]»Qu1^aomeJ&awer-roots)hadiQixo- 
duced her; hence the ccmuneneemeDt of .a.&ieudship leading to 
isuch in^ortant : results ; the seared, ibroken h^ast of Elmor, 
yearning for S3rmpath7/; found it in its most winning form 
.in the young creature to whom she clung with, a child-like trust 
«nd love, that went straight to the gentle heart, " skilled in the 
beau4dfi4Iwi9dam of miuisterijig to the sorrows, of others.'' True 
it is, this sympathy on Mary's part sprung rather &om.a. natural 
kindness, and tenderneiss pfieeU^g, going out impulaively to. any 
direct of sorrow or want, dum from. any regard. to the teachii^ 
of the gospel, ^^W0ep with those who weqt." Tnie.itis.that no 
humUe imitation of the*(xreat Sympathizer was the mative-power 
by which: she ^'went about doing good," but she jdid not feel less 
t>n this account, while had love to Him been the ''sweet can- 
attaint" it wquld have invested her beii^g^with^ dignity b^ond 
that of. angelic intelligences. Some time had elapsed ere fihe could 
fulfil .her promise to Mrs. Leslie, by iuccompanying her to hear 
her favourite Gourtenaye, of whom, meanwhile, she had been told 
many things — strange, if true — and if not true, stranger still ; such, 
as Jiis i3on-like attention to the personal wants of the poor bereaved 
. grand&ther of the .dead girl ; his selecting the quiet nook in an 
adjacent village churchyard, wherein to |ay the broken-hearted 
for her quiet rest ; his ordering a stone to mark the spot, that 
the old man may see some one cared for his shattered idol, and of 
his supporting ihe tottering form on his strong arm as they Ibl- 
' lowed tiie mangled remains to their '' long home,'* and spending 
nearly the whole night in endeavouring to reason with, and 
\calm Imn ater the i^eral ; of the shaking among the " dry 
. bones" that had JfoUowed his solemn address on the succeeding 
ssabbath, which bad been listened to with deep emotion by mem- 
ber from di£S»rent denominationB in the town ; of tiie serious im- 
pBession it had. awoke, and the prejudices it had swept away ; — 
aud Mary listened to all with, a feeling of pleasure not mudi in 
,mMSon with her preeonceived ideas of '* never liking any preadiers 
:b«t those of her 9wn church/' 



''Miss Grenville," said Xeslie, shaking her warmly by the 
hand as she rose to receive him, '' Julia has sent me to see if 
yoiLaie. still extant; she has been wcndering wheUier you have 
decided on takifg the veil, and have been pienaring for your 
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novkaate hj abseating jourself from the ^ pomps and vanities' >6f 
Jierwidsed society.'' 

<^How very kind of your little wife," Mary replied, '' to send 
you oniiadbt a merciful enrand. I am not so world-aweary aff 'to 
absent myself just yet from it ; but bow is it you are alone ? Is 
ahcqake well ? " 

'SQniie'welll but. a little fussy about baby, wbose disease faas 
if diiTpd itself in the shape of a pimple on his fat ohin» and tlie 
gode -mfe tbiakBi it her bounden duty to pendulate betwem 
meaales and amatt^pox, to the no small discomfort of yonr 
i^dient servant, "replied Leslie, with mock gravity. 

*^ Her anxiety does not seem . to afPect you much," saidMary, 
0m3iiig. She airaady felt less depressed than she had done for 
wpne days> amused at the serio-comic tone of her friend. ** But 
JsDcnaldieaUyill?" 

" Oh, no !;nothing in the world but Julia's fancies ; yon know 
'what an ingenious self-tormentor she is if my Httle finger ISeds 
ibint, or baby wieezes more than his prescribed number of 
times in a day. I must not, though, forget my message ; she 
desires me to tell you she very much wishes you to accompany 
us to hear Gomrtenaye this evening — of course, if you have free 
toleration from the doctor ; and I must not forget to add, that you 
-are to* remain and spend the evening with us. . My brother I^pod 
will bring Courtenaye back to tea." 

Mary coloured as she replied, *^ It seems as if something is 
destined to prevent my acceding to Julia's wishes; unfiNrta- 
jntdy, papa has three or four gentlemen coming to dine .with 
him to-day, and you know he does not Hke me to be absent firbm 
table." 

^*It does seem unfortunate,*' remarked Leslie, who had 
teen the colour mantle on Mary's cheek,and, man-like, attributed 
it to the wrong cause. *^ I hope, dear Miss Grenville, you have 
not suffered yourself to be prejudiced agunst our excellent young 
friend, for I feel assured if you JLuew how incessantly he labours." 
■ ■*'* Oh no," hastily^^intermpted Mary, " indeed, I am not preju- 
diced against your friend ; I think him an excellent young nan, 
and had a lecture fiom papa last night for taking his part 'whan 
John was ridiculing him; pray do not think me^so bigoted as 
j&at," she added, between a smile and a sigh. 

** I should be grieved to think anything but most kindly of 
you," answered Leslie, with a look of deep intereat, fi>r he 
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that Mary was not quite herself, *' I am sure you will ever sym* 
pathise with the right and the true ; hut wifey will take up the 
initiative/' he continued in a gay tone, *' and lecture me for not suc- 
ceeding hetter in my self-imposed diplomacy, what am I to say f " 

" Tell her it would give me pleasure to comply with her wishes^ 
but I could not be ready by seven, for though we dine an hour 
earlier than usual, because Sir Henry has such a long drive to reach 
home, it would scarce give me"— ^she stopped as if considering 
the practicability of yielding to a very secret and subtle desire she 
felt to hear once more the tones of that magnificent voice whose 
echo lingered in the corridors of her memory, spite of her 
orthodoxy and school prejudices. 

^' If you think you could be spared we would wait mitil a 
quarter past seven for you ? " Leshe enquired. *' It is one of oar 
old fashioned crochets always to be in our places before the ser-^ 
vice commences, but I will wait for you this evening if you 
think you can possibly accompany us. May I tell Julia 'Yes V " 

" 1 think perhaps I could be ready by a little after seven. Do 
you all walk ? " Mary asked. 

** We do generally," replied Leslie, " but if you wish it I 
will have the horses put to, and we will drive to church." 

** By no means," replied Mary, ^* the distance is so trifling ; if 
you will kindly be here a little afler seven I will with pleasure 
accept your escort." 

" And, of course, you will remain the rest of the evening, and 
send your new music t " Leslie enquired. -4 

^'1 will remain," she answered, ** but Julia's music will be suffi*- 
dent ; I have scarce sung a Hne the last ten days, and have 
nothing new." 

** That will never do," remarked Leslie, ** you must not neglect 
your music and singing ; Fred declares your rendering of 
' Must I leave thee,' makes him feel just as he did some dosea 
years ago, when his mother left him with his eyes full of tears 
at school after the long hohdays ; and Courtenaye says yours is 
the sweetest voice he ever listened to, and he is passionately 
fond of music ; but pray do not blush so bewitehingly-— you are 
a true woman — ^not insensible to admiration I see.'' 

'* If I did blush," Mary remarked, feeling all the while terribly 
gailty, "it was for you; how could you get up such a ready 
made compliment, a^d stand proxy for Mr. Ck>urtenaye| who 
has never heard me sing." 
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" HaB he not J Well then, he or Fred must be the impromptu 
stoiy-teller^ for I am sure I heard the latter say so ; at least, I 
believe I did.** 

Mary remained, some time after Leslie left, in deep thought.-— 
Where could Mr. Courtenaje have heard her sing ? Why should 
he hare named it to Fred Leslie ? Then she takes a retrospective 
glance of the heaps of black-coated, white-gloved nonentities who 
have surrounded her, when at the piano, for *the last three 
months ; hut she is sure his quiet face was not among them, and 
e(mcludes,1 Terj unwillingly, that " there must be a mistake 
somewhere." 
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CHAPTEfiX. 

** For Prejudice had been in tratb. 
An antiqaarian from his youth. 
And any rubbiflh, so 'twas told. 
To his chaotic hoard he rolled." — ^LIOON. 

Sir Henry Woodford admired Mary exceedingly, and would 
baye laid his warm heart and affluent fortune at her feet, but his 
years more than twice doubling hers, he thought, with the 
sensible song, that 

*'May and December conld never agree." 

" If I were forty years younger, I would not bring into the 
lists a faint heart to contend for so fair a prize !" said he gaily, 
as Mary rose to bid him farewell, soon as politeness sanctioned 
her doing so : and, in truth, never had she looked a " fairer 

Erize'' than at the moment when she gracefully withdrew her 
and from the admiring baronet, exclaiming, ''You must not 
learn to flatter me, dear Sir Henry, or I shall lose one of my best 
friends!" and passing over to her father's side, she printed a kiss 
on his forehead, and said, " I am going to-night with the Leslies 
to hear Mr. Courtenaye, dear papa, if you can spare me, and re- 
main the after-evening with them ; yon remember you gave me 
leave some time since, but I have never availed myself of it V* 

''There you go! Courtenaye again!" exclaimed the docto 
good-humouredly (after dinner being always his best time), '*I 
have a good mind to say you should never step inside." — 

'' Hush ! hush I darling papa," whispered Mary, pladne her 
palm playfully before his Ups, " don't let Sir Henry see what a 
spoilt child I am," and looking towards the latter, she pleaded^ 
*' Do, dear Sir Henry, take my part !" 
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" Let her go ! M bnr go* Ghrenville !" said the baroaet in a half- 
remonstratingy half-beseeching tone; ''you may trust her any* 
where ; * to the .pure all .things are piure/ you know !" 

'^Wdl^ then^ for this onee» saucy &ce!" repUed the doctor, 
^l^v^g^cf^ii her flushed cheek, ''just to obUge Woodford, but 
mmd, don't come home canting texts of Scripture on all ocea- 
oons in ai^f^rt of your y^piriesy or by George Til lock you " — 
botsbe was gone. 

'' What an angelic creature she is !" exclaimed Sir Henry. 

''Well encw^!" gcmted the doctor with a pleased look. 
''What do you ;tfaiak of this vine?" and he tried to look 
threugb a gkss of -Madeira, that wonld >ha¥e rivalled the cele- 
bnted Faleniian,;andhffireaet«nu>nkiahiips a-loiiging. 

".BxiselleptI" was^ir Henry^s curt refily, for hiis thou^ts 
hi foUowed Abe wioningi Fiaion that had just dapasted. 



Henxy Leslie met Mary, accompanied .1^ a footman, hastening 
towards .faia house ; and tflJcing her arm under his, he said, " We 
are in excellent tame, but Jjjdui and Fred did not wait, because 
they were not sure of the pleasure of your company." 

"Does your brother always accompany you on Wednesday 
evenings?*' asked Mary, 

" Tes, and there is generally a majority of young men at these 
lectures, and I like to see it ; I wish all ministers would preach 
once on a week-day ; and if they make their message worth 
hearing they will ncTer want hearers." Leslie replied. 

"But do you think, as a general thing, if all churches were 
<^>ened for preaching in the week they would be as well attended 
as that of your friend Mr. Courtenaye ?" demanded Mary. 

"I have no doubt of it whatever," answered Leslie, ".and the 
hest proof is, that wherever the custom has been adopted by any 
denomination of Christian ministers, the success has been signal ; 
and no wonder" he added ^with seriousness, " that those who are 
tnvelling the * straight and thorny road,' should rejoice to find 
a haltiug.place amid life's cares and sorrows, where they can for 
a few ,moments escape from them, and take a fresh view of 
heaven's glories, thereby gaining strength for the race." 

Mary scarcely understood what ihe terms "straight road'* 
meant, but she remarked, " It would seem that all men have not 
jonr Mr. Courtenaye's persuasive eloquence, or why are so 
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many of our churches empty even on Sundays^ and so much 
preaching to empty benches V* 

''AH men may not possess Courtenaye's eloquence, but all 
men haye the same Grospel to proclaim to their congregations ; 
and I believe that, just in proportion as they preach that, their 
ministry will be blessed, and no farther. The crying want of the 
age is a realli/ spirit-moved ministry — ^men feeling their own 
strength, and therefore able to make others feel it»" Leslie 
answered. 

" There appears to be more bickerings and worldliness than 
ever among religious professors, and really, instead of the 
heathen testimony to the power of truth, 'see how these 
christians love one another,' the remark would be sadly just, 
' see how these Christians hate one another,' " Mary observed. 

"Yes," answered Leslie, "your remark is too true; and 
if, instead of men wasting Uieir strength on puny discussions over 
childish superstitions, calculated to lower the dignity of their 
office, and bring their teaching into public contempt, we had a 
ministerial brotherhood, who, having caught the loving spirit 
of their Master, yearn with passionate sympathy to 

** Clasp the uniTene and keep it warm,'* 

we should soon see the genial flowers of love and peace put forth 
their beauty, unnipped as they now are by the bitter blasts 
of sectarianism and controversy. 

Mary made no reply; perhaps she did not hear — for they 
drew near to the church— and, with all her efforts, she could 
not keep her heart in its normal beating ; it wovM go fast. 

The service had just commenced, and they had to push their 
way towards Leslie's seat, Mary being utterly surprised at the 
still-increasing congregation. It was novel to her to see every 
available post or corner, or aisle, filled with an attentive face, 
while numbers thronged the entrance unable to enter. 

There is ever a solemnity waking deep emotion in the sight of 
a vast multitude obeying the will of an orator, as a wood waves 
to the controlling breeze ; and Mary— all unprepared for such a 
scene — clung to Leslie's arm, every pulse thrillmg as the rich, 
deep tones of Courtenaye commenced that beautiful hymn 
of Hart's— 

" Come ye linnen poer and wretebed. 
Come! 'lia meiojr'a weleome kow, 
JtkUM ready atanda to aave joa. 
Foil of lore, and full of power.* 
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Bat her emotion deepened as the words, borne aloft by hundreds 
of Toicea in well-tuned harmony, swept afresh over her heart, and, 
unable to control her feelings — ^already overtaxed by haste and 
ezdtement--tears fell fast on the book she held, while ^Mrs. 
Leslie anxiously enquired if she was ** not well.** 

Assuring her she was " quite well ; only a little stupid ; and it 
would go off directly," Mary struggled to repress her feelings, 
and after a few moments her gifted voice was mingling with the 
others in this beautiful overture of redeeming love. 

Courtenaye preached from ** We pray you m Chrisfs stead he ye 
reconciled to Ood," and the earnestness with which he pleaded his 
Master^s cause, convinced his hearers that he was powerfully 
impressed, not only with the vast importance of his sacred work, 
but also felt the presence of Him who " Where two or three are 
gathered together" in His name is in their midst ; and he urged 
them by all the solemn realities of a fast-coming eternity to close 
with the offers of mercy *' While it is called to-day," and to hide 
themselves in the cleft of the smitten Rock ere the hurricane of 
wrath swept over the impenitent and unbeheving. 

He dilated on the wondrous love of the Father that ^' spared 
not His only Son, but freely gave Him up for us all, even while 
we were yet sinners,'' eiidforcing in ^ all its universal freedqm 
and amplitude the complete justification of the repentant sinner 
in Him; and when he dwelt on that precious and perfect 
sympathy with the sufferings and sorrows of humanity, which, 
m>m the manger, with its helpless moan, to the cross with its cnr 
of desertion, was the burden and passion of the Saviour s 
existence, roug^ hands dashed away the stranger-tears, gracious 
influences stole into granite hearts, — hearts that huply " went to 
mock, but remained to pray," and as Jesus of Nazareth went by 
in mental view many a leper cried out, "Son of David, have 
mercy onmeT 

Ever remembering the dark prison where his own soul lay 
chain-bound, ere the angel struck off his fetters, the preacher 
nerer launched^ the fiery reproof or bitter accusation against his 
brother sinner, knowing man could neither be lectured out of 
Hell nor terrified into Heaven ; hence he argued, as man to man, 
** subject to like infirmities," " Why will ye die ? " 

But while he felt the tenderest concern for the sinner, he did 
not " prophesy smooth things" for the sin : he never hesitated to 
unmask hypocrisy, or to warn of false confidence : he quailed not 
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before pride or rank, nw stood abftshed befbre power or talent ; 
he had a message from* God> and he wonM deliver it, despite* 
men and devils. ^ 

Mary was delighted, as well as surprised, at the close of tite 
service, to observe the reeiprocal feeling existmg between Gour<^ 
tenaye and his flock, among whom he did not move as some 
mysterious ideal — some lesser deity too far removed fW>m'everp 
day life, to hold sympathies in common wtdi those aronnd Inm, 
or a choice medisevsd stained glass among household pots and 
pans. He had' a ready smile [and a word of exhortation for the 
yonng; a shake of the hand and an' encouraging precept forih^ - 
grown. 

To a frail fdrm, whose tottering • tread told of "tibiee* Scotl- 
and ten/' he offered his arm, and placed her in her wheel^cfaair; 
with the respect and tenderness of a child. Ah ! he* knows 'the 
aged one has recently buried' her only son, and' thMr this is 
her first absence fit)m her desolate hearth since her 'treasure wfis 
borne away ; perhaps, too, he remembers his otcm'dead mother, 
and her cold hand on his boy brow; 

"Mrs. LesKe, — aw— • how is it— -aw-— that your fhTCnrnte* 
ptveachati' — aw — always has so many aw— aw— mocnr of the 
' weakouT sex'->-aw — to listen to his lediauTS — aw?" enquired a 
rising young militia-man, powerful in self-glorification and' in the 
superiority of his sex over the " weakaw," of whom, including his 
mother and sisters, he delighted to speak as "necessary evils," 
to say nothing of his proficiency in drawling, damaging, and 
distorting the Queen's English, ''as if the three graces of 
language" hung upon the three D's. 

'^ Is it so V asked Mrs. Leslie smiling. '* I fancied the listeners 
were tolerably balanced, but let me reply to your question by 
another : " How is it that so great a majority of the ' stronger 
sex' are to be found in places of abomination 7*^ 

".Well — weally — aw — aw — I nevati; thought of that — aw — aw. 
— How do you account — aw— foM; it ?" asked the gallant youth. 

'' Possibly because women possess a keener appreciation of the 
sublime, yet simple majesty, of Gospel teaching as set forth 
so powerfully by my young friend, or because they turn with 
instinctive loathing from those amusements and resorts that 
debase human kind," remarked Mrs. LesUe. 

<<Aw — I nevati; thought about this — aw — youour ideate is* 
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p— wti gia a Mty -a w^'Hdewitg 1-^my sister Qawtum At - aw " p itehcry 
into me — aw — because I cant — ^aw — help leninning doim, tiUj'* 
wsinen— «w<»— ow — but I — aW— >-(vigofoiitiy cavessmg, hm pro- 
spective moofltaebe a»if inyokmg an idfia)»*-^wiui3li Mss. Leriiet 
kmdbr supplied, br remarking^: compaMwnafedy : 

'^Sunning dom^illy women,; as. joo t^fmit^ sdena;to me anv 
unnatiiTal dirorce fnnn right fet^g^asd manly dignity* Sdppose»: 
we wen ta retanr the:oompllinent|>Aad dtscoantenanee' aA*th&: 
sffljr young men ?" 

''Aw — ^aw — I mnst say good momin§»-4nr'-«kiad. uiega»da:t& 
Jjts&B^** replied the youth indastiionslynibbliDg the agate erDok 
of hjyriender walkk^istick* between : the paoaes of ina?'*^*^^— *— ^^' 



"'Whal; extremely^odd things' yenn'Mn Cofartenaye('^eeBp.Mrs&;^ 
Leslie !" exclaimed an ultra^fashionable young lady;. ^'I.hnavdhsv. 
absidiitdly carried poor oHL Mrs. Mmkton. in his asms alii down 
the aisle to her chair, aadihen went honefaad tookAJug-of asapi;^ 
to blind Sally ; and because there was no^onedn the^^way,. Mther^ 
with i^ and then read her to sleep*" 

*'Yes/' chimed' in her younger sister, ''papa was toid fiirau 
fact, that he spends hours and. hours at the grave of the girl who<^ 
thsew herself out of window, and has ordered a beautiful, monn-^ 



that will cost [^500 to be erected, to her memory, witii 
a dore in the claws of a falcon on it. ETery one says he was 
in love with her, and that's what makes him so quiet \" 

"Yes," again s^oke out the elder gossip, and Mr. Choker^ tlie< 
curate of St. Clement's, toldjpapa his sermons were * quite bias-' 
phemous/ though he doesn't believe he composes them himself $ 
but pa declares that tis all jealousy * because no one goes to 
St. Clement's when Mv. Choker preaches; they all go to bean 
Mr. Courtenaye, who isn't half so clever as the curate either; 
everybody says so !" 

"Is that aU?" asked Mrs. LesHe. 

"Oh dear, no!" said tiny gossip, "Sidney Johnson tdd 
brodier 'Gus that he heard him fhims^f say in the pulpit the 
odier night that he 'wished men worked for a penny a^day; 
as they did a long time ago, for then he should stand a chanos of 
getting, a new coat — he wanted one bad enough ;' and diat 
Dr. Grenville was so annoyed with his daughter for deserting her 
own church, as she has done for months past, and running after 
him^ that they had high words about it» and he has locked her 
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in her bedroom eTer since^ not even allowing her to walk in the 
grounds !" 

" Your informant must resort to his imagination for] his facts, 
I think/' said Mrs. Leslie, laughing. " Miss GrenviUe is at this 
moment in my nursery with Donald! Is he not imposing on 
your credulity?" and she looked archly in her face. *<I am 
a^aid he will find it so elastic, that by-and-by he will oyerstrain 
it, and then it will never return to its legitimate dimensions." 

'' I am sure I don't belicTe half he says," replied the young 
fashionable, blushing deeply. 

''Only as much as suits you," observed her sister with a 
mischievous look : '' you know Mr. Courtenaye is Sidney John- 
son's especial bugbear, because Fanny Russell declares he is 
the handsomest man in the town of D ' ' , which makes 
Sidney jealous, as he likes her very much." 

At this moment, Mary entered, or imagination fails in con- 
juring up the extraordinary " sayings and doings," attributed in 
polished circles to the self-denying young pastor. 

After the usual interchange of courtesies, Mrs. Leslie took up 
the thread, or rather the knotty points of the conversation, 
thinking it right to contradict the false reports. 

'' I can assure you, my dear Miss St. John, the reports you 
have heard of Mr. Courtenaye are wholly false; he is too much 
impressed with the dignity of his mission to jest while delivering 
it. But why do you not hear for yourself? Why repeat on 
hearsay?" 

''Oh I pa would never forgive me if I deserted our owm 
church," she replied, sheltering her own sectarianism behind the 
'^'pa would'nt like it" of one of the kindest fathers in the world, 
of whose wishes she took a most microscopic view whenever 
it suited her to walk over them. 



Hush, malignant Envy, and eyeless Prejudice, and hundred- 
tongued Slander, Hush ! The earthen vessel thy waves and 
billows are dashing against is filled with heavenly treasure, 
and will ride triumphant over every breaker into the desired 
haven. 

'^ OOD ivill hide km m His tabemaclefrofn the strife of tongues/* 

" And he has left, 
Deposited upon the silent shore 
Of memory images and precious thoughts 
That shall not die — and cannot be destroyed.*' 
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** Did you like the sermon, dearest?" enquired Mrs. Leslie of 
Ifary, who, having flung off the ample shawl she had hastily 
thrown over her rich dinner dress, stood very carefully arranging 
her hair in the former's dressing room. 

*^ Tes,** she replied, '* there is something very different in 
Mr. Courtenaye's preaching to that I am accustomed to ; is he 
always so' earnest and impressive ?" 

^ Yes^ in the pulpit,^ replied her friend, <* and I am sure you 
win like him in the home circle ; he is one of the most cheenu], 
well-informed men of our acquaintance ; and so fond of my boy ! 
He says there can be no heart-home where there are no wee 
▼<nces nor pattering feet, and his large^ loving, refined nature 
hoards such a wetdth of sympathy and affection,, that he is 
quite a social Croesus.'' 

'^He seems quite your beau idecUy Julia," said Mary, with a 
smile ; ** I wonder Henry never wears the flower of jealousy." 

" O I my Harry likes him as w8il as I do, and well he may, 
for he was instrumental in influencing his undecided views, and 
inducing him to cast in his lot with God's people ; but setting 
aside this, it is impossible to see the consistency of his conduct 
without admiring him." 

'^ I am afraid he is on the road to Hero-worship," replied 
Maiy. *' Won't you have his portrait in all your rooms shortly?** 

'^ I do not apprehend any danger on that head accruing to 
my fiivourite," she answered ; ** where regard and affection 
spring from the right motive towards a faithful pastor, there 
will be no room for Hero-worship ; and if we regard with 
peculiar feelings the physician whose skiU and solicitude have 
healed our bodily infirmities, may we not equally value those 
who have administered to our spiritual necessities? Beside, 
all our friend's actions spring from one motive, which is neither 
a short-lived emotion or sentiment of the fancy, but a fixed, 
calm, xmdecaying principle— -love to his Master; recognising 
this, and no one can fail to do so, what danger can he be in 
from creature-worship ? I really do not believe he ever does a 
thing from a motive inferior to this or secondary to it ; much 
less from abstract ideas of what is ' lovely, and of good report,' 
but from the one abiding principle.*' 

^ Then you think him perfect ?" remarked Mary. 

'' I did not say or imply so much," answered Julia. 
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^M will D^peat my own Hair/fl woxds, wiih 'whioh ke 'pre- 
ia«ies<all.li]s aviateur leotures, wken I am Vezed with iovr okm^y 
lor.tbe.lieaitle88 indiflferenoe they hetrs^y towards myfinreaslte 
socielj) the Town MLssioi^"— 

''Thebett df menave btti mentt'iieit;' 

V 

but come, little caviller, I shall see y<manc9phyte.yet^^^<in ahi^ll 
Judge for youfself/' and she led the wagrto the drawvppfioom 
mSuffce the yonnig men were assembled. 
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xiiuiPtmxi, 

In Memnon's harp of yore? 
What Bpirit on its viewless ^way^ 
'AloDg^e'lVlleli ^raen shore'? <'*-^H»iciare. 

"^Mifls Gbsnyillk^ Mr. Gourtenaje,*' sud^'Mrs. Leslie, ms he 
tdimsed to . meet ihem on ; timt wi^xvag the drawii;^-i^oin« 
^riucb« wiSSkt .aur.moiem tepoaitones for :^'imtene anil .12^^ 
with theane-touchez-jMS smUe/ seemed resHy^WQofvitaUe.eiiaiu^ 
to "Ure in." ' 

'M hayehadtbe pleasure of meeting your MfiAdbefor^^.n»y^ear 
Mrsa XfisUe^juid fenewjny .acquaintanee with mueh satMaction*'' 
said CourteiuiT^j. shaking hands with Maiy^ as! he enquired-— 
" I hope you are quite recoYeredfrom.yourJU^ indi8po8ij;ioo^ and 
that Dr. Grenyille is well f ' 

" Papa is quite well, and I have recoTered i^y.uaual health'' 
replied Maiy, with A blushing smile. 

''I was AotAwaie you had.beeniU».dacling,^Vob8er^Mi8. 
Leslie. 

'* Only a . tronUesome cold, And I cannot imagine who oauld 
haTe amused themselves by reporting so trifling a cuBeumataQOfv" 
Maiy answered. 

" How did YOU hear of this Rifling curfiiimatancfu Mr* Gow* 
tenaye ? "" asked Sbs. Leslie. 

" From one ^f Miss. Grenville's ancient .protfyA^*\ be rqdiad, 
nniling ; and his easy manner remoTed from Mary's miQ^A alifht 
dqpreeof embarrasament ^she felt at the remembrance ^of tbnr 

k2 * 
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last meeting in the old woman's cottage, as well as a secret con- 
sdousness that he knew of her dislike to any church or preacher 
hut her own ; and thus, at perfect ease in the delightful circle of 
her friend's family, she shone with her usual brightness, capti- 
Tsting all with the depth and ferrour of her feelings, the extent and 
Tarietj of her acquirements, and the enthusiasm of her poetic tem- 
perament. Perhaps she never appeared to greater advantage than 
on that evening. They talked of Paris, Vienna, Rome, traveUine 
again over hill and valley, comparing favourite reminiscences and 
scenes ; in short, all seemed to mutually exert themselves for the 
pleasure of each other, — and when did ever that fail to produce 
"ancflTect?" 

But Mary's exquisite voice was the magic key that unlocked all 
hearts, and producing that intense sense of enjoyment with a 
kjndred '' few," wluch the ''many" cannot feel. 

** What a mysterious powcj^ music possesses over the soul," re- 
marked Mrs. Leslie, breaking the deep silence following Mary's 
lait gush of harmony ; ''it seems as if a bare combination of 
wires or strings eould not produce such deep emotion, or awaken 
such heart-movings." 

"The same idea has frequently occurred to me," remarked 
Gourtenaye ; " do you recollect the Hindoo explanation of this 
mysterious influence 7 " 

" No I pray tell us I" said Mrs. Leslie. 

'" Thqr say," rejoined Gourtenaye, " that music is the spirit- 
language in which souls held converse in a former disembodied 
state, and that when we listen to it, it revives a dim and shadowy 
recollection of a holier state, refining and elevating heavenward 
the mind, and, for the moment, setting it free from the matter 
which encumbers it." 

" What an exquisite conception ! " exclaimed Maiy. " How 
full of poetry ! It seems that all nations, however remote or 
barbarous, possess some peculiar ideas and knowledge of music, 
as if, wherever the human voice is heard, it follows almost as a 
necessity." 

" One and the same thing, iair lady," said Fred Leslie, look- 
ing admiringly at Mary, " no human voice, however harsh, but 
it awakens melody in some heart, and, Ariosto, you recollect, 
even talks about the 'harmony of horror,' while some other 
poet tells us, — 

' Allditeord is but harmony not underrtood.'" 
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"The sort of 'hannony' so well understood by an Indum 
prince at the Opera, who bravo'd lastily, and exhibited signs of 
uproarious -delight when the orchestra was 'tuning,' and went 
fast asleep as soon as the overture began/' said Henry Leslie 
laughing. 

"I say^Hal!" exclaimed Fred Leslie, '^ I wonder how the 
Hindoo metaphysicians get over the difficulty arising from the 
(Bct that some people remain as unmoved at the sound of the 
sweetest music as an Egyptian mummy, and cannot tell the dif- 
ference between the 'Dead March in Saul,' and ^Yankee 
Doodle.' I suppose these bipeds never had any souls from first 
to last" 

"Two or three swallows do not make a summer, Fred," 
rq>lied his brother, gaily ; " your proposition goes for nothing.' • 
"Or the Hindoos may tell you your cases are the exceptions, 
not the rule," observed Courtenaye, smiling, " but I quite agree 
with you, tl&ere is no music so sweet as the human voice—do 
yon not think so. Miss Grenville 7 " 

" I scarce know/' she replied, " we feel so different as circum- 
stances vary." 

" According to the clearness of your soul's vision, or the alti- 
tude of your disembodied soaring/' laughed Fred, with a sly 
look at his brother, whose mind had been plentifully stored with 
tales and stories of " things unreal," by iiis old Scotoh nurse, 
in his Highland home, and formed a contrast to that of the gay 
speaker, who possessed a good dash of the matter-of-faotness her 
longing to the substantial and real, characterizing his countrymen. 
" Perhaps," remarked Mary, gaily, " we may* as well retain 
that idea until you can give us a better as to the origin of this 
mysterious flower ; at any rate, the susceptibility to it is not 
confined to persons of a romantic and poetic temperament, but we 
find it in those whose minds were imbued with strength for the 
most arduous undertakings, and whose capability of endurance no 
hardships could undermine." 
" Name ! name I " exclaimed Fred, gaily. 
" Well, as one instance," repHed Mary, " do you recollect the 
anecdote of Luther 7 When once overwhelmed with deep sadness, 
he lay stretehed on the floor of his cell, insensible for many 
hours ; and after his friend Eamberger had vainly tried every 
effort to ronse him, the young boys began to chaunt a soft 
anthem, their blended voices acted as a charm upon the poor 
monk, and he rerived." 



**Oii vmSkm ym know tlve rest," UMgheM^Md^ghuMnng 

«*'Miii<€rrcivfiilet»iild<g;m7oa tt wM^-htt^ df • p wMd U itt i tf t 
skirdMugbtit wortii w)i^joa«atfneiilMlow/' remarked Henrys 
Leslie, in the same gay strom, "beside poets, philosopher/ add 
a]l< kiMiMo^^genins mkohttp^h^iwi to wls'iH^tefiMM infiifteiM^ ; 
fiWtaimple^ M8lon;idfiim; Lord'BteoD^ Ji^ui^leiiy Cumm,' 
blMoir, IkMMttd6 dfi'Vineir-^ 
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*^tHr, e^, ftMT* pity's seier' gaalf'iiitlHPru{ited»Ffedi '""Vamc^ 
ix^ai^lf dead beat,? aitt he bowed^ithm^ck ^yity^Mejef; 

^lanraiMd'ol^yott, yoiraie s^iierriUy severe^'* said Mkry; 
smiling archlj, bat Fred assured her he would ''promise*- to* 
behalf^ propcffi^ iT sAs would^ promise to sibg"<Mie more" song 
beftve^i^lert.*^ 

"'Wi^afl bis fiMtrtke gdhurtwial ef o«'i « i 4»lfe dygfi»rttfer 
sMttftd' pattieulacrly sas ce p HM e^of graeeM^infitenees ; I l^ve td< 
fimj^Mm'c\$»^aag^tL'^9m9 in his hand while waging withBekiAa' 
that great public controversy, ' which* resetted for eimc the*glorkMm 
doH(Htie^orProtestaiit» ftom the clouds <yf' Pepkh enrorthat had 
obscured it,'' remarked Gourtenaye. 

** I have* somewhere' met* with an aeeoMt| piiblished bf-tfte 
Beyai ^sei^eMy 'of Seienees at PAris, of ^ disewes that' had obsH*' 
flfelMy' nAised t^ yirid tei>nedieal skUl,^ gnitig wi^> and being' 
eMMy Btibdtted'bytye power of musie^" observed F. Lestie. 

'^Diseases' o# tine iUMn^ I sttpposev'^ said Mrs^. Lestiev " suelf aim 
aaiailed^Chitfl«B'the''Nlittb» alterthemassaere of Sttnt Bardiid0>*- 
niMft' I wonder .he< oonld' fittd'aaqr relief from the horroia tkailr 
sailed his guUfy seulf ' 

**Uiideobtedl^' replied h^ husband, 'UheywetebraiBiBa'- 
laifer; I tbSnk the^wett4aiown casc'of PhiBp of Spain, aodlto 
mixsieiaik Faraneffi; one'Of the most remaikaMe^^' 

" 'HieappHaiice'of the power of'mtisie>as'ft cmraithe^'seeras to 
hftve" been well knowtt* asid resorted to among tfae^aneieBts-; d# 
you recollect how the dark imagery of the Sstempered soul of 
Saul was banished by its influence?' and as if it were equally 
soleniiD^hig to the fbeUngS; we find* the proftiet Elisha:'catiing for 
the aid of minstrdsy to bring his-spuit'iirto the- best ftamo' ft^* 
recdiing' the pfophctie' vision^"* I think I 'have aberead^urt- 

* The writer is indebted for mnch informal on to that interesting and loi- 
pertant publication, deserving a place in erery family circle, " The Sundaif 
at^Ame,** anil the obUgatien is herewith thaakfuHy recorded. 
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AtoWfi^cyf Uirifrtinttitidft can oiily^ bdH^utid Tijrtto^iiwiw of inwh/^ 
Teinarked~Courtemy6« 

** A^ Tefj siBgniar instaneei semetiUiig to- the point; came 
under my own notice/' said Fred"; '^mi^I tett'it?' *Tb^\AC(m* 
ftr7«ra''fq;Mttudi %peealatoTBi'' 

••Yei^r FhpjT^ gi?e us yoor •"faqpcifenee^'*** ivplied' Jidii; 
saiflfaK; awi^Fmlr^contiBaed^— 

**l! fi l » ' w t te <^aii old college chnm of mine* played 'wiflx siflr«< 
pa88iBg>*ta8te snd MSL ; that is, she didn't rash overthe slarlMl' 
]ifeya"vriilif -an electric vdocitjr'" that^ when she had fimshtody IM^ 
hw' h e ar ew in donbt whether the* strings of theinstroment fakui- 
not" Bimppc d ; or the phoB|^te of Hme in her' deliesfee fibgers' 
givesr oiity' •'■■ ' 

"Tou cynical fdlew f*^ interrof^ed his brother, mnch anrased ; 
'^ilO'let 119'hfenre your story. Do yon thSnk yon are going'''' to do * 
the^reftfrmer V Toirr very looks are against you.'* 

Fred hmghed,^ and continued: "Well, then, she played 'wittt= 
fMug, aad hlid arranged oneof Bee&oTen's exquisite waltzes, of 
which her husband was so fdnd, that I hare seen him lay his 
head ovhis hand and wee^p like a child as'she pliyedit ; Km' bb 
extorted from her a promise, that if she ontlnred him, and- wav 
piesenl, ahte' would play it while he was' dying, which promise 
alia aettatty kept about two years after she gave it. He smik in 
a rapid, decline, and, while dying, reminded her of his wish.*'^ 

'*! caamt ^ink how she codhl haTO commanded her f(ieUhffS 
saHMeuth^for such a trial," said Mrs* Leslie, in a tone of vmm 
eontiOBs ** I am sore. I- could not have played anytbai^ atsuebf a' 
solenB mement* 

'''Notifit soothed and solaeed the object dearest to you oir 
eai^'f softly inmiired Mary. 

Ifasi Iladie did not- reply, and her husband assmred heraiisi 
sbaidd never be called on to make such* a sacrifice, turning to 
Frsi fdrthe sequrito lus story, who contiRued, — 

'<Afler the dtoth of my friend Frank; his wife went iitoi 
apartments^ and in «* suite of- rooms next' to hers^ a poor yomtg. 
ei e aiui O' waa 'stewly* djriny of the -same fatal malady ; and hearing 
her ftequentFf pky the aur in the twi%ht, she became so passioir^ 
atd|y fomhof it| tmt in her last moments she sent for her, and 
asked her to pky her soul to sleep.''* 

^'Wtaat a ringuhr and affectmg coincidence ! ' and I tldnk it is 

•A fact. 
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recorded of Madame de Stael that she soothed the kst moments 
of her mother hy this wondrous power," remarked Mary. 

^* Does it not remind you of the Oriental custom of setting eat 
on long voyages with m^8ic?*' asked Julia. 

*' Or the Moorish one, where the unmarried dead are adorned 
^th bridal vestments, and committed to the earth with sweet 
music ? Would not the circumstance just related seem to favour 
the Persian doctrine, that souls are created in dualitieSi and that 
those of poor Frank and Miss Sutherland had hdd converse in 
the spirit-language of that peculiar melody before they were 
separated by, and encumbered with, matter?" suggested Leslie* 
** Hence, their mutual passion for it arose from a shadowy memoiy 
of that pre-existence, and at the moment when the som of eaca 
was once more disenfranchised, fhey united for ever." 

*^ I don't think yon have quite hit upon the Perrian idea," 
said Fred ; '' but I say, Hal, suppose the first words the soul 
spoke in spirit-music one to the other would be 'Old fellow, 
where hast thou been so long?' and laughing, he eontinned^ 
^* What a first-rate president you would make for a Greek or 
Hindoo Transmigration of Souls Society I Why don't you adver- 
tise for shareholders ?" 

<' What is the Persian idea, then 7" demanded Henry Leslie^ 
" I quite forget. I thought they believed in a duality of spiritoal 
creation." 

** Not exactly," answered his brother, *'and it is so loi^ innce I 
went to school, I almost forget, but, if they were createcL ^ you 
seem to think, Hal, I am sure our every-day-life experience 
writes ' moonshine,' upon the notion ; unless, indeed, some mis- 
ohievous etherial Puck takes off the labels from the sorted pairs, 
and puts them on to others, hap- hazard, so producing a ronnd 
game of cross-purposes, ending in 'paired, but not matched.'" 

'' Your flights leave the Persians far behind, both in sublimity 
and originality," remarked Mary, highly amused, <' but ^ej 
provcy or rather disprove, nothing, being very wide of Uie suIh 

Cct. Pray try to recollect the original idea ; the Oriental speca- 
tions always abound in rich poetic imagery, and it has been ob- 
served, that even amid their most daring sweeps, where reason 
shrinks back afraid to venture, they seem following s<Mne shadowy 
notion, guided in a degree by a minute observance of the springs 
pf nature, and the streams which her prolific fountain pours 
forth." 
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' **If you cannot remember/' said ConrCenaje to Fred Leslie, 
*'my memory will, I think, enable me to gratify Miss GrenyiUe's 
nish." 

"Do, pray then, my dear fellow," replied Fred, "for my 
knowledge has been playing at bo-peep these last twenty years." 

Conrtenaye resumed — ''The Persian doctrine is, I believe, 
that every soul brought into existence, has, at the birth of the 
infant it is to inhabit, a counterpart, or corresponding portion of 
spiritual essence, infused into the body of some simultaneously- 
created being ; and that the perfection of human happiness is, 
when in the course of events, two such individuals meet and unitCi 
either in friendship or love ; neither of which can be perfect, ex^ 
cept by such union of corresponding souls. Spencer has em- 
bodied the idea in his exquisite 'Hymn in honour of Beautr.'/' 

''Ah, I recollect now, exclaimed Henry Leslie, "ana am 
almost a convert to the theory.'* 

'* So am I," said Mary, vrith a smile, " and could nearly add 
papa's unanswerable fiMjJUy ' It stands to reason.' " 

'*I say. Miss GreuTille," asked Fred, "I wonder what 
becomes of the poor souls who never meet on this bustling staget 
How woe-begone they must look ! And, by-the-by, can't you 
tdl us where the said soul was before a body vras made for it i" 

" Ton are too profound for a simple woman Uke me," replied 
Mary, shaking her bright head, " ask your brother." 

" Just to prove that the lip of Folly may ask what the lip of 
Wisdom cannot answer," exclaimed Fred, with mock 
gravity. 

"Are you turning cynical on yourself at last?" asked his 
brother, in a merry tone. " You only want a tub to-night, Fred." 

" And an Alexander," suggested Mary, slyly. 

" Oh ! I wouldn't give a fig to be such a great sham philosopher 
as the growling dirty hero of the tub I" exclaimed Fred. " If he 
had been a real one — ' a right man in the right place ' — and as 
indifferent as he pretended to be, what would he have cared about 
the sun being intercepted from his filthy den T But we have 
wandered away from our shadowy starting-post, — ^how about the 
unpaired spirits, fair lady?" 

" Ton are so terribly satirical to-night, that I am really afraid 
of you," Mary answered gaily, 

*' Do you think, then, tnat I shall be for taking you off, or 
would you rather I took myself off, and thus give you an oppor- 



** You really are incorrigble to-nigbt ! " exclaimed his hroHbtmf* 
'Hike^.tlr mtm initfe play/ bdow^ pur ; nowr pftyv try aidl be 
ratfoarirkfeiTBiftir faauKk*' 

^'iMioiialiV repnted^Bredi; ^'LtiUiidc: Tamiifbt odkrwtienBl 
iailbb^ofttkeiIie«Ue.£MB^f! Amldnl^^idnif'* be iaqwbdU* 
\1ikbaBfk9fired! ImiiEk Tbest tiifii»gr< to^ GomAttaeinei he aabtd^ 
^^DarTuniiibdfove in wanmigB?'* 

. ** liragp bti^seriom^. jroa rattletibndn/' said Mrs; Leflii^;;**lelo 
ui&r8tnzlitito*tlie>-8«bfect'(m ^ieb we- were speaking joslriioiiu^ 
'BtBfe.yom^atYW fekittdreaniy^ iadbtmctkiiidof feeling iNdttn^teiko 
intasodiMd tor a peirsoiiitbat 70a must hafi^e niet< before, is somto 
r^lxfOflafBiHuiowj period^r Aiodso^iii like maimer^ wi4blaiidB0^M|r. 
avrif:sintns of 'ransio^. there* sees» a mjateriona- covnteriiart in 
memory ; but perhaps in nothing are we so conseiona.of tbi&^eei*^ 
idgsasm^ea some peeidiiar smile or Toiee Mis on the hesrt; we 
greet it as an old fmnd we hare known asd loved befovey theog^i 
wetimneidber'notiwheD^Mr where, and imagination loses itoelf in 
TttaiiODifcctiire/' 

<'09 the sentineii^ so findy poetiiedlrir j'oiif gifted eoantey*- 
mioiv'' said' Bred^.to Gonrtenaye^ and he repeated with mneiit 
Lose welfc*known lines of Moore's i — 



** Oh ! there are looks and tones that dart 
An^ instant sunshine through the hearty 
A»if tlie sonl that instant canght 
The lay that it through life had sought." 

•* Perhaps/*' suggested- Courtenaye, **tbc beantifhl* laws of 
attraetiov, which so harmonionsly pervade and characterise the* 
material world, may also permeate and control the sj^ritual ; 
heaee» kindred feeUngs and aspirations attract, whenever' or 
wherever they contact, and produce that mysterious drawing of' 
the soul so well known; but we shall never comprehend its origin - 
t3! these 'material spectacles/ as Dr. Sherlock calls the body^ 
Bte taken off, and the soul, with its own unclouded eye, seea sJl 
tfie wondrous machinery. 

' Dimly through life's vapour seeing. 
Who but longs for light to break.' " 

'*What aie those linea from?" asked MH. LeaSe; '^I iiliiey 
tbey^ too fiouttd like an4)ld friend." & 
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^^BMMskyf* * tmmniiObusttBmy^ 'HHIef I0per.ffbttr one' of ^Ue 
finest compositions in our language^^ the *^BitfCntf/,^j GattAemf" 
««Oo«l*itiiot bisgn 

* Oh I tbat in nnliettered union, > 
Spirit could with spirit blend V" 

speoilative kind of poet^^ ^ soiae people^ wiNtld; resolve the entire f 
etfatettMeinto'a cfanpter of iiMtipl^sics, were the^ net reiiibd^d 
oi A q n e ow ier pait by bwyr aad^tthirst, beside .^ 

"Bfed/*^ interroptedi fais^ bawtfaer^ lAsshiog, "wtiel ftesk 
dM&eterare* ym duag to nigbt??" 

'''A^ vwjr xxm€musat»^^ ooe^' he replied; ''btti'' pru^ do^noli' 
i]Mniap4Piiie^ '* Bi^t yottireeoUeeti yi^sme Htinlibldt sptekt of 
roArnwi iihM^y thftttiaridbthfrttOBfetdeiiciegB melody^ fi»*tlMf^ air 
pONB tkkeugk^lMiE?. Tl/^yvdon^tyoiieead for a»oergof l?(%lit?a/ 
unique march thej would play for yonrY etfaMveal Tegaueatir 
cettttaiidtd' bp offaersi firooi the swiAwp regi<ms> of: dear 
old iWal's cave?" 

^iUmeole- is n0> testt of: tmlh,'' said Ijeslie in dse soaHe 
gtfff taoB^ *^wad' by the.sstfltnaii^ effect > iwosic has* on your 'dtnly^ 
heiict4iiid.iiDimag;iiialiTe'80i^ene may catch gliai^mes of the tmtL. 
straggling for existence in the obscure but suggestive mythdkig!f«' 
ottht O^WA expleils.^ 

'''W^ den^ you write an essay on » the proballflity of die^ 
improbefalef Yo» wonld rival the learned Sbemei> of DasoAscns, 
wm composed a book fall of logical acttmen to prove' the 
'peoiibfli^ of doing impossibilstiea.' It.is an absolitte Toy^eryto > 
the dark portion of soetety that yoa> deo^ iUuimne it^ with' 
the efectfie light of yoar intellect/' observed the gay Fred. 

^Sball I vnite a book and: make yoa the hero, a ma» so steir* 
that^hefoondit impossible-to bdieve anythix^ that he conld not!^ 
deu w uaU 'ate with mathematical precisiexi ?*' retorted his brother 
ui iSm aattie bantering siylei --^ 

"Yes/' answered Fred, ''you are proftrand enoagh to think 
for an the rest-of the Leslie family, and may make them believe 
in the old Pyrrho dodge^ that there was no such thing as a 
body/' 

'' And ffim just the reverse ! Fred I Fred I I shall never make 
anytKng of you, with your tortoise propensities ; you are incond* 
gible !** laughed Leslie. . 
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*^ Now Harry, yon are too severe !*' said his brother in a depre- 
cating tone. " is he not, Julia V* 

** Not one whit !" answered Mrs. Leslie, *^ you are the most 
matter-of-facty unimaginative creature, for a Scotchman, I ever 
saw ; not an atom of the delightful romance belonging to their I 
character clinging tq you ; and if it were not for a certain saucy 
curve of the nether lip which reminds me of Harry, I should say 
you were changed when you were a baby !'' 

*' Catching it on all sides !" said the gay Fred, shmg^ng his 
shoulders with a look of injured innocence; ** then I suppose the 
' delightful romance' clinging to my sage brother in virtue of his 
Scotch descent, has quite proselyted your cold Saxon heart, fair 
lady ; but I presume you are not prepared, among other myths 
with which he has indoctrinated you, to subscribe to the old nb!e 
of Deucalion, who roundly declares aU men, and of course your 
incomparable Harry, as well as my 'incorrigible* sdf, were 
generated from stones ?" 

** Or perhaps your heart was left out, and a stone put in its 
place," laughed Julia slyly. 

Fred glanced for one instant, as if involuntarily, towards Mary, 
and an expression of sadness swept over his handsome face, but 
in the next he recovered his gaiety, and, turning to Courtenaye^ 
said — 

''You never replied to my question, whether you believe ia 
warnings ? My brother is a rabid advocate for their exbtence.^' 

" That depends on the kind of warning," replied Courtenaye ; 
" I do believe in them ; and there are so many ever round 
and about and within us, if we would but give heed to their 
teaching, that we need never resort to, or speculate on, the 
supernatural. But I see one before me at this moment not to be 
disregarded, reminding me that all earthly circles, however 
delightful, must break up, and he directed his eye to a time-piece. 
Will you, before we separate, favour us with that song wherg ji^ 
glimpses of the land where partings -^nevtor^coue itre- AlKy 
foreshadowed ?" turning to Maty. 

"Do you mean my fawuritef" Leslie enquired,— ; 

- /^ Who are these in bright array," 

" Miss Civenville sings it beautifully.'* 

"No-— one I shall never forget hearing her sing,'' replied 
Courtenaye, — 

* There is a land of pare delight' 
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*'It 18 pleasant and precious mid all the varied ideas, andent 
a&d modern, that fKacy or philosophy has indulged in relative to 
t fiitaie state, to ' hum in wham we have helieved^^ and that 
*Ufe and immoriaUty were brought to light by the ChspeV ** 

Bfary made no reply, and seating herself at the piano, hegan in 

t bw, thrilling voice the song he desired ; hut the memoir of the 

ittt time she sung it, and of the sweet young face now shrouded 

ia death, rolled over her softened heart, and when she reached 

the second verse — 

" Death, like a narrow sea, diTides 
That heavenly land from oars." 

her voice suddenly faltered, and unable to controul her emotions, 
she paused, overcome by tears. 

' In a moment Julia and Courtenaye were at her side, anxiously 
asking if she were not well. 

'' Quite well, only very silly, perhaps a little overcome by the 
heat," she repUed, rising and moving towards the open window. 
" Jost as I felt to*night when the hymn commenced at church : 
bat indeed I am quite well now,'* she added as she met the quiet 
eye of Courtenaye bent on her with an expression of interest that 
qnickened her heart's beatings almost to pain ; while he — con- 
scions that the surest way to enable her to recover her self- 
possession was to divert aU attention from her, turned towards 
Mis. Lttlie, and enquired : 

** Was RGss Grenville at church with you this evening ? I was 
not aware of it." 

'' Yes, and I hope she will often accompany us ; but why do 
yon ask, and seem surprised ?'* replied Mrs. Leslie. 

** Only because I had heard that Miss Grenville entertained a 
decided objection to worshipping with any congregation but with 
that she is accustomed to meet, and a dislike to to , " he 
hesitated, smiling. 

^'O pray go on!" exclaimed Mary with charming frankness, 
sad a smile as lull of meaning as his own, '^ or shall I finish ? A 
I didike to any preaching but m my own church. Was not that 
what yon intended to say ?** 

''Assuredly not I" answered Courtenaye, "you would not " 

•*No! no!" interrupted Mrs. Leslie, " I won't allow you to 
write sach hard things against yourself, darling ! you never went 
so far as that, I am sure !" 

''Well, perhaps not quite so bad,'* rej^ed Mary, "but as 
ignorance is ever the parent of prejudice — and in consideration cf 
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.mj htaag a Bpoflt diild^ I hope you iRUfoi;|^ye my* psevOCHUcetved 
vdnlike o f -lof " ■ ■ i> It 'was now hor tarn to^iftpf^.-a little 

./emi&med, iartcfae lelt.tlie.^avdB "4n^ ether preaeUiig'' trnfahin 
tongae, ' and aba kxdiedtwith^ a^faaif^ew o ngy J iilfeamQsed eapff^ma 
.<|QMsd8 GMtflflnqr^» vlu^ his 

ftceaaheeud: 

" UiMHi .wew<wnditkiiH-"'th»t jpoaneimr oflend iajyce^mapMr 
janui* 

** I will answer for her never disliking joxljox .foox .pwarhjig 
again/' exclaimed fredt 'fiuiw.sheiscoouiiiieed, esc cat^k&*d» that 
you do not perpetrate..ecoliesiaatical ^^kas and puns in the pulpit, 

towards her. 

.Mavy^ htaflhadi, i aad^icepie^ aihirrtfiied, < but GmslmBje,maie 
to her relief by enquiring how she likiid»tbe<ch«i«hc)mpi^.? 

'MbcerJbanvaay J ei^r.moalleptjto bavetlMiar(ji,"«she rippKed ; 
"tfaape was isach famaponiow ;A4eiidi»g»#f> Ihe riwi^esffn^^he 
> sflntinient : thriir haartn nmtif d isinriwi 

'f B/mrjjiied Lam (you likeiit/' jSydinnedJto*. Iifsli^* ' ^^Amtil 

•feltanie jauvwould 4o.sq: aod itjought.to betgcMNlf ^te Jtfr* 

Courteaayeidsvotea A great deal .4>f laUention to it ; and I lO^vin 

ttil him, I jeaottot. thiiiJk how he Jmds .timato da so janckaS'ihe 

.doe^ and that I am save he .BMstfiaft at Hoar in the i«aiai^g.*' 

''Not quite so early, dear Mrs. Leslie ; ilmt thinking utiiat lio- 
¥out ooiii^;reigational)Si»gii|g oou8l]tQtea>«i imi^^ die 

sanctuary services, I should not think my duty >pecfosiBed if I 
devoted oo attention to it," Goisxteii«re.ffeplied« 

'' And I muBtisay»'*^ remarked iPred Lewie, '*it aimply ^riyiays 
yoa;.i»£myawa.piurt9.IhaTe.ft^qiiently fovndit diffiiinltto re- 
press^my aptness to laogh tat the.oenodeal noises calbd '•swijuig 
to the. praise and ghny,* one frequently heais in different 'oon^pe- 
|;ations, who inflate their lungs more from habit than from -asy 
.idea of ' BiQgii^ praises with the understanding,' while the ^ma- 
jority. of: the listeners look on-withA-half.nMibl^, half nictimiied 
.«i|>aBssio9» whidh may beidooe. into 'weU, nevermind} it.waa't 
last for ever !* This is the only place whetet^we tolerate Jbad 

\Mirl iiiyniiir.'* 

'^Sow.obont joar argument, that 

asked Mary, with a sly smile. 
«' Fairly caught^ ' ssid Vied, hmgHmg« 



''But is it not Md,^ obaerred Mrs. Leslie, ''to;iiifari4)ie 
^sloveBly 'BAsal way in wfakh some ceogi^galiKmil Mi;(g^ is vfur* 
fonnedf ^^VliyoNboiildtiie^liiMise of Godbe the oiily.|pl(Boaf«£pe 
.ted matic^mwd be for a jaoment Aokrated ?'* 

''Iliojiethereis ii;good.tkBe.co]iiii^»lbr ti]ds<4i^^ «iWfHilltf 
her busliandy " the evident improveinent«^»iagp^g.9ip e^einMrillfe 
jafpMMoZ wMssUpwll leftd^sfoesaaiilyitoAibetteriSM^vof thingg 
inJUiL voqpec^; itt is^ihe pnaludeto it.'* 

' ^A ocwiBnmrostion doToo^j to< bcnoshed/' .i^gmq^dj'red* 

"** Sandfovd tffls lae joiir footman has been^heie some timer 
siSd Hemry Leslie to . Mary* returning; into the . drawi^gnroom, 
where she stood ahs^y 8hawled> " Aua I hnye tak^ the Uherjgr 
^f i^i^i?g him away, thinking yon would. probably not object to 
thetaoort of jour obedient servant? It is so<di a lovely. i^ghC! 
I hiiTe been into the nursery^ persuading Julia to Aceoi](y>aj^y uh 
as she would enjoy the homeward stroll with ,your faTorite Bt^, 
but she. is baby-struek, instead of moon^stmc^> and p]*fiifers 4it^- 
ingwith the baim.^ 

** May I also join in the pleasure of escorting you/' enquired 
Tourtenaye* and as this proposal was not particularly disagreeable 
to^^Mary^ they sallied forth into the stil), delicious air of a sum- 
mer iugbti and what a night ! 

" The moon looked out from her home of blue/' 

And the stars ^one with a tender bnlliancy, realizing the ^shild* 
poet*s idea of there being " gimlet-holes to kt the glory, throujgh I'' 
They walked for some time, each in that huah and .ithw of 
spirit better understood than desciihe4» Aaif tbfi heart were. too 
nin of sol^nn thought for words. 

^ Henry Leslie was the first to break the spell haiiigiyiig on each 
liPi by observing, " I never look up on such a night ;as.th^> but 
. those fine lines of Byron come unbidden into i^y memorgr :— 

' Whoe'er gazed on those ides .of Ifght, 
So wildlf , spiritnally brigfat» 
And turned to earth without-xepiiiiiig ? 

' 'Dior wished for wiqgs loi flee mnjf 

* iAad viz with, their eternal ny.'" 

'* How beaattAil. they are, t Aege is-'sqaietyag i ie^flf^iamikmf; 
in the yearning they disclose^" observed Maiy. 

''Yes, it was the world*si^e .he«rt9*aey)hi»akiiig iostfa in lofty 
poetry, and proves, that while the {tAj^-stained wmgsjof that : 

* BestbiBiwaiiderenaAer«tt^' 
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were poised in their eagle flight, there came the erer irrepres- 
sible and mysterious yearning after the pure and infinite that 
nought but me Eternal can fill," remarked Courtnaje. 

** I sometimes fancy I can trace this mood underlying all his 
best poetry> for example, in that magnificent poem, 'Childe 
Harold/ " replied Leslie. 

*^ In all profound intellects, whaterer their profession may be, 
this craving for the far-off and the everlasting undoubtedly 
exists ; as if unsatisfied with the fleeting nature of all earthly 
possessions, they groped deep in the inner region of the mys- 
terious soul for the principle of their being," observed Courtenaye* 

After an eloquent pause, which neither seemed disposed to 
break, Leslie continued, '' I never wonder that the moon should 
have been an object of worship among nations where the light of 
revelation never shone; the dim and obscure ideas existing in 
every mythology of an overruling and pervading spirit would 
natturally fasten on that which appealed poweriully to their senses, 
feeling for something seen and tangible whereon to lay their 
worslup." 

" Tfliich ideas were doubtless strengthened by their observance 
of the moon's influence on the tides, and other atmospheric pheno- 
mena, hence the ancient Egyptians, Greeks, and Romans, offered 
sacrifices at the time of her being full ; and is it not Park who 
speaks of the singular concentration of thought displayed by the 
Mandigoes of Africa, whom he found saying short prayers to the 
new moon," observed Courtenaye. 

" I think so," replied Leslie, " but we need scarce travel so fiu:, 
the ancient inhabitants of your green-bosomed Erin used to 
Qtter benedictions to the young moon, and in the EUghlands of 
my ain bonnie Scotland they stiU hold fast the old superstition." 

'* I believe such instances may be multiplied almost to any 
extent,'' remarked Courtenaye, '^ seeming a proof how deeply 
seated in the human soul, however degraded and polluted by sin, 
is the demre for some object of worship.'* 

Leslie made no reply: they each seemed busy with their own 
heart — ^the night was so holy, so calm, so still, '^ purifying the 
entire being, intensifying every feeling and emotion by its grand 
mysterious teaching." 

*^ What a strange kind of phantom-sound there is in the air to- 
night; do you feel it?" enquired Mary. 

Tes," replied Courtenaye, ^^ there even seems to me that 
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mjvterioiis spini-like Toice, or undeivtone, perviEug tffl 
creation; and I never felt it more sensiblj tlian to-night; astf 
some unseen, but certain spiritnal intelligences were hovering 
round and about, ns ; perhaps if our eyes were opened, like those 
of the prophet of old, we also shotdd see ^ ^ grwt eland of 
witaessea Ihat compass ua dbmV " 

"And the dim undeor-sound we hear so plidnfy in the deep 
sffllness of the night may be the sweeping to and fro of angel 
wings on Iheir mission to those who * shall he heirs of adtvatxm^^ 
lemaiked Ledie, tly)ughtfully. 

«0, the phantom-voices of our loved and lost caHling our 
sprits to that bright home, 

' Upon whose portals jBtOl they liqger, 
Looking back for ns to come,' 

aaid Mary, her voice faltering with emotion, as the image of her 
idolized Mend, whose early translation had been her first great 
giief, rose up befioe her soul's eye with wondrous distinctness* 
** ' Thert are U may he, so many Jdnds of voices in the worlds and 
none ofihim is tMout signification,'" rq>lied Courtenaje, ''if we 
woold but read if,, there, is grand and solemn teaching m Nature's 
doqaont book, bearing on every page the autogri^pk of ita 
Author ; and he repeated in a tone of deep feeling,— 

* Oh I gently by a tboaiand thlsg«» 

That a'er the spirit pass*— 
liOw breeses o'er the harp's fine strings, 

Or yapours o'er a giess; 
Lsavfttg tbdr token, strange and new 

OfiniitiAyOriififtuMto^ ^ 

Thaaonmons to the right and tnie, 

And beautiful is made." 

" If we could but ever realise the idea of these unseen ageneiea 
in our intereoiirae with the worlds I do not think we should be 
ID oonstantly overborne by its counter-influences as we are/' 
Temarked Iwy tlioughtfully. 

" Yoa have embodied my dioughtst.iny dear Miss Gren^ilk,'* 
answered Gourtenaye, ^' but whatever dissonance of opinion 
may exist relative to angelic intelligences being cognizant of o«r 
daily walk, there ca» e&ist none to tibe solemn revelation^ tfaiM;. the 
e^ of God never dumbers nor sleeps; and all the gradoua and 
paseen iaflnencee around us are he^s in the education of the 
imniortal spirit, 'tiU it shaU drink at the fountain of ever 
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increanng knowledge, in that sinless, sorrowless world, ' tohm% 
the sun thaU no more go doum : neither shall the tnoofi withdraio 
hmeffffor the Lamb shall be its everlasting UghL* '* 

On Leslie'i return be found his little wife kneeling beside a 
wee cot in her nursery, kissing, for the twentieth time, the snowj 
lid Telling the violet eye of her babe. No doubt, a yerj old 
fiudiioned mother was that young wife I but, perhaps, Aid hai 
heard of such cruel things as croup and couTulsions ; and hai 
been listening to her joy-birds' breathing, lest it should not be 
** heathful music,'* or, perhaps she has becJh placing her Utde 
Iamb in the arms of the kind Shepherd for the night : at any 
rate, so pre«occupied were her thoughts that she started violently 
as her husband laid his hand gently on her bowed head, and 
oiquired, — 

** What are you fuicying now, dear little self-tormentor; has 
the wee thing an attack of gout or a baby nightmare f '' 

" I am not &ncying anything, except that yon were a long 
time gone to-night,** she answered, as ^e rose and put her arm 
through her husband's, and then returned to once more ** tudc 
up" the little bundle of lace and cambric thatsinney calls the 
'* natural magic of the fiunily." " Tell me what detained you so 
long, dearest? ** 

^'We walked very Idsurely, revelling in the quiet beauty of 
the evening. I widied for you, my love : you would have en- 
joyed it too, as much as we <tid,*' replied L^e. 

^' How glad I am Maiy was so much pleased with Couite-. 
naye's preaching : not that I had any doubt on the subject. I 
shall make a point of asking her to accompany us every Wed- 
nesday evening. His teaching cannot fail to have a powerful 
influence, and bow delighted I should be to see all the energies 
of her expansive mind devoted to the cause of Beligion, and 
holiness stamping her character with a richer, deeper beaaty," 
exclaimed Mrs. Leslie. 

'^ It is assuredly a much-to-be-deared result, and we must see 
to it that we put no stumbling-blocks in the way, dearest,'* re- 
plied Leslie. 

<^ What a delightful wife she would make him ! " exclaimed 
the warm-hearted little woman. '< He would mould her chaiac* 
ter into perfection by his firm but gentle teaching and influence; 
he is so entirely able to appreciate and understand the warmth 
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oflier Heart and the power of her intelleot; do yon not think so, 
Heniy? Are thej not just suited to each other? " 

Leslie smiled at the fervour of his wife's admirBtion for her 
bfonrifte finond, as he replied, — 

<* You cannot paj your pet Mary a higher oompUment ; and, 
fnth one exoepdon, she seems certainly Sinned for Courtenaye's 
wife. 1^0 one would rejoice with a deeper satisfiM^tion thfm I 
should to see her transplanted from the uncongenial atmosphere 
of her luxurious but Mvolous home to one where the exceeding 
beauty of her character would be developed by such a teacher $ 
but" — . 

^ But whaty dearest Henry? Go on," said Mrs. Leslie. 

"My own wifey must not become a matchmaker," Leslie 
answered, printing a kiss on her white forehead as she looked 
up wonderingly into his &ce. 



1-2 



Its A. LonHMnra sioit. 



CHAPn» xn. 



Sport f (olitlr f tterolunq;. 



** But 8%e, ai ftlli a willoir from the Bti3Tm^ 
O^ita own rK«r atreaniag, 
On his broad breast sheltered her tegHe IcnB, . 
With such a trusting fold, a child's fond faith, 
Its mokhw^s breast/ beyond the lightning's power to reach." 

« 

Thers are some natures so constituted that to love seems an 
indwelling necessity and principle of their very being; they 
must have somethmg to cherish in the hidden depths of the 
hungering heart, 

** To clasp and twine AflSection's tendrils round/' 

and these natures are generally elevated, and their love, like 

themselves, is exalted ; the kind so happily allegorized by the 

ancients, 

'' Far and near, Summer and Winter." 

It fainteth not 'neath the heat of [the former ; it shrinketh not 
'mid the latter's cold : nor change, nor absence, nor time can 
dim its brightness, nor 

" Do away, I ween, 
The marks of that which once hath been." 

On the other hand, petty souls give little love, and are contented 
with the like in return : Affection's sensitive plant languishes and 
cannot strike its tender fibres deep in such unyielding soil ; it is 
root-bound; hence, it brings not to perfection the one bright 
dierished flower of the heart's garden. 

Thus yearning for some object whereon to lay the incense of her 
heart, and dasp its leal and clinging tendrils round, Mary has 
oome before us : being an only girl, her little affections found no 



MOBE raCOOUBD HSIKBQDOXT* 117 

outM m child-eompnniiiMilMp and tMhif^fwpaiiif^ §o f kijr often 
overflowed solitarily at the spring-head «b the tiii hiwumul pela 
of cihiUBiiid, ttt nmetnae or otiMr^nafasinBd OMia^ ite lionse- 
hold treasures. How she coold wqat&Bm and ptndi her jkaap 
Me idOm ^'TMrnej,"* Aom the -yeiy wndwnnMferf rfatt ■■wliDn ! 
Oh, what rainine of crystal drops, when faor 'iwoe iklDle m&am 
departed this H& m an Jifttack oil refdobbn I mAt iiadttilBiy 
Hit killed wiA kiadMss! for » pooridarling f jftg ftiBi iwl^ i ywi 
up children do» that '' nohody ever saw such pets'' •«» aiiniL 
"SaA an extraovdiBAiy oiewr'' ohild» or porat, •> .Aye — 
teeing th^ tarn Borer lore another mi mt kbaiii ibat old 
Ibaie-'who serro as -aexton to iktt Larea Iw has ifadny-i^beals 
the wound, and the elastic heart ctiihnaea a jienr loy. 

As years rolled on, our Mary'^-heart set up a cry and yearning 
for some object to ffattemue «dth all ita sympathies ^mi cBaAiffs. 
Her jttdioioiis gov^maas eoold not aMettlitawtant^&r*ifirlim»- 
some respect — ^bordering ob fear, repressed the 'Spadding stream. 
Her brother aver disliked her, beeioaa ahe divkled between them 
hb father's wealth ; hence her sensitive little apirit sfanrnk 6001 
the selfish boy, who at fifteen aped anthority by distnrhiqg. the 
entire household because his slippers were not fartheoning 
instantly, or the book he was reading was not inunedial^ 
feond. She loved her &ther tenderiy, but somehow, he ae¥er 
seemed to understand her, or enter into her ideas, or fealiagaAa 
some fathers can who do not move in the family, drdo ilahe a 
repelling iceberg, refusing to digpoify themselves by condescmd- 
ing to reply to little phjlosopmcal quesdons difficult Uy little 
enquiring minds : who do not frighten romping feet within the 
sertdom of the nursery, at the unwelcome sound of higt violeafie 
upon knocker or bell, looking upon even thetr own children aa 
some do upon religion — ^very proper for Sundays, but not fit for 
every-day use ; unless, indeed, upon the former liiey are brought 
into the dining-room— -over-drest — and over-fine at '^ deaaert,'' 
when, if they are not made ill by the qnantity, the variety, and 
the unreasonableness of rubbish they take into their Uttle bodiei^ 
they are stiff, mechanical, unnatunl wee figures^ with nfl<;hing 
of racy, glowing, frolicking, childhood about them — ^prematova 
old men and women, laughing, looking^ standing, and setting 
by rule ; and generally behaving well enough for all children 
m the parish or county put to^Dther. ** 'Xian't in the nature 
of things 1 " as boms one aaya. B«t, to retmm to the doctor. 
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** Don't ask such silly things, Pnssy I " said he, one day, in 
answer to her question, — 

" What made the little hrown seed I pnt into my garden come 
up such a beautiful pink flower, papa ? *' 

Here was a fleld for planting lessons that would never have died 
in the child's memory ! 

9 ** Bun and play! I never heard a little napa ask such foolish 
questions as you do!" was the torpedb-rebuke to the touching 
enquinr^ 

''Will my mamma, who is gone to live in heaven, answer all I 
want to know, and love me dearfy when I go to live wiUi her papa ?" 

Heie was a corrosive add for ' blunting the fine edge of 
feOmgl << i^bo^NiA qmitions ! ! '' 

like Israel of old — ^*' prone to idolatry from her youth*' — the 
first idol she set up on her heart-pedestal was the fair giil mho, 

** Early, bright, transient as the morning dew— 
SparUed — ^wai exhaled— and went to Heaven," 

leaving Mary with a sense of inward desolation, that time could 
scarce mellow into soft regret. 

''She was so young to die I so good and beautiful!" she ex- 
claimed one evening, after an outburst of pent-up tears, in reply 
to her faithful domestic, who was striving to console her with 
the best comfort she could. 




dry up your tears, and look happy once more ; I dedare the 
roses are all gone from your pretty face, and you are getting 
thin and pale-uke ! " 

Truth ! truth ! though draped in home-spun web ! " " We 
cannot bring them back. Oh! no, — ^tears cannot re-animate 
the oold clay, though they drench the still white shroud. Groans 
cannot reach the ' dull cold ear of Death,' though the heart- 
strings crack at eveiy wail." 

" We ccmnot hrmg them hack. Oh ! no, but we can go to 
them. 

'' Can tbe grave those ties dissever 

Which the very heart-strings twined ? 
Mnst the spirit part for ever 

With the friends she leaves behind ? " 
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'*I heard a voice from Heaven^ eayingj ^ Awake and mg^ ye that 

dwdl in the duet: '' 
^' That which thou sowest is not quickened eaxept it die,*' 
^A good deal better off there than she was here, in this un« 

kind world." Tmth! Truth! 

*' Death cannot come untimely, if we're fit to die ; 
The leas of this cold earth, the more of Heayen ; 
The earlier death, the earlier immortality." 

''And so the precocious ancients, when only believing in a 
heathen hereafteri declared: 'Those whom the gods love die 
yoong/ *' 

7(»m0F— escaped from earth's dark sorrows ; and withering mor- 
tifications ; and affection-chilHng influences ; and false fnends ; 
and cold looks j and distracting doubts ; and harrowing fears ; 
escaped as a bird to the mountains. • 

** I heard the angels singing. 

As they went up thro' the sky ; 
An infant's spirit bringing 

To its Father's home on high. 
Happy thou so soon ascended. 

With thy shining raiment on : 
Happy thou whose fight is endjed. 

And the crown so quickly won. 



Having obtained from her father an affirmative, which sounded 
so like a negative that it might have been taken for either, Mary 
generally accompanied the Leslies to the evening services at 
Courtenaye*s church, and the more frequently she did so, the 
more distasteful and insipid became her usually frivolous and but- 
terfly-life, relieved only by her visits to the poor and wretched 
before named, which, because it was more satisfactory to her 
generous heart, she had greatly multiplied. 

Frequently too, she met the young preacher in circles where they 
mntnaily visited, especially at Uie Leslies ; and whatever her opinion 
might have been, he was nearer the enchanted ground of *' Hero* 
worship" now than he ever was before, though she never repeated 
the enquiry of Julia, after the first night of their acquaintance. 
, "Why ? — Deponent saith not. 

Wherever and whenever they met, he always seemed, without 
effort, to be at her side, with his quiet way of making all things 
so agreeable and interesting ; he conversed about her [poor pen- 
ooners, and her visit to the sick ; drew out her ideas on various 
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wtjtcitfl^. and listened with profound interegt to ber nrigind md 
piquant remarks on character and things ; and she fiarteaai .m 
firmly on his recq>ti¥e nature, that he never saw her g^paoafol 
Saaa enter or depart without a secret thrill, whose depA .he 
scarcely acknowledged even to himself; and had not an acridcat 
hetrayed the one to the other how far each had strayed in love's 
lahyrinthy he might have left unrolled this iQuminated page in 
the secret history of his heart's wanderings. 

'^IHd the thought ever occur to you, Henry, that Fred is not 
insensible to the fascinations of Mary ?*' demanded Mrs. Lesfie^ 

<' I scarce can tell, he is such an.extraordinarv fellow, md so 
I^tens-like in his character^ Why did you asK, my love?* xe- 
j^Ued her husband. 

* '' Because I think he loves her; yon know women are keen- 
eV%d in these heart-matters, and I feel deeply for him. He has no 
cnance now, though I uaed to faney she liked him." 

T' A few months after this they had been spending together one 
of those old-fashioned delightud evenings they all so much en- 
joyed, and Mary, as usual, had been st^ding all hearts by the 
magic of her voice, when rising from the piano, a small chain to 
which was attached a host of jewelled ^'need-nots,*' broke, scat- 
tering them far and wide. 

Seizing a taper from the instrument, Fred Leslie connnenced a 
search for the ''provoking little things,'' as he termed them, 
when a sudden opening of the door swept a current of air past 
the fiame and brought it iu contact with the flounce of Maiy's 
thin evening dress, and in an instant it was in a blaze ! 

With a wild shriek she flew towards Courtenaye, exchdming 
**0h, save me ! save me T and, quick as thought, ere her terrified 
friends could think or act, he seized a table-cover, and enveloping 
the palpitating form of the terror-stricken girl, erdaimed, '*l 

will save yon beloved! I will save you T' You 

are saved! God be praised!" and on his removing tiie 
friendly wrapper, he displayed to her agonized friends the dark 
scorcfamg ana frhiged tinder of her dress, but little injury to the 
object of their solicitude, except a sew blisters on her arms 
and hands. 



<^WbuM to ek>d [I had been] Courtenaye P ezdaimed Fred 
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imik, fls fae psest Mail's famd at tlK door of ber faAMi^s hmiae 
il {MftiiiK on the eventm ni^it. 

FeriMqis (as befion lOMiiked), bvt fot tibk ruin tmuSmg At 
wLfiDOBithebewfsaocntoCatrii, it lud ahmbered on all vdeto* 
w ahd ; iifitMEMaiy'lnMirfaer fiitiior wotddiie^crMHCtion 
vdoa^ifidi one oa wbom iie looked as a ▼eiy Pariah oif vslqiiDB ; 
adl doq^f did ComtCBaje fsel that with all tho iwied aih 
tractions of her character^ it was deficient in the om poittl» 
§Bgp with Hie qnickenod ^bnee of miewed inlcilcot intudtiely 
y u B cti ' aliu g the mas^ S{inB§;8 of human «ctioB» he had nad An 
«4 mmI to Um hitter tnith, tlif^ sIk was iwt m ^mrw 
asatne in Christ Jiesus/' 

Poor lisFj ! oftoi stirred to die opDck bjr ins earnest ^peill 
the pulpit^ and impressed bj iht eomnsteney ^ his 
Aaaaster, she Teamed to be better than she was; bat alfft 
had never felt now deep was her need of tiie atenng Mdod 
Id deanaejlfaer sodi ; pterhsqn she eren denbted if Ms were anong 
Am gnlty ones im whom the Foantai& was opened; "Ae 
liad never heard the pastor of her ^ ows cirareh" ta& an^fMng 
about *' except a soul he horn-eufom of water and of the spirit (' he 
bad Bsvier held np a cmeified Redeoner as a eonsltaiBiBg motive 
tshblhiesB ; and her edacadaon at Mrs. Chregoiy's was one most 
miibeLy to lead to the foot of tiie Cross ; hasee, thoo^ striving 
is be^« better tiian die was," it ended d»ere; the telicher, not the 
teachingy was becoming daily and hourly her life-pudse, tiH the 
tones of his voice, or &e echo of lus footsteps ^iHiiig oa her 
kahed heart, absorbed eiery o&er feeling, leaving her insen^le 
to al^ save the bliss of be presenee* 

And Courtenaye ? He loved her. If not with the enthrmffing 
passion of the impalsive msdisoiplined heart of Mary, yet with a 
a deep concentration of tenderness such as only men of his tem- 
perament can reveal ; wave upon wave had rolled over his hearty 
depositing upon its quiet shore some drifted treasure from 
Lcrve's ocean, till its fnU tide overflowed, flooding his being with 
sn undreamod-of creatnre-bHss. 

He loved her as those only can love who live under an 
sUdii^ controlKng inflnence of religion* which, instead of 
fiwcring the bright and blessed ttp-gnshings froes the fbutitaiB of 
ereatare-affe(!tion, throws an elevating halo round it t not le* 
qoirinff that the object should be loved the less^ but the 
boniitifiil Giver more. 
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Ah! that is a traitcMr-interpretation of the Great Teachei^s 
lesson, "be ye teiukr-hearted,*' that would envelope it in the 
mists of joyless seclusion, and stem those refreshing streams sent 
to irrigate our wilderness life : that would up root these wa^-side 
flowers planted bj our loving Father to perfume our pilgrim 
path» and leave the mysterious heart, with its unsounded depths 
of feeling, a solitary polar-plant round which no blossom of joy 
may twine. 

There was indeed a marked difference in the love of these two 
jonng beines, formed each for the tenderest emotions ; Mary had 
aet up an idol on her heart-altar, to which incense was constantly 
bnrmne, and vain worship was ever offered. His was the master- 
hand Uiat alone could wake the hidden melody of her soul's fidl 
chords. His voice the magic key that penetrated its many 
mvsterious wards. He blended with all her young lift's dreams 
of bliss — nay, he was that life itsetf. 

Coortenaye could have laid all his rich deep love at his 
Master^a fee^ had He asked that overpowering question^*- 
" LoveetAau me more them theeef** 



Alas ! for the heart that gathers up its vast powers of feeling 
from the varied yoct of its outer and inner bem^, and anchors 
the rich argosv on some shifting sand to be soon drifting chartlftM 
and soUtaiy through the surges of life, without one ray from tbe 
guiding Star. 

*^ Little children^ heip yaundvee from idob" 

How loth we are to learn this mercv-lesson ! We find 
our idols *'clay," and then, oh! not till then,* "bewail our 
worship.*' 

Yet, 'tis sweet, 'mid all, to think that 

" He who 6it8 abore, 
In his calm glory, will forgive the love 
His creatures bear each other, e'en if blest 
With a vain worship, for its close is dim 
Ever with grief, which leads the wrung soul 
Back to Him." 

" It8 close is dim ever with griefs How touching ! How sug- 
gestive I The be^nning, bright as the noon-day sun I the close, 
"dim with grief." 

** Little Children keep yottrselyes from Idols,** J 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

*^0\k ! when frill man each boon detpise 
Tbat makes a brother monrn X 
And eeek, where it alone resides, 
In others' bliw— «Mr oion / " 

^Mast/* exclaimed the doctor, in a Yoice somewhat above 
ooocerfe-pitch, for his temper had lost its equiliforium, because his 
extravagant cook had forgotten to reduce by one the number of 
peppercoma in tbe bread sance, ^' Mary ! are you going to hear 
that canting fellow )[iigain ? You are always running a^to: him^ 
and for my part I can't think what it will all come toj" 

"I was going to accompany the Leslies, dear papa,'' meekly 
replied Mary, though she flushed to the temples, " but if you 
wuh me to remain and play to you, I wiU do so with pleasure.*' 

^^'^o ! I don't wish you to remain I you know I always like a . 
little quiet after dinner, — ^if the dinner is eatable!" and here the 
sore spot being touched which had emitted the ill humour on 
his unoffending child, which he dared not vent on his treasured 
cook — so true is that line of Juvenal, — 

^ The doves are oensnred, when tiie crows are spared." 

he added, *'I believe there never was a man in the world 
tormented to death as I am ! what with onething and another, 'tis 
enough to drive me mad ! But you can please yourself, as you 
always do, without any reference to me." 

The injustice of this remark pained Mary deeply ; and she 
felt the tears struggUng 'neath her quivering lid, but she only 
replied, 

'' I will send and tell the Leslies not to wait for me, then, dear 
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papa," though she saw that nothing she could say* or do at that 
peculiar moment would be right. 

The worthy man's spleen was turned into another channel by 
this remark, and he exclaimed, — 

^' Whatever Henry Leslie, who is really a clerer, well-meaning 
fellow, can find in listening to that mountebank's ranting I can't 
conceive for my part ! I would have them, every man jack of 
them, hunted out of the town with ike 'Bogues| March' playing 
after them, turning the world upside down. Thank God, I never 
got such tom-fooleries into my head, and only wonder that any- 
one belonging to me should find pleasure in running after th^ 
oily-tongued coxcombs, who no doubt make a good Hving out of 
the ridiculous credulity of tibw fdlowen mdioiil working for it. 
I shouldn't be surprised, if, by and by, soAe rich, good-looking 
girl takes it into her head to make him an dSsTy fbr I hear that's 
file go now-a-days wherever there are plenty of loaves and 
fishes ! But, by G^-«-> ! if ever a daughter of mine m^e such a 
fool of herself I would cut her off with a shffling !^ . 

Having run himself out of breath by this grandiloqttetlt 
erosade against men and actions of whom he knew nothing, mad 
wotmd-up by this almost pre- Adamite threat of ^ cutting off wi(3i 
ai shilHng^ — the readf , pis dtkr oi vulgar souls to whom macEej 
is life's Alpha and Omega, and the chink of gold the devest 
heart music>^the doctor shook himself into his ea^ dkaxr and 
Mary slowly and sadly left the room. 

" Who is that governor is going to cut off with a shilfing?** 
asked John GrenviHe. who was stan&g suspiciously close to 
the door, when Mary opened it. ** Tow, fidr lady, in case yott 
should sully the &m3y escutcheon by a beggarly marriage?^ and 
he sneered bitterly. 

Mary made no reply, but hastened to her room to give vent to 
her wounded feeUags in tears^ and then she sent to inform Julia 
of her inability to accompany her that evening. 

There was no small amount of self-denial in this act, dear 
reader, and there are many young ladies now-a-days, who, under 
similar circumstances, would fling on* their shawls and hats, and^ 
with a toss of the head, developing but a very small bump of 
self-respect, exclaim, '^ who cares lor crusty old pa ! " invade tha 
ssnotuary with as much levity as she wouH join a raffle or 
a polka. 

Let us see Mary's reward for this sacrifice. 



^iaafM% joa bMn Mi to-sig^ Muy?** dawiuMlmd ^km 
doctor, ti% 4dDwlj dnmiiig hk body «itt of his attj degvM, ha 
saw her sitting near him readings or, at any rate, with an open 
book in her hand. 

'^ No, dear papar I tkcHigfat y<Mi did not Uke jay going out, so 
I remained with you.*' 

Now this appeal to liia bettor natiiBe went straight home, and 
he felt how imjost his ci^uet had been to one who ever yielded 
to his wishes — treasonable or unreasonable, — '"with the sweetest 
grace, bnt Cand the good man is only a specimen of a genus)^ 
ibis yery feeling made him speak roughly : when his nature was 
ieaMd to eempiroBise hk dignify^ bf semaing to 



**Whomiiil HikBL't want jou t» 90! iBmmxnliSd^tV 
Ymk cflB go wiMBO you' piease, His no bnsment of miaal ** hm 



<^ Am I never to do right agam," mentally sighed Mestj^ but 
rittiBadeaoxv;^, Ibr berftit£erbmaacedocil»Gltiierooaci. . 

What a desponding feeling comes over the soul whemeoa- 
Btriiaad io saj, ^' I eui never do rigiit 1 idialever I do, w«& l&e 
blialwitaon, aliaajB aeinft to tam oat wrong.*' 

Neror annGJ, ^eapmiding bdiewr, the mothe jdiall aieet ite^ 
lewwliacaae day, by being at kst understood. It is not ahmya 
the iracth of eastaat of the oater evsdeaee by w^di afstiem 
flkodM be jadged, but by the rnirag indweDing piiadlple^ and 
even when ^bak ^zhicipie is ike loftiest Hiat oaa aniniate even 
aaanli-aiigei'a nnnioB, w^ hae not Mt tha bant gmm fidnt, 
aid the ftseiataps '^ ready to haUf' befoiig ^le stiagiag vemrtJens^ 
the withering cares, the counter influences of every day Mfe^ and' 
bat &r tile ** suffieit»t graoe^'* would yield to despaic. 

Wbo IB tlKia that has not found it a hard £ntlip*triai to 
kea pasetlDaliy aad* paMtval^ on tiik indwelMng wm o£ 
fltMagitlfc^ 

Ay, '' it is £ir, far easier to gather up tiie sotf a eaevgies, aod 
brace them for vigorous exertam, e^ea oa ihe stiiriag aicna of 
eoaiicty ifiMn oaSad upon to make a stand before tiie worid for 
Ifae koMor of its Mu^,'' than to take vap- life's boariy evoai^ 
and^kHurit walkiznalttred brow, and aaobaagipg eye» onward 
■lA mw i a r d ^mugk tide eonl^tiaBiBiellaaig eoitk* 

But so it must be; these aae helps* to lie niwn<wii tf lis 
fm t miM S9fdj^r^fti^ mnddkimt^ ikm^ Mey ssan); and He 
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" who sees the end from the beginnkig" will lead thee by ^o 
roi^;her road than is necessary,** '* tky Father ienawi it aU." 

<' Giro to the winds thy fiBart ; 
Hope, and be imdwinayea; 
Oed Mrs thy sigbs and oonnts thy tetff ; 
God shall lift up thy head. 

Through wares, and cknids, and stormSy 

He gently clean thy way. 
Wait thou his time, so ■hall this night 

Soon end in joyous day.*' 



" I say, Bedman ! have you heard that Saint Courtenaye has 
made a stunning bet that in less than a twelTemonth he will 
be master of this house, and have the handsomest woman in the 
three counties for his wife?" exclaimed J. Grenville, one day, 
as the wine vanished with the yolodty of an unsivcoenfiil man s 
friends after a snug* picked dinner at the doctor's. 

Mr. Bedman laughed, and gave three suggestiTe noda of his 
&thead. 

<< Do you mean to say that ridiculous story is flying about the 
town?*' asked the doctor, only half roused from his usual lethaijgpb 
indifference, for of late his worthy son, for reasons best known 
to himself had plied him almost to surfeit with the ^^ sayings and 
doings" of Courtenaye, and he was only half vwe to the remark. 

" Yes," answered J. Greville, ^^and that he merer intends to 
marry any womaa with less than ten thousand pounds 1 " 

" The impertinent jackamqfies! ** growled the doctor, ^^Aaof^ 
in tku respect, he is not angular, I believe," and he looked kasd 
at Whyom. 

^'Ihare heard for a &ct that he should say so ! and that Miss 
GrenviUe calk him her guardian angel, and tows she will never 
marry any one else ! '* remarked Whyom, whose vanity Maiy had 
incurably wounded when she rejected his adored ael^ fine 
voice, and Apollo curls. 

** So have I,'' chimed in Bedman. 

^^Pack of nonsense!" exclaimed the doctor, raised three 
degrees nearer to summer heat, " I don't believe she cares for 
the fellow any more than any of the other misses, who make it 
a part of their religion to beset and run wild after anything that 
wears a choker and a black coat!" 

'^ I don't quite agree with you on this |K>int, my dear sir,*' 
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said Bedman, with profesdonal CAution, <* though I generally &id 
joor Yiewf oC character and drcnnutance discriminating and 
oocrect'* 

^ Of coome, not against positive eYidence,** sneered GrenTille, 
^ I have seen notes constantly sent and re*sent between theni| and 
I believe she does like him^ whatever he may feel or pretend,'* 
and (iseeing the colour mount in his father's face> he added, 
« she knows her subject in you, governor, and that she winds 
yoa round her finger." 

''I don't believe onb word of it,*' shouted the doctor, 
thoroughly roused. 

*^li^ a generally received opinion,** remarked Whyom. ** I 
heard Captain Slight tell his sister the other day, that you had 
ghren your consent, on the night of the fire affiur^ out of grati- 
tnde for the marvellous exploit which ai^ school-boy would 
have performed, and that he heard it from one of the preacher^s 
most intimate friends." 

'< Pack of Hes throughout ! " again shouted the doctor, who, 
in the heat of his insulted dignity repealed the union between 
good breeding and refined phraseology. ** Pack of hes ! " he 
repeated with increased energy, ^' so don't let me hear any more 
irfit" 

^ But, my dear father," said J« Grenville, with a diplomatic 
daore for peace, but really to promote discord— cognizant that 
e?en an implied contradiction would work his sire into » 
domestic Etna, " if Mary loves the fellow, and there seems no 
doobt on the subject, what objection should you have to Um 
lor a son in law ? " 

^' /have him for a son in law I" vociferated the doctor, ^^who 
pat that into your head f Do you think I want to be pmyed 
and preached to death by such a smooth-tongued, canting fdUowf 
His diadow shall never darken this ihredihold while I am master ! 
rU see to that!" and he struck the table with conchisive force. 

^ If I may take the liber^ of suggesting, my dear sir," ob<>* 
served Bedman, at a <* go-on" wink fimn John Grenville, "I 
would lose no time in informing this young sum of your senti- 
ments more fully ; for it is very strange he should give out, as 
I have known for a fact he does, that ' he would soon bring the 
dd gentleman to his senses.' " 

^ Will he, though, the insolent puppy ! No doubt he thinks he 
inll wind me round his fixurer, as he dees other fools who are 
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Attdy to cat loam upl No, no, Mwlw^ Cottftemjre^ ^fom woift 
lad vtt aLo^e, •ra lo^e-iiek isJffi, I pfoimse you4 And as 
to yq^ir only marrying a woman with a fortune, you b eggai ly 
mnik, not mie dnlfing of niiae sfaidl Cfver see 1^ imade of your 
flwtiiflwMrtioal pook^ and if my danghter daises to tfaank odP * -- ■ ■ 
*^ Maak, hurii! my dear nr," ait^y isABrpoBod J. Gnomic 
^ I won't knskl" soared llie dmAor. ^Mind yovfsel^ »! 
I ny if jho daret think ef maxrj^mg tha;t mly-tongi:^ kaanpa I 
will cut her off with a shilling." 

" You won't be ao 8e«<ere as that, mty I am flare," simpered 
Whyom, well pleased at the promising aspeet of disk* vile 

itfet. 

^' Iiideed, but X would tiboi^ and so she dudl see* ^ I aaa 
flptfed till to-moizow monnng ! *' 

^ Gome, ocHiie^ sir, take a lil^ wine, and neyear uHsd Ao 
fiaUow'a kapertiBenoe," said Redman soothkigiy. 

^^ Tes, take a little wine, governor," superadded his ^ bope^ 
$aU" ^'Yon amatat Ikink of running a liit against all the 
yoaug ladies in the town, who roundly deokire Ikat Mary s the 
aiost fortunate gixl in the worid for having sui^ an easy-going 
papa, and " heanrenly-minded " loyar, who plays his deep gaoMi 
for the loaves and fi^es like the rest of his clique, by throwkig 
dttit into the em of < daxiiag papas and mammas I ' ** 

We need not follow tk^ plotteis through aU the 
byways, now instating, anon soothing Ike doctor, tffl at last 
son ezdaimed, a^ter a mock-battie with his Other's intention 
** of smkinghtf will to-morrow ^ he was spaered, and outtfaijgide 
daughter off with a shilling,^ '^ why not do it to-si^t, aai 
make yonisdf ndicnloos at once?" 

*^ And what if I did, sir? with your impertiiieQce. ']li£ett«« 
kwa,' indeed! By G*—, %b oome ta sonieihiag at last, wken I 
ti$m% do as I.iike in my own konse ! Bedman I ** ha shootod^ aa 
J^ CSrsoville rose to leaTe the room, caatkig a knowing kKik at 
Ills brother-^wyer, ^'take my inatmctiansy and Whyom here 
idn be a witnessy and one of the servants 



^ My daae sir, don't,** mterrnpted Redman : ^yoa wi& iMdle 
kettar of it, and" 

'^ Do as I widi, air, or by G— » i wifl send lor aeaie Mku 
rogue to take your place, who went have year qaStMmf* 
rwed the doctor; and thus intkmdatedy the l^al kmi?e draw 
up a short wil], which was duly signed and witnessed ; and then 
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went to sleep, to snore off the fumes of the wine with which he 
had been abiindantlj plied. 

When the doctor left the dining-room, about two hours after, 
he inquired of the footman where Miss Grenville was ? 

" Gone to church with Mrs. Leslie, sir,** said the tutored 
lackey. 

This reply once more roused the latent ire, and his master 

thundered — 

*' Send her to me the moment she comes in I" and in a very 

few minutes her light step was at his side, and her lip held up 

for the accustomed kiss. 

Not heeding this gentle appeal, her &ther turned his ruffled 
visage full upon her, and exclaimed in a voice that he had never 
addressed her in till then, — 

*' Madam ! is it true that you love that ^canting fellow 
Cotirtenaye?" 

IThe abruptness of the sacred question, an inquiry she had 
shrunk from putting to her own heart, brought the crimson wave 
over brow and bosom — a mute evidence of guilt, to the boor- 
ish judge who claimed, but desecrated, the prerogative of parent, 
wb^eupon he showered on hei; cowering ear a cataract of inter- 
rogatives none the less bitter for falling through a soliloquy. 

*' What did he mean by his impertinence ! Marry his daugh- 
ter? The beggarly hypocrite ! Without leave or license, too, 
the knave ! Yes, yes ! no doubt, and turn him out of doors, to 
make way for his canting, preaching crew ! He could give a 
shrewd guess what all this praying Toid religion would come to I 
The saint ! Fine ideas he must have of the respect due to a 

father ! The sneaking jackanapes, with his sanctified looks ! 

Marry his daughter ! He would take good care of that ! Leave 
him alone I He should never darken his door with his ^* 

*' Papa, dear papa I " interrupted Mary, in an imploring, 
terrified voice, " indeed, indeed you are wrong. Mr. Courte- 
naye has never made proposals to me, or spoken of love. Oh, 
who has told you these horrible imtruths? " and she wept pas- 
sionately, upon which the doctor, who looked upon a woman's 
tears as something of a femily hydrophobia, bounced out of the 
room with a running, or rather jerking,^ accompaniment,— 

*• Women could never get on without tears ! Hated scenes ! 
Hated domestic Niobes! Had enough of that long ago !" (in 
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gmo^ul allndon to his first wife). " Shouldn't be iiimself again 
for six months ! Wanted to kill him, and the sooner the better ! 
He had settled the matter^ though, that was one comfort ! They 
should see he wasn't the weak fool people took him for, when 
the Will was readi** and so on. 

NoW} though partly tinder the influence of wine, partly goaded 
on by his Mends, the doctor had executed the said Will, he had 
no more serious intontion of its being carried out, than he 
had of lecturing on the '^ Origin and Progress of Poverty," or 
proposing a *' Philosophical Inqtdry into the Cause and Effect of 
great Authors seldom living with their T^ves,** at the next 
meeting of the firm carrying on the business for promoting 
Oruolty to aahnab, of which he was a sleeping partner, in the 
shape of it Poor-Law Guardian ; but with a fislse notion of some- 
thing being due to his offended dignity, he scorned to betray the 
relentmgs stealing over his heart when he thought of "Msry^B 
imvaryiDg self-saoifice to his wishes ; while he secretly deter- 
mined " to do away with that Will, at all events, if spared to see 
another day ;" and though it was a very late hour, he abso- 
lutely despatched a servant to request '< that knave Bedman,'' 
as he inwardly baptized his legal friend, to ^^ step up to him the 
first thing in the morning ; " but as his worthy son saw sigafi of 
** fine weather " in the domestic barometer aftier the late squalls, 
he gave a hint to Redman, who was "unfortunately obliged to 
run up to town." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

^ Whether Law begot log^e, or logic begot Law^ I know noty but fliere is 
dften a pleasant kind of c(mfa^n beiween them.'* 

In order fully to comprehend the "got-up" dinner^ picked 
guests, and pre-arranged result the last chapter chronicles^ it may 
be as well to explain a little more fiilly the position of John 
GfrenyiUe, which he considered ample excuse for his iniquitous 
diplomacy. 

Unaccustomed from his cradle to lay the slightest restraint on 
his inclinations, hy the time he had reached his majority he 
foond himself deeply involved, and among other transactions, 
those of hetting and gambling to a frightful extent were not the 
least destructive at^once to moral principle and the money- 
concern. Having borrowed largely upon his reversionary interest 
at ninous discounts, which (unfortunately for him) he found no 
difficultv in doing — ^his prospects being generally considered 
'* flood/' and holmng out sufficient security to any speculative 
bngand to supply his wants — ^he had long meditated on the 
possibility of gratifying, at one and the same time, his intense 
dedre for money and his dislike to his sister ; but even with one 
o£ his father's easily-worked-on temperament this latter design 
reqoired tact, plot, cunning, and coaajutorship> the last two of 
which were soon enlisted into his service in the person of Mr* 
John Josiah Redman, attorney, whose readiness to ctxecute any 
pettifogging that paid, or any secret villany promifiing to pay^ 
rendered hfm vety useful to his more openly eircumspect legal 
brother, who found him on this occasion quite up to his work. 
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In truth, this Mr. John Josiah Redman was one of those 
Pariahs infestmg every profession, and his character had heen thns 
correctly estimated by a barrister whom his knavery had vic- 
timised, '' the man will do on^hing for money !" and perhaps no 
more decided proof of the correctness of this opinion conld be 
adduced than the eagerness with which this villain entered into 
J. Grenville's diabolical scheme against his unoffending sbter. 

Valuing friends and acquaintances according to their troy- 
weight, the first question asked by this wily lawyer, either on a 
home-circle introduction, or a business application, was, '^can 
anything be sot out of them V* If they were '' well to do in 
the world,'* Uiey were invited to dine, toadied to repletion, and 
solicited to stand sponsor to the last little Redman ; and though 
the polite '* decided dislike to stand'* had often followed his 
complimentary request, the shrewd man was by no means 
daunted, but went on toadying and grasping wholesale. 

Added to a worthy amount of perseverance and plodding, he 
always had on hand a good staple commodity of low cunniqgi 
which having once or twice proved more than a match for a deed 
of common sense executed upon fair and honourable principles, 
his family — the female members especially — looked upon him as 
already under the Chancellor's wig, and ms office— or rather his 
stool— up two pairs of stairs, exchanged for the woolsack ; but 
while these dear, confiding creatures indulged in such sanguine 
dreams, Mr. John Josiah knew better ; he knew that, malffre his 
fox-like development, he had been tapped on the shoulder by 
several of the moral police, and, moreover, had been most 
completely shown up by one of his ci-dwafU toadied friends, 
who had discarded his mask, greatly to his damage as a lawyer 
and honest man ; but this ea^se he prudently refrained from 
noticing, as the before-named judicature was cognisant of his 
shuffling transactions, and he smarted under the lasb, putting on 
a look of injured innocence that told powerfully in his favour 
with the confiding members of his family and acquaintance; 
while the vnitiaied congratulated him on his display, though 
somewhat late, of that *^ discretion" which is the best part of 
** valour" all the world over. Like many others in that scheming 
age, whose caution should have steered clear of the quicksands, 
Mr. John Josiah had a bold spirit for speculating. No matter 
however wild and visionary the proposed project, if it only held 
out a gossamer chance of '' telling," he was soon the holder of 



lUFimTEfl lMAL LAWTESS. 188 

no end ridi^ shaies, and though, as may be unagined, some 
victim-client was minus rents collected by the grasping laimr^— 
or trust-money deposited with him — though he unscrupulously 
robbed the aged and the young, 'twas '*no odds to anybody /' 
be oontriyed to maintain a tolerably respectable appearance, and 
by the assistance of his boasted family connexion, to ** keep hk 
bead aboye water," no matter who sunk beside him. Moreoyer, 
he adroitly enough threw the dust of hypocrisy into the eyes of 
the facile members of his family, passing for a religious man, and 
regularly callmg his oyer-worked maids into familyprayer ere heleft 
home for business, and contriyed to get respectable securities to 
many a cfiinrespectable transaction, as well as his large loose bodily 
proportions, protected by a superfine oyer-all, and ** scientific" 
trowsers, to say nothing of a wondrous display of snowy shirt- 
fi!ont studded with cortd of rather a fuller colour than a pair of 
fbrioufl whiskers, which he cultivated to such an unseemly extent 
that their points touched his shoulders. His neighbours did say 
—but perhaps it was only envy — ^that the small lawyer's display 
of apparel was at the expense of his wife's wardrobe, her's 
being of such very questionable dimensions that it had long been 
a £ivourite matter of quizzing among his chums, some of whom 
not unfrequently amused themselves by calling out, '* I say, old 
boy, why don't you give your wife a new parasol?" or, *' Bedman, 
my fine fellow I your wife's bonnet is the shabbiest in the parish ; 
why don't you buy her a niew one ?" and so on. To each and 
every inquiry of the kind he would reply by significantly pointing 
with his right hand over his left shomder, an action ms friends 
evidently understood by the shouts of laughter which followed 
each perpetration of the eloquent movement. 

The hapless lady just referred to (the very reverse of a 
Zantippe, and a distant connexion of the Grenvilles, to whom 
Manr had frequently shown much kindness), was the passive 
anvil whereon Mr. John Josiah regularly hammered out his coarse, 
self-sufficient prejudices to their extremest proportions, and he 
had a low-minded satisfaction in inflicting petty acts of injustice 
and meanness towards her sex, which sprung from their very 
inability to cope with him, and his own want of moral courage to 
meet his fellow vrith the weapons he brandished so mercilessly over 
them. Thus, as she never retained either a good or bad impression 
for three consecutive hours, the weak but well-meaning wife of the 
small lawyer exercised no salutary influence over her imperious 
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lord ; and after the cares of busioeBS he generally amused himself 
by exacting the minutest account of every inch of candle, the pre« 
cise time an ounce of pins *' lasted/* ti^ .^ft^&t number of yards 
that could be *' made do *' for little calico garments or any other 
material required for domestic purposes^ 

Then he extorted no small amount of real, hard labour from 
his '* good lady,*' with a view to the saving of an extra servant- 
girl's wage« though, as one of these generdly ill-used '^ greatest 
plagues in life '* patiietically rraiarked, ** he was two people's woric 
msselfl he expected that not only all the honsehold duties shonkL 
be superintended by his wife, but that she should aet as vakt de 
chambre and preside over the ''vexed questions " of shirt-eoUars, 
and cravat-tying, till at length her no great amount of ph^mpiA 
surrendered after a struggle, and the prdessional gentleman con- 
descended to take upon ''hisself** the superiutendaiioe of the 
above-named household mysteries, adding to it ** instmetkm 
gratis " to the parlour-maid in the abstruse science of lighting a 
fire from the top to save ftiel^ and in the most eoooomical use of 
patent black-lead in polishing the drawing-room stchFe* But, aks ! 
it was not long before the man's house became a species of fanily 
inquisition on a small scale, over which he presided with Bonner- 
like strictness. No domestic matter dared to be arranged without 
a '' consultation" with him ; not a penny spent without his leave ; 
no member of the cowed circle dared hold up the right hand if 
he said '' hold up the left." No one presumed to say it rained if 
he chose to say he couldn't see it ; tUl at len^h '' Master sm 
so" became a law a la Darius, or ** Papa iscoming" a signal mr 
eivery smile to be smuggled out of sight, and a helter-skelter 
scamper to the nursery or kitchen — often one and the same thing 
in Mr. John Josiah's establishments 

Perhaps there was some little excuse for the creature in the 
fact that, being the eldest son, from his very birth he had been aD* 
customed to " drive everything before him," including a mother 
who spoilt him, and a father in such wholesome fear of her that 
he dared not contradict her ; and when the small lawyer married, 
his vrife, in her delight at being '' settled at last,*' perpetuated the 
mischief of the former system, never presuming to differ in opinion 
from his vagaries, however wild, unreasonable or painful to herself 
the indulgence of them might be ; in short, Mrs. John Josiah did 
not begm her matrimonial iSe '' as she intended to go on," — amis- 
chievousy but very frequent custom amoi^ newly-wedded pairs. , 
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We have entered into the natural hiBtory of this jewel of a 
lawyer with rather more minuteness than may be deemed neces* 
sary, but as he is a stereoscopic sketchy we hope thereby to warn 
our readers against forming acquaintance either legally, socially, 
or matrimonially with characters who, like Mr, John Josiidi 
Redman, will elaborate from any and every circumstance in life 
''something to be turned into money." 

A clever writer of the last century says, ** the best thing any- 
oae can do after suffering from a fault they have committed is to 
warn others fVom fklling into the same." So, when a man's 
diaraeter is known to be dangerous, the highest benefit that can b^ 
oonferred on society is to boldly point him out as such ; and while 
to pass over an injury inflicted upon one's self is magnanimous 
ana Christiaii-like, to remain silent when we may rai3e the warn- 

a voice in defence of Truth and Virtue for fear of being con- 
red '^ censorious " or ^^ uncharitable ** is a fklse, permcious, 
unhealthy sentimentality. Calling actions aqd diaracters by their 
pioper names is as mueh a requirement of the age as ** right men in 
tlie right plaees." The whole frame-work of society is becoxniuff 
neketty by the thoughtleiSB substitution of sweet for bitter, and 
kiMer for sweet, which characterises it, and by which *' the false 
hseomes so closely interwoven with the true — that which is e3C- 
pcdient so readily adopted instead of that which is right ;" — and sq 
ottk do even '' professing people " express their real thoughts for 
fear of what others will say, that it is easy enough to realize the 
idea of Tallyrand, ^' the faculty of speech was given to enable 
people to conceal their thoughts." 

tf an action is wrong, which man possesses the greatest amount 
of charity, he who has the moral courage to say so, pointing out 
the perpetrator, thereby putting others cm their guard, or he who, 
fi»m fear of incurring c^Mure as '' uncharitable, *' allows the 
acdoa and its consequences to accumulate and spread its venom, 
while the author exults in his success ? 

Charity 1 — Is that charity which stands by with stony indiffer- 
ence and sees the unwary and unsuspecting drawn into the net of 
the destroyer, without raising a voice of friendly warning ? 

Charity I — ^Is that charity which hears the whisper of malice, 
the bhghting insinuation, and holds its peace lest the ''world" 
diouid be offended ? Out upon such a spurious interpretation of 
titt Master's teaching, ** whatsoever ye would that men should do 
WHta yoM, do ye even so %mto them I** Shall the moral murderer go 
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ffee, and the manslayer be ponisbed ? Nay, not if we obey the 
summons to the 

'^ Riglit^ and Trae, and Beaatifaly** 
sounding out in all around us that sin has not marred. 



The weak Whyom was the other party that J. Grenyille found 
no trouble in enlisting as his managing committee, to the diaboli- 
cal plot of whose success mention has already been made ; and 
upon the JindU of which he gave Redman a document entitling 
him to the sum of two thousand pounds as soon as the *' estate 
realized/' fully determined meanwhile, by some hitch or other in 
the ** glorious uncertainty of law/' to ^^ get out of paying him ;'* 
while John Josiah, by no means behind in roguery, made up hia 
mind to '^ apply the job as a thumb-screw" wheneyer it was needed 
to extort money from the spendthrift's pocket. 

It would be difficult to furnish reasons for J. Grenville's dislike 
to his sister. It might have been because she stood in the way 
of the whole of the property he so deeply needed and coveted — 
his gambling, profligate career having lightened his purse and 
reputation, of which fact every one was more cognizant than 
his worthy father, who little dreamed of the race of dissipation 
his hopeful had run, or how ruinously he was involved in betting 
transactions. 

It might have been because she had refused one of his boon 
companions whom he had selected for her, in the person of a 
young man who bore the preface '* Hon." to his name, and 
upon the magic influence of which he drew largely on the credu- 
lity of tradespeople — the dinners of his less Hon. acquaintance, 
and the parasitical affections of John Grenville, besides shelter- 
ing all kinds of dishonourable deeds, aided and abetted by that 
prolific establishment for the education of vice, infamy, and ruin, 
the Race-course. 

May be it was from the fact that he never could find anything 
really to dislike in her, though he could no more understand the 
purity and transparency of her character than a Raratongian 
savage could the peerless creations of a JuUet or a Desdembna. 
True, he had discovered a fresh impetus to his dislike in her 
toleration of his especial bugbear Courtenaye, towards whom he 
entertained the fiercest hatred and contempt, for some reasons 
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tbat, DO doabti will august themselves to the reader, as well'as 
for others that will not^ imleas explained. 

The racing week in the flourishing town of D attracted 

with its usual magnetic fiittality a numerous flight of unclean 
fowl and birds of prey. There was the blear-eyed drunkard, 
with emaciated form and palsied hand; the seducer, with 
'^ words softer than honey," and hell in his heart ; the gambler, 
with fevered brow and lurid eye ; the blasphemer, wil£ defiant . 
oaths and Grod-insulting ribaldry; the midnight robber with 
cowering form and tiger tread ; the noontide murderer, with 
yelling crowds rushing to his death-work in the ring of the 
brutal fight; the poisoner, with deadly potion, beside his victim* 
friend; and there too— alas! alas I — ^was the painted, faded, 
goilt-bowed form of woman ! Oh, there were mingled votaries 
in that heathenish gathering, where outrages were offered to the 
** unknown gods" Honesty and Decency, that would have 
shamed the grossest orgies of Moloch and Saturn ; and most 
mdancholy were the traces of their fiery footsteps these sacri- 
fices left in the fated towns or hamlets in whose locale this relic 
of the dark ages flourished. Much to the disgust of certain 
parties, the watchmen who had drunk into the spirit of that 
solemn charge of the prophet: "Son op Man, when I say 

UKTO THB WICKED, ThOU SHALT STJKELY DIB, AND THOU GIVEST 
THEM NOT WABNINO, NOR SPEAKEST TO WARN THE WICKED FROM 
HIS WAY, TO SAVE HIS XJFE, THE SAME VSTICKED MAN SHALL DIE 
W HIS SINS, BUT HIS BLOOD WILL I REQUIRE AT THY HANDS," 

Stood upon their watch-towers proclaiming their Master's mes- 
sage ; and it will be anticipated that foremost amid the '* cer- 
tam parties " so disgusted, figured Mr. John Grenville and his 
choice associates. A specimen of their indignation may not be 
here altogether out of place. 

Sipping some confiding merchant's ^' capital wine" after dinner 
one day, or rather one evening, in company with the aforenamed 
Hon, Mr. Bapid, simple Whyom, and a Captain Slight — another 
representative young man, by the way, who was easily influenced 
either for good or bad, and who woi:dd countenance acts in the 
society of his jovials, edged on and supported by sympathy in 
evil, from which his better nature would have shrunk when he 
was alone — the conversation naturally turned upon the pending 
i^&ces, each anticipating, with morbid anxiety the chances of 



" make or break " that dwelt in the four dainty feet of ^' Moon* 
flyer," or slumbered in the mazy caverns of jockeyism. 

Then, as a necessary sequence, the preaching, and preach- 
ing against racing was mooted ; and in proportion to the depth 
of indigation entertained by each towards the ^' ins(^ent'* per- 
petrators of this terrible heterodoxy, each thought himself legi- 
timately entitled to vituperate in no very refined terms. Pro- 
bably from the &ct of Courtenaye^s beong the most earnest 
among earnest men— ay, and successfol, too-~lbr success is tbe 
twin brother of earnestness, and springs full-blown from the 
embrace of faith and Hope — ^he was, as J. Grenville said, '* in 
everybody's mouth;" and hence came in for somewhat of a 
latter-day*Benjamin share of their wrath and abuse ; so true is it 
^' that birds ever peek the ripest fruit." 

'^ Let's go and hear the saint ! he holds forth to«nigfat t ** ex-- 
claimed J. Grenville, after an avalanche of invective not re- 
peatable. 

*^ And pay the fellah out, by getting up a jolly row/' drawled 
the Hon. 

^^ Capital !" shouted Slight, rubbing his hands unmercifiiUy. 

^ Two to one he shirks 1" vociferated the wise Whyom. 

^' Find out his metal, if the spiritual Erostratus has got any t" 
went on Grenville. 

*^ Go it, my old fellah ! try if he's plucky !" diimed in 
Hon. 

" Capital joke, by Jove I" laughed Slight. 

** Two to one he mizzles ! " wisdomed Whyom. 

And then these heroes laid down their plan as follows: 
each one was to enter the church at a different time and at a 
different^ door, to avoid notice, and during the most quiet listen- 
ing to the " saint's holding forth," Grenville was to cry "fire!** 
which cry the others were simultaneously to take up and spread 
the alarm, producing a ^' stunning confusion that should put the 
canting hypocrite out of preaching trim, and his fanatical crew 
out of hearing trim, for some time to come." 

Full- primed with these mischievous intentions, the disturbers 
sallied forth, and reached the sacred edifice just as Courtenaye 
rendered the text, in his peculiarly harmonious tones,— 

*^Came, now^ let ue reason together • l\tm 

ytf turn ye, why will ye dief^ 
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We need not follow him in the use and application he made of 
these most vrondrous and condescending words, — ^the '^ High and 
hfiy One, who mhabiteth etemify/j^' condescending to '^ reason," as 
man to nubi, with guilty rebels^ or say how solemnly and with 
what impassioned pleading he besought his fellow-sinner to *' turn 
and reason;" they will be self-suggesting to the reader; but 
retain with the disappointed party whose plot had been frus- 
trated by the simple fact of the pew-opener showing Grenyille 
into Henry Leslie's seat, where he was vis^a^vis with Fred^ and 
side by side with his sister I 

It is a threadbare remark, yet one we perhaps seldom regard 
and consider in all its forcible teaching, that '' small causes oflben 
produce great effects ;" and it is just because we forget that 
these events, " great" to our puny minds, are but integral parts 
of a whole in His plans to whom nought is '^ small " and nought 
is "great," 

We often see circumstances big with interests affecting time 
and eternity hang on a gossamer web, and apparently precipi- 
tated by trifles too insignificant for notice. Yet they are but 
parts of this wondrous whole; and it is strange that beings 
cradled and nursed amid the grand ideas of Christianity should 
treat as fanatic or superstitious that interposition of Deity in 
human affidrs which even Pagans recognised and acknowledged. 

" How. infernally provoking that I should have been shown 
into Saint Leshe's stall, and so all our fun have been spoilt 1" ex* 
claimed J. Grenville, on their return to head-quarters. 

" I was p2c;odigiously glad to skeltaw myself behind the pew- 
opeoour," drawled Rapid. ^< I confess I had some misgivings 
befatr we started, and I felt terribly queau; when that felloi^ 
with his supar& voice, seemed to implai^; me to Hum.' " 

"For heaven's sake, Bapid, don't you get the Courtenaye 
hydrophobia !" shouted J. Grenville, who was thoroughly ill-tem- 
pered at being so caught, ^' or if you must confess, wait 'till the 
races are over!" 

'< Don't trouble your tendat^; conscience about me ! Saul is 
not among the Prophets ! " laughed Hon. *' I was only ad- 
miring the animal's points I " 

" Which points ? his ^ supar5 voice ' old felloA ? " asked 
GrenviUe, mimicking the conventional drawl of his friend. 

" Nonsense I you know what I mean," ref^ied Bapid, ^' his 
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•tCTStocuwtic fignre, and certainly he has the most glomovm 
eyes I evaw saw ! " 

'' Quite a divine expression ! so sanctified ! so heavenly ! as 
the saints would say/' replied J. Grenville, turning up his eyes, 
and shaking his h^id with an air of mock solemnity, that sent 
the Hon. and Whyom into convulsions of laughter. Then, 
pouncing upon Slight, who was sitting quiet and abstracted, he 
continued, in a louder strain, *' I say, Slight, my old boy ! 
where's your tongue? Have you hung your harp upon the 
willows and become convorted, by way of proving the old say- 
ing, ^ the greater the sinner, the greater the saint I ' Come, out 
with it, man I are you bitten?** 

The handsome, but dissipated-looking young man, thus appeal* 
ed to coloured ; and rising, replied in a frank tone, " 1 don't 
exactly know what you mean by being bitten^ Grenville, — ^bnt 
if to rejoice from the bottom of my heart that our mad frolic 
was frustrated, or if to feel as if an arrow dipt in molten lead 
were driven into my heart, I am bitten, as you call it." 

" Grammon ! all gammon ! " shouted Grenville. ^' Here I pass 
the wine. Rapid, let's get ^ lushy' and drown the blues. Don't 
show the white feather 'till the races are over, or by jingo. Saint 
Gourtenaye will go up fifty per cent !" 

'' I can only say," answered' Slight, pushing the liquor fiK>m 
him, and speaking in the same frank tone, '' that if all the 
preachers I have listened to had been like this ' canting* 
Courtenaye, I should not h^ve been the scapegrace I am." 

" Excellent I excellent ! " vociferated Grenville, who shel- 
tered a tolerable quantity of uncomfortable feeling he could not 
account for under a show of uproarious mirth, *' excellent ! a 
most decided case of first-sight convorsion!" 

Slight only replied by wishing them good night, and as soon 
as he left the room, Grenville shouted, " First-rate joke, by 
jingo ! 'Bl bet ten to one 'tis in all the cant journals to-morrow 
morning as a second Colonel Gardiner's case !" 

**Who was Colonel Gardinat^;: a u^elation of Slight's T" in- 
nocently demanded Hon. 

" Not that I know of," answered Grenville. ** He was one of 
those fanatic praving-fellows infesting all circles and societies ; 
that's all I can tell you about him, except that some catch-penny 
author wrote his life, and that he comes in for a pretty good 
share of worship among the sanctified ones I" 
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"How veiT lucid 70a are, my old felloAI" exclaimed Bapic|» 
<< what has aU that to do with Stight 1" 

*'0f Slight be hanged 1" peevishly retorted Grenyille. "Bj 
the way, doesn't he owe yoa somethmg on the odds at 6 -V* 

** Tea, a tuAAe, but why do you ask V drawled Bapid. 

"For want of sometlung better to talk about, I suppose/ 
answered Grenyille, and so the conyersation became yapid and 
heavy, none of the choice trio *'up to the mark," and they soon 
after separated neyer to meet again on earth. The sudden 
death of his only brother called the young Hon. away from 

D before the races took place ; but whether this solemn 

event which made him an Earl, and a legislator to boot, had 
any influence on his character, — ^whether the Spirit's gentle 
stnving was stifled as on the night of the frohc, no record 
remains. He was drowned a few months after, while bathing on 
one of those dangerous and ill-attended coasts that have proved 
fatal to so many fives in our marine towns, and 

•t The chmchyard bears an added stone. 
The fireside shows a vacant chair, 
Here Sadness sits* and sighs alone, 
And Death displays his banner tbere, 

Bia where ie he ?" 

The arrow shot at a venture on that evening by the faithful 
pastor did not fall powerless ! How could it, dipped as it was 
m the '* blood that speaketk better ihmge than that oj AbelV 

Ten days after the trio separated, Grenville received from 
Slight a promissory note for a considerable sum won by the 
httter in a betting transaction. The document was accompanied 
inth a straightforward statement of the writer's change of 
views and feelings, and expressive of interest for the best happi- 
ness of his former associate. Had Grenville possessed one spark 
of generous and honourable emotion, this woiud have arpusea it ; 
bat he only chuckled over his canceled debt, ridiculed and 
scoffed, and remained unchanged, amusing his acquaintances 
with sundry ludicrous and highly-coloured embellishments of the 
simple fact— that ^* Saint Gourtenaye had convarted Sinner 
Sliriit, who was become one of his most devoted admirers and 
folbwers, ready to enter the lists and do battle for him with the 
rabid deUght of a Matador into the ring of a buU-fight.V 
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CHAPTER XY. 



f tne Iriopsm 



Abandonment of iMfon to zengn 

The right ci thoiu^ht : our 

Last and rarest refuge : this at least 

ShaU«tiUbemixio.'' 



We have said the doctor lov«d Mary^ and this is true^ with limi- 
tations ; he loved his prejudices better^ and while he would 
willingly have given her in marriage to the nnprincipled Honour- 
able, the weak Whyom, the Popish Curate, or the dissipated 
Slight, had he thought she really loved either of them, and 
would cause him no trouble about the matter, the idea of giving. 
Ms child to a man who had dared to think for himself, and had 
presumed to exercise that prerogative he arrogated to himself 
with such uncompromising tenacity, was not for one instant to 
be tolerated. 

What I dare to follow the dictates of his conscience in the 
matter of religious worship ! To adopt what he believed to be 
the only sure guide to heaven — ^the teachii^s of his Bible ! Out 
upon such innovalions ! 

Why didn't he go to £» church ! '* There's plenty of roooiy 
God knows!" 

Qt What ri^ht had he ^ to set up his new-Angled notions, and 
exercise his judgment in matters that only beloBged to his 
betters I 

" Fine times, indeed I when every stripling iock to thinkiffg 
for himself, aad fimcying he knew better than any one else! 
'Twas different when he was a boy ! He knew that pretty weU I 
and where it would all end he couldn't see, for his part T 



i>» 
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Softlyl loftlyl friend doctor; j«st listen to a few rhjmei: 
are joa fond of poetry ? 

« Doabt's Castle, on Conjectnre's ma, 
84fd>le ftom inttability 
Bides, lashed to nootings nore iprotaad 
Than art can solTe, or wisdom soand ; 
And thro' this vestibule have past 
All masterminds, from first to last. 
And inch by inch, and day by day, 
Have cat their lotd, and fooght their wmy. 

** Yet, good from evil may be wrought, 
Who never doabted, nerer theeglit, 
The battle brightens, bat the trace 
Hosts oat the Made for want of we* 
Who thinks «a others, and agrees. 
With all, finds nought, and little sees^ 
Did all accord, then all might stand 
Stock-still, and darlmess drown the land.*' 

You " don't Bee what all that can have to do with the sub- 
ject ? '' You " don't understand the rhymes 7 " 

Well, then, let ns have a little chat ; but mind, we begin with 
the mutual understanding that " difference of opinion shall not 
lessen friendship." That's a noble sentiment^ whoever uttered it ; 
it was neither you nor I, my dear sir. 

You " didn't say it was ? " 

"Well ! I didn't say you did ; 'twas merely a remark." 

" Better go on, as you are in a hurry ? " 

"Very well, then, allow me to ask you a question or two ; for, 
according to the Bey. G. W. Lewis, in one of his eloquent 
B^ODs, * a question is the shortest road to reason and to con- 
saence ; it engages attention, and sets a man thinking for him- 
self.'" 

" Tbmkmg for hvnself" Ah I that's it I not taking assertions 
and ideas upon trust; nothing is so mind*snbjugating and 
intellect-fettering as that." 

"Did you, dear doctor, never hear the names of Gidileo^ 
Colnmbus, Harvey, and a galaxy of others who set about ' think« 
mg for themselves?'" 

^ Don't you recollect reading about the poor, once half-stanred 
Minei^s son, who rose and ' shook the world ? ' or the Bedford 
Tinker, who 'thrills the world's great pidse' even now 7 or the 
' consecrated Cobbler,' as reverend witlings cdiled the heaven-sent 
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Caarey ? or— but where shall we stop ? Men who have inflaenced 
not only the aee in which they liyed, but ages extendmg onward 
till time shaU be no more; men who held their patent of 
nobility direct from the Court of Heaven : God's aristocracy, the 
blood iroyal of the people ; therefore, their tides are never 
' extinct ;' they never die ; the world won't let them. These 
men set about * thinking for themselves/ " 

''And last, but not least, dear sir, don't you recollect the 
story of the ' thinker for himself,' who sat ^ watching the subtle 
vapour, 

* Slow steaming from the fBggoVs blase,* 

'till his prophetic mind heaved with the strn^es of the ^ embryo 
^cides f ' and he whispered his wondrous secret to his fellow- 
man, who called him ' mad,' and shrouded his glorious mind- 
light under the extinguisher of Ignorance and Prejudice (as priests 
strove to put out the starry Galileo, but he was too deep for 
them, with hia 'move in the right direction.') They called the 
'thinker' mad— they made him so. Bigotry hurled back the 
great restless mind upon itself, after its vain grapplings with 
these stagnant elements, and it gnawed and gnawed 'tOl it eat 
away its own vitality. 

" Poor fellow ! If, as many good people believe, it is per- 
mitted to disembodied spirits to hover over, and look down sym- 
pathizingly on this earth and its transitions, surely the heart of 
the ' mad ' man must have leapt for joy as years rolled on, and 
some other mind set about 'thinking for itself '-—saw the new- 
bom infant in its cradle of sighs and tears, and took pity upon 
it, nourished it with the fine wheat of inquiry, and clothed it in 
the free-trade robes of experiment, till at length it grew up (not 
to its full Titanic development, — ^fliture generations must achieve 
Ihat triumph), and become a giant, his feet on the Nadir, his 
head almost at the Zenith, his Briareus arms encircling the 
world." 

. " Depend on it, my good friend, it was not to connect continents 
merely, or to increase commerce and capital merely, or to ex- 
change lofty courtesies and kind feeling from the sultry south to 
the frozen north merely — ^it does this, and 'tis well, — still less 
was it to convev our brothers like cattle to the shambles, into 
the fierce ' red rain ' of the bloody field, that this mighty ' Alcides ' 
has been nourished and brought up: 'tis to become in the 
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'fii^ms of times when Ood will reconcile all things to himdf'—all 
imgs, whether they he things in heaven or things on earth, hy i^' 
flUm Christ Je^vs* the angel flying through the world with the 
'.everlasting Gospel ;* * every valley exalted^ every mountain made' 
plain,' belting the universe with a love-jewelled zone, even as the' 
coroDid rainbowik are said to encircle the Andes, and evolving a 
gndous huthanity, wearing on its peaceful breast a liting. 
embodiment of the God-man precept, * known, and read of all,* 
* Whatsoever ye would that men should do unto you, do ye also 
mto themJ* **" 

"This may be all very true, still you cannot see what it has to 
do with your opinion?" That Luther and Bunyan seem to be the' 
staple comnaodity of our clique"? ** 

But I believe you were just now wishing to chain Couttenaye 
and every other ' stripling ' who set up * thinking for themselves ' 
to the wheels of your old chariot — * Opinion/ Depend you will 
never accomplish this. Have you never heard the wisest thing 
uttered by the Imperial watchmaker of Germany ? ** what a fool 
I have been to expend so much treasure and such vast quan- 
tities of blood in trying to make people think as I do, when I' 
cannot get even two watches to go alike!* Therefore, my, 
Wend, it is no use wasting precious time in fencing with impal- 
pable shadows. As to * Luther and Bunyan being our staple 
commodities,' the grand pRiNCipr.ES, wKose roots lie deep down in 
every English heart, are our * staple commodity,' if you please, 
and we revere the memory of those regal spirits who contended 
▼aliantly fof them, and for * the faith once delivered to the saints/ 
the faifii preached so successfully by your despised Courtenaye. 

There ought to be but one religion, and people ought to be 
nwwfe gd to one church ?" 

There is but one religion, dear sir, ancf the inspired epitome 
of it is very brief, * Faith that worketh by love,* — 

But how would you commence * making all people go to one 
chmtb ? * Would you revive the stake and the faggot ? ' Believe 
or hum r Smithfield or Towef Hill ? in "merry England I " 

Bepend it will not do ! People are wiser ; they have begun 
^thinking for themselves* with the open Bible in their hands, 
and they won't think or act either much amiss. Nor will they 
have a padlock put on the book ; depend on that. 

•*Then why. don't they all think alike, and put an end. to tfiis 
new-fangled aohsense ? " 
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Or in other words, why do not all people think as you do, 
and go to your church. Is not that the idea you would convey T 

I suppose it is as possible in the nineteenth as it was in the 
fifteenth century, that difference of opinion may be the crucible 
from whence Truth is elaborated, ana freedom of thought the 
fountain whence it abounds for the freedom of nations ? other- 
M wise, in what quagmires of error and superstition the world would 
long since have sunk ! 

But surely, of all people, Chriatians should agree to differ. 
Why should Uiey be ^ crossing each other with je^ous and alien 
looks, guilty of such sad estrangement, and sadder effects, when 
professing to be sprinkled with the same blood, to bear the same 
name, to be heirs of the same inheritance? 

Why, for the trifles in which Christians cannot agree, and 
perhaps it was never intended they should, should they stand 
aloof from each other in essentials they can embrace 7 

Why should our platforms he deserted, and our noblest 
Sodeties languish, because one man's ritual is less gorgeous than 
another's, or one minbtrates in a surplice and another preaches in 
a coat? 

Do you suppose, my dear sir, the inspired fishermen-Apostles 
had any such crotchets as these ? 

Why should brother Speed, after losing himself in the 
twylight labyrinths of controversy, auarrel with and snub brother 
Slow hecause he will not lose himseu too ? 

Perhaps you will permit me to put a few stray thoughts on 
paper, and give me your opinion when we meet again? — ^The 
different churches have been aptly described as 'one broad fold, 
parted by hurdles,' over which one-eyed Bigotry cannot look. 
On one section is written Baptist, on another Episcopalian, on a 
third Independent, an<i^6o on ; but there is a common distinctive 
mark on all the partitioned sheep ; they know only the voice of 
OMB Shepherd, and Him they follow f whithersoever he goeth/ 
whether bearing the cross, or exulting in victory. They all walk 
in ONE 'way,' clutching the same«^ruth, and enter through one 
* door into me eternal, over whose shining portal is engraved, to 
plainly that ' he who runs may read,' an inscription bearing the 
sign-manual of the King of kings, — 

" No ICAN OOHETH TO THE FaTHEB BUT BT ME,—" 

and it remains uninjured through corroding oentories, 
though desperate hands have striven to deface — or ^splace it by 
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lying facia of man's tradition ; but there it glows, a centralizing 
beacon, brightening nnder the receding clouds and shadows of 
xpiring prejudice, as the majestic truth it propounds reigneth 
supreme over a subjugated world. 

Ah, dear sir, depend on it, it is only that one reconciliation- 
point between offended Deity and rebel man — ^the Cross, whose 
light is powerful enough to reveal the why and wherefore of the 
upheayings of society — the moral earthquakes that convulse the 
world, destroying the prisons of oppression, and setting the 
chain-bound free ; and the humble follower of his Lord knows 
that it must be so, for His people are a ' peculiar ' people, and he 
can recognise the glorious truth in the suspended L&ws of nature, 
when the proud waves became a wall of crystal adamant for his 
doud-led ones to pass through, or when the sun stood still on 
Ajalon's valley. 

He reads it in the rise and fall of giant empires and mighty 
thrones — Babylon, Nineveh, Egypt, Persepolis, Rome, — traces its 
outline in the truth-gleaming mythologies of the untutored 
fiechnana, or the philosophical Greek, whose sacrificial altars 
dimly symbolized the coral keystone of that arch uniting man to 
his Maker,"— 

•* Without shedding op blood there is ko remission,"— 
nor less distinctly is his cherished truth visible in those 
curious pieces of wood or metal, in whose embrace slumbered 
the ' world-startine elements of the Reformation' — in those 
mercy-angels, the Bible, Missionary, and other societies, sprinkling 
earth's wastes with the * Water of Life/ 

Ah ! by the light of the Cross he reads too,— 

«• Despise not the day of small things," — 

and he thanks God, and takes coura|{e as he looks with 
kindling eye on the 'Young England' regenerating Ragged- 
school — rearing its healthy, cheerful face, and bearmg on its 
banner the Excelsior, — 

'* Itisnotihe wiU of your Fatter in heaven thai one of these little 
ones should perish,*' 

Thus, leaning firmly agamst the Cross, the believer 

«< Bids earth roll, nor feels iU Idle whirl ;"— 

but there is no sectarianism in the Cross, m^ dear sin What 
giravitation is in the natural world, the Cross is in the spiritual,--* 
«< J, tf J be Ufted t^, %oiU draw aU men unto me.'* 

l9 
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Herdn is love, and lore knows nothing of sectarianism: 
wherever *' Gospel tidings" echo> there liberty lives, and Refine- 
ment, Sympathy, fmd true Progression, bless humanity. Did ever 
like glory grace the tread of the hag Superstition ? 

Shall we ask. the Amphitheatre, the Catacombs, the Inquisition, 
the dungeons . of Home, to give back- their immolated dead, ^and 
tell 

Shall we iuvoke ^ the martyrs' of Smithfield; or summon the 
slaughtered Huguenots and Covenanters, to reply ? 

The Gospel says> ** Bif tJm shall all mm know that ye are fii^ 
disdpUiiif ye have love to one another* Invoice mtJi them that 
ooy^ and tDeep with those that tade^," and such is: the language of its 
follower ; he looks abroad into the sin and sorrow-groaning 
world, and over his softened heart come thoughts of Him who 
sought the abodes of guilt and misery, blotting out the former 
in His blood, and the latter with His tears, 'and he learns what true 
love and true compassion are. 

Yes, he nmst stand- over the manger wheie the God-child 
veiled his glory in suffering humanity : he must wend weeping 
into the gloom of Gsthsemans, and catch the call of anguish^^- 
** Could ye not watch with me one hourV and melt underlhe 
loving excusCi *' the spirit is willing, hvi thejleah weak: " 

He must steal with Peter into Herod's judgment-hall, and 
mark- the crown of thorns and the mocking purple. 
. He must ascend Calvary and listen to the prayer,-^ — ^ 

"Father,. porgivE: them !— " 
from lips all smitten and bruised with the brutal blows: ol 
the fierce Roman*. 

He must watch the blood trickling from the languid brow, as 
it slowly washes away that foul indignity — the soldiers' spitting, — 

He must cower at the last, loud death-ciy; " It is finished !" 
•—and as the. hus beholds the fountain of the great deeps 
of God's love brokeir up, aaid overflbwing a lost world, some of 
that mercy-blood will fall on his subdued heart, and then,, then 
can he' sta»d' coldly by and seei|^s brother perish, for whom 
those priceless life-drops were poured out Hke water ? 

Shall he ask, ** Is he Jew or <3rrcek ? Is he bond or free T' 

Ah, no ! lus" language is, *^ Is he a sinner?" Scam I. 

" Is heblood-fcought ?" So am I. 

**Is heataiFeller and pilgrim, way-weary and way-soiled?" 
So am I. 
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"Is he buffeted with temptation, and down-trodden ?" So am I. 

'* Is he hungry and naked, sick, and in prison*?" So am I. 

"Is he Christless?" Ah, blessed be God, I am not that? 
and with this thought flooding his soul with the Ijght of brother- 
hood, onward he goes into the sin-groaning warld, panting to^tell 
his brother sinner of this wondrous Sanour, whose love found out 
even him, and beseech him to " Believe and be saved." 

Oh, my dear doetor, what a brotherhood Vis iiuat which ' the 
Gospel teaches ! 

listen to its pass-word, settled in the eoundl-chamberbf the 
Great King, ere time began, and anthemed by thie^seraphic host as 
they hovered in wondexing deHght ovtr Betblchsem's star-Kt plain, 
—"Peace on eakth, good-will to man!*' 

Yet what "peace," so long asmen and womtin bite add devour 
one another over the specific gravity of a shadow ? 

What "good,'* while they bum and freeze over superstitious 
creeds, and reject the grandest, the most humanising precept^ever 
eaanciated ? — 

^^Whatsoever ye would mm should do unto you, do ye also ^nto 

This is true catholicity,' true social enlightenment «nd rdfine- 
ment. It is an exquisite concentration of all the homilies eyer 
penned, or the nostrums ever propounded by Peaee«Societies and 
anti-slavery champions, and, acted out, would turn Imperial free- 
booters and Eoyid robbers into brothers beloved, putting an- end 
to " wars and rumours of wars." 

But only union. Union to Jesus, will do this. Sectarianism 
never will. He tells you so. Listen — 

" Without me ye can do nothing.'* 

^^ Except ye abide in me, ye can hear nojruit** 

" Without me ye can do nothing,'* Ye cannot go out into the 
wilderness of moral and spiritual destitution, of want and woe, 
of oppression and crime, and pour in the heavenly dew of sym- 
pathy and help ; but ye canngt have Me while ye bite and devour 
one another over a man-made creed. 

Bepend on it, my dear sir, the beat of the mighty pulse of 
Religion *' pure and undefiled" is self- vindicating, and maldng 
itself heard around ; real, practical, and working, for that is only a 
sham Religion which is not an energizing, acting inspiration, goiiig 
out in deeds of brotherhood in the home-walk, and in the busi- 
ness-walk ; in the church, and in the counting-house ; in the day 
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of '^ small things/' and the daj of *^ great things;'* in fact, the 
Religion cast up and concentrated in that brief but compreheusiye 
syllabus of Apostolic teaching, — 

" The faith that wobketh by love," 
and hence reaching the broad requirements of the Gospel. 

But while one brother thinks he shall be saved because some 
one subscribed to a creed for him before he knew anything 
about it, and another because he subscribed after he did know 
something about it ; while one swims with eallant Luther's life- 
jacket cast around him, and another decks nimself in his robe 
of works; while one thinks there ought to be divorce between 
Church and State, one or the other, or may be both, bring a '' little 
profligate," and another thinks the venerable though somewhat 
testy and jealous pair should be allowed to 

** Live and love together, 
Sharing each other's sorrows ;** 

while one stands armed at all points, ready to enter the lists 
on lus hobby Successor, and " do to death** any one daring enough 
to meddle with his myth in a gallopping consumption, and each 
brother luxuriates on the enchanted ground of his aum orthodoigr, 
brandishing the keen-edged sword of controversy, in the ignis 
fatuus hope of thrusting his creed through his neighbour*s con- 
science, *^ ajstronger than he is spoiling his goods /*' The great 
enemy looks on well pleased. He sees the ''kingdom divided 
aeainst itself," and knows that while this strife goes on a wealth 
of souls and bodies perish. He is aware that they are filling 
^' cisterns that will hold no water,'* '* when strength and heart 
shall fail ;" and he fans the flame of discord with the exulting 
flap of his fiery wings, while men seem '' ignorant of his devices." 

Just fancy, now, dear doctor, what a result would ensue if all 
the great and good people of each Protestant church (and, 
blessed be God, they are many), would agree to " settle their 
differences in Heaven,** and fraternise — become so fashionable 
in all but religious matters — ^witk the grand object of making 
an irresistible aggressive onslaugnt against Earth's terrible twin 
giants. Sin and Sorrow. 

Oh, what a Crusade would that be ! All ranks would catch 
the lofly enthusiasm, even as of old, when the fiery Hermit held 
up the Cross, or the inspired Maid waved the sacred banner. 

IVinces would flock to swell the ranks I 

Angels would watch the progress of the conflict ! The " spirits 
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of the just made perfect/' the loved and lost would look down 

froni 

" Where they sttmmer high in bliat/' 

with intenae desire to once more stand side by side with those 
they left behind 

Oh ! what a Crusade ! One blood-stained banner waving in its 
midst I 

One Banner Inscription, — ** Faith that toorheth by lave.** 

One inspiring Battile-cry, — ** Peace on ectrthandgo^wiU to mm*** 

One majjesticEnd, — "Globyto God.'\ 

One jubilant tadun,^** Thanks he unto Ood, who gweth U8 Ike 
mctonff through our Lord Jesui Christ T 



The writer recollects, with mournful vividness, even after the 
lapse of many years, a calamity at one of our summer marine 
resorts. It was the quiet Sabbath ; the morning had been bright, 
and the sheeny waves danced in the sun's warm smile, to the 
music of their own rippling song. In the spacious offing were 
gallant ships of many nations riding at anchor. To the left, 
almost beyond the range of vision, rose irregular terraces of 
vegetation, their dark masses strongly relieving the foreshortened 
horizon, its looming indicative of change in the weather. The 
sky, seemingly robed for a peace festival, was arraved in bright 
azure, contrasted with a few chaste slashings of silvery, downy 
cloud, the gift of Neptune from the Nereides of the main ; and 
involuntarily that unutterable blue lured the longing eye onward 
to an infinity over whose jasper firmament the sable banner will 
never unfurl, for, ''there shall be no night there.** 

Glad notes resounded from a thousand sylvan songsters ; and 
from variegated battalions of fiowers, encamped before numerous 
white villas, dotting the inland view, came a perfume whose odour 
stole into the soul. 

It was a lovely scene ! an Eden ere the serpent Sin blighted its 
glory. 

'< Oh ! this world is fall of beauty, 
Afl the starry one above ; 
Aad if we did our duty. 
It would be full ol lofe.*' 
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.Suddenly the mod changed-!— ^^ flew into the north-east**' as 
' sailors say,— and a hurricane commenced ; the waves, like %a 
refreshened Titan, mounting and angrily marching, crested with 
foam, scathed hy the lashing wind. The vessels pitched and 
tossed heavily, and one or two slightly-moored ^m<Ml craft were 
dashed on the beach, near to the spectators gathered to watch 
* the ^rand yet terrible fitorm. 

From one of the vessels abruptly rose the piercing cry, ^^Man 
overboard!" In a moment all eyes w^re turped to the spot, 
'asd a human form was seen manfully breasting the furious 
elements in the direction of the shwe, but the dominant waves 
^w the struggler rapidly outward, and efe boats oould be 
lowered from the. ships or manned from the shore, a fearful spaoe 
sundered the victim from help I 

Above the shriek of the storm and roar of the waters rose 
his rending cry ! 

It was an agonizing moment! With bated breath and 
.IJi^finGh^d c]ik^?k every ^je was strained towards the straggling 
,^pi^, ^ivl ^one asjked if he were^' Churchman or Dissenter ;" the 
jipiver^al s(>irit of Sy^aiipatby was there, leaving no room forpvmgr 
jj^Ughts. 

"VVithwhat intensified anxiety did all watch the boats pushing 
|o .the rescue — now rising on the curlings billows ^ke birds of 
{^orm — anon busied between the foaming ravines I 

M^fully did the brave rowers strain every nerve in that 
/f)()ercy7]race I . Eight earnestly did their brawny arans puU to neair 
Jj^r isiaking fellow I-^— 

". Blessings on the dauQtl^ss spirits 
Dangers thus who nobly brave, 
Heady life and limb to venture 
So they may a brother save.** 

3ut all their efforts were vain. One wild shriek of despair, 
Apd ti^e victim went down ! 

A piercing, cry,-r-" /Save him! for God*8 sake save him/'* rang 
through the hushed crowd, and into their midst darted an 
l(gitated man, throwing his arms wildly into the air, shouting '' a 
thousand pounds for the man who saves him ! " but his starting 
eye rested only on the spot where the waves rolled remorselessly 
over the Perished I 

Oh! the look that settled on his face, when Hope lay dead in 




jber abioad of teurs, ^oiemed wUh that pif^cmg prayer, " Sw^ 
Ju(^I far Gcd^.8 doke.mve him f 

The storm went down, and, like a foigiven tiiHd, when Us 
passion is spent. Nature ^mited, all unheeding ' thp desolation it 
nad wrought in its short> but .stem care^. 

We subsequently learnt that he whose strong cry broke the 
stiUness of the crowd was eaptain of the ship from whence the 
drowned man fell, «nd th«t he was his brothei*/ 

The former ha4 been on shore, detained hy the storm, when, 
hearing some one had fallen overboard from his ship, he has- 
tened towards the beach, irom whence he could at once watch 
the boats, and the struggling man, jfhom he recognised, shriek- 
ingi " Save hm, he is my hrodier /" 



This is just the feeling now wanted in the various ranks of 
those bearing commission under the Great Captain of our Salva- 
tion, " Save him, he is my brother /" 

He is perishing for whom Christ died. Save him ! 

Suppose any seaman on that shore had stood, with inhuman 
indifference, refusing to make one in the mercy-boat because he 
was not sure all the rovers belonged to his church, or because one 
was a Baptist, and another an Episcopalian, would not an indig- 
nant burst have vindicated outraged humanity ? Yet it would have 
been but to the body^s rescue he refused to come ; and sudden 
aa was the stem summons, it might have wafted the soul of the 
"brother" on the shores where 

" Not a wave of grief shall roll, 
Across his peaceful hrcast, — " 

we know not I but we do know that millions of immortal 
spirits are perishing around, and men look on unmoved, with dry 
eyes, and dryer hearts. 

Oh ! for the moving cry to peal over the world, " Save him ! 
He is my Brother!" • 

This would hush the thunder of battle, and wipe away the 
tears of nations. 

Ihis would scare from our folds the stealthy prowl of the 
Popish wolf coming but to " maim and destroy." 

This would open our Halls and Booms, '^ in season and out of 
season,'* and an untrammeled salvation would be trampeted for the 
Kpentant believer. 

27U8 would sweep earth's wildernesses of moral blight, and 
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thej would '* blossom as the rose/* ushering in that glorious day 
''when all the kingdoms of the world shall become the 
kingdoms of God and of his Christ." 
'' Sate Him ! He is my Brother I'* 

** Man the life-boat I man the life-boat ! 
Christian, up! and succour send, 
See the shatter'd veiiel staggers ; 
Qoicky oh qoiek, assistance lend! 

• • • • 

There's a storm, a fearfnl tempest, 
Soolfl are sinking in despair, 
There's a shore of Uessod refuge, 
Try, oh try to guide them here l' 



AK EVENT THAT MAT BE SKIPPED. 155 



CHAPTER XVI. 

^ (Ibtnt tiiat mas \u ^ittujit^. 

** There be more things in the world than thy philoBophy dreameth of." 

Knt Voice : — ** Andso, Saint Courtenaye, with all his gammon, 
ind prajing without ceasing, has found time to trip into the 
dough of unsanctified affection T 

The aboTC characteristic remark fell from the lips of that 
'* sinful man in the flesh/ Attorney Redman, to his industrious 
irife as she sat darning his fancy socks after the turmoil of the 
day (he had an almost infantine weakness for fancy socks and 
shoes had this John Josiah), and he manfully made the said re- 
mark to give Tent to a large portion of spleen he had brought 
from office, well knowing now to vex and irritate her, when he 
dare not show off there. 

'* La, John ; howerer can you talk so ! I am sure Mr. Courte- 
ntje seems a Tery nice kind of .young man," replied Mrs. 
Redman. 

The impressible lady had been persuaded to hear the young 
eTaogeUst, and '' quite delighted with his preaching," as she told 
her worthy husband, who found in this simple circumstance a new 
subject for ^'making words" between them when others waxed old« 

fiat softly, softly. Master John Josiah, what sympathy is 
there between the pure and open-hearted and t/ouf 

What know you of Iotc, deeper and stronger than that coursing 
through your gold-fevered veins for your idolized self? 

What do pearls do in your mouth i Lawyers, like '* charming 
women" should not talk of '* things which they don't under- 
stand," or it may be very awkward. 



Move on, Mr. John Josiah ! move on ! touch not the noble 
and the lofty — they know thee not — go thou and learn what tliis 
meaneth, — 

" TTwu shall not hearJaUse witness against thy imghhour.^^ 

Second Voice : — Mr. Flint, rich, pious, bachelor Freemason, wlio 
regularly went to church every Sunday morning and prayed tor 
the '' widow and the fatherless, and all that are desolate," care- 
fully buttoning up his purse-pocket meanwhile, and allowing i 
orphan niece to struggle with pienury — 

'* Capital way, young sir, to cramp your usefulness hy hangi .' 
fi millstone round your neck in the shape of a wife, especially 
such a gay young » woman > a s ■ > ■ ■ " 

Fie, ^e, Mr. 'Flint! what can you possibly know about 
wives ! do you think they are all like. Lot's? Why do you not 
try to induce some sister of mercy, in the shape of **a millstone,' 
to take pity on you, and humanize you a little ? You require 
' looking to,' depend, on it, my good Mr.' Flint. 

Third Voice j— rMiss Envynioa, not very young nor very oki, 
but much given to a little spiritual flirtation in a mild way tiith 
young jninisteirs of any denomination. '' Exceedingly strange that 
auch a really good-disfN}8ed young man. as Mr. Gourtenaye should 
select^uch a very worldly minded young] person as Miss GreuviUe 
ifor a wife— such a fashionist too ! " 

Very strange indeed. Miss Envynina, but^we know something 
that would have been a great deal stranger. 

Fourth Voice :— Curate of Saint Clement's, very " touclnme- 
not," looking, and not much given to smile*-^a austere for that. 

'* So the spixitual Abaris is not above^hts price ! Easier to 
tajk religion than to walk rehgion when .there »is a bait of * losrres 
and fishes in the way.' " 

Esccuse us, reverend sir, do you speak'from personal experieiwe ' 
.Your '* good natured friends"4;say the same of you ; hush ! hush ' 
don't fwget the lovely precept, '* charity never failed'' 

Fifth Voice ^-rMrs. Overstock, ^ell-to-do physicMn's' wife, \uth 
^ven marriageable "'girls,^'-*- 

" Miss Grenville will make but a sorry ynSe for a poor miiH«*tei', 
with her expensive tastes and habits, and not the slightest i^ea ot' 
domestic management! How could flhe have, poor thing- 
brought up as she has been I I feel assured that Dr. GrenviJie vili 
never give his consent. What prospect of happiness can there be 
for her?" 

$ 
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Well, dear madam, and suf^ly this is all Sftss GreHriile's 
Hihiir, and need not agitate your compassions so poiferAiUy.' 

Sixth and last Voice :— The genius of Discord in the garden of 
Ik^iperides, our- ancient acquaintance Miss Scandalson. 

*' Pity the poor girl, who is eiddently yery weak-minded ; haS' 
(0 fiiend to point out these things in their proper light I If I 
wf He on visiting tenns-with her now I would very soon open her 
?tos to the young man's real character. I know one or two things 
Yb<itit him that if she were acquainted with would soon alter her' 
•piiMon and make her despise him ! Weak, wilful girl, she wants 
a good influence ! I only wish I was—*-" 

Stop, stop for one moment, my good lady — surely you cannot 

V ignorant of the &n dUs of your friends [?], they say preciselr 

lite same thing of you ; * that there are one or two things ahout 

Toft, and if your chavatter were known in its real phase, people 

^ould despise you.' Some even go so far as to do so, and no 

<lun))t they are among* the etcellent of earth ; do not, therefore, 

:<y the unction to your vanity by believing your influence so 

,»otent as self^ove whispers while the4iigh-minded^d the pure- 

ii'^arted ever shun you." 

" Ob, that tho gods tlie gift ^ould gie ud, 
To see ootsels as. others see HB." 

li rliey invested you vnth this * gift' of inner sight you would 
H'»ou cease to apply a monster magnifying lens to the sins and 
^•iiios of your acquaintance, and a diminishing glass to your own, 
until they * appear small by degrees and beautifully less,' at 
•pngth ezhibitaig a dissolving view, which you contrast exttltingly 
\^irh the ruins and shattered torsos of the fair structures of 
dwraoter you have leveled to the dust ; but you * reckon without 
;'»iir host,' Miss Scandalson, so you will discover some day !" 

liOi'd Baoon tells us^ and as he spoke from experience, may no 
livubt be relied on, ** slander is one of the taxes that excellent 
]»coplepirt^ to the public ; the best are' most injured by it, as birds 
]»«^k at the ripest fruit 5" ai^d for the scandal-loving world in all 
;tSP8 Sheridan has :recorded a* maxim full of the grace that, like an 
i>fir-loom, inheres in his namC) — 

" Believe not every idle talc, ^ 

As some weak people do, 
But still believe that story false 
That ought not to be true." 

^•' ^nre, good Madam, it is a serious act to trifle- with character. 
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emphatically that of woman, or minister ; it is like ** snow, breathe 
upon it and it is tainted, touch it and it dissolves :'* and are not 
the reasons " why and wherefore" self-evident ? 

Neither is it necessary to say in so many wordsi ** I know one 
or two things about him or her, which if known, etc.,** because 
one of your whispers, an initiated look, a raising of the eyebrow, a 
shake of the head, a movement of the hand — ay, or of the foot — 
will insinuate volumes voraciously devoured by certain classes of 
the community, who reserve to themselves not only the ** right of 
translation," but of issuing a new and improved, at any rate an 
enlarged, edition of the work ; and what shall be said of that por- 
tion of society whose minds are nourished by the minces, ragouts, 
and fricasees cooked up from the most tender parts of their 
neighbours' reputation, with the occasional variation of their being 
*' made game of," to suit the appetites of the more charitable, 
fastidious, and respectable ! 

Surely this same potent, all-judicial thing, " Society," has much 
to answer for in this way ? 

'^ If there were no scandal-lovers there would be no scanda- 
lizers," did the " genius of Discord '* remark ? , »h « -c5 

A truism, even if it had been propounded by the arch-hypocrite 
himself, and bears out that quaint, and not very refined proverb, 
''the receiver's as bad as the thief." But suppose, for a brief 
moment, we revert to the truism, how simple and come-at-able 
seems the panacea ; let each do what in him or her lies to clip the 
branches and stay the spread — nay, to up-root this domestic Upas 
by erecting between it and character a barricade bearing on its 
front the Grolden law, — 

^* Whatsoever ye would that men should do unto you, do ye 
unto them." 

Many well-meaning but supine people will listen to the most 
unkind and unlikely tales concerning their neighbours without 
attempting to check the calumny, though their better natures re- 
volt at it, sheltering themselves behind the mischievous enqniiy, 
*' What can I do ? I am only one in society ! my voice would 
soon be drowned !'* and so on ; yet it is true now as ever it was, 
" where there's a will there's a way," and only one influence 
for good or evil is vast ; it has been finely compared to a '^ stone 
cast into a river, the circles form immediately round it ; those 
which are nearest are strongest and most apparent, but ther 
increase and widen till there is no calculating the extent to which 
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they reach," Energized by the motive sympathy for a brother's 
or a sister's weal, if every one did their best^('' and angels could 
no more") to stay this plague there would be fewer wretched 
homes, and estranged affections, and cold looks, and riven ties, and 
broken hearts in this world of ours. 

Or, reverse the truism : if there were no scandalizers there would 
be no listeners, and let us each put to herself the question, ** Is it 
I?" and if the black drop of scandal lurks in the veins, wring 
it out, and — 

•' Still believe the story false 
That ought not to be true." 

Then as to Courtenaye — his biographer never hinted at the idea 
of his being a " spiritual Abaris, ' or a '^ faultless monster whom 
the world ne'er saw." Had any one offered him the poison-bowl 
of flattery he would have turned from the draught with disgust, 
as all true ones do ; and it is but just to assure our fair readers. 
Hiss Scandalson included, that he had battled undauntedly vnth 
his heart's new beautiful guest, ere he sunk yanquished ; and as 
the effort to forget is but too often Memory's key-note, so the 
straggle to keep the image of Mary beyond that heart-threshold, 
only found it nestling with deeper tenderness in its citadel ; yet 
it is probable he never would have breathed his precious secret to 
any human ear, much less to her who had enshrmed it there, but 
for the accident which sent the impulsive girl into his outstretched 
anns, with the terror-cry " Save me, save me ! " 

Say now, you whose hearts have not been preserved in ice, 
and are not cutting fragments of flint and steel, never nearing 
each other to produce fire and warmth, is it wonderful that as her 
trasting cry fell on his ear, and her gentle bosom pulsated for one 
moment close to his own as the fair creature clung to his encir- 
cirdmg arm, his love smouldering and stifled-down as it was, 
attracted by its kindred essence, should have leaped out and 
miited with hers into one pure bright flame, destined to bum for 
ever and eyer ? and though, as some frigid beings — who would 
have made capital inmates for the ice-palace of the Imperial mur- 
deress of Russia-Declare that it is '' very wrong for ministers to 
have feelings and affection like other people," we prefer appealing 
to those who have loved, and struggled, and sorrowed to judge 
our younff pastor ; let the sinless cast the first stone.-— 

" R^er» can you ? '* 
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•** No, you cannot V* Ah , 'tis eren so. ** If we say wte Hate^ilo 
sin we deceive ourselves." 

And now- we may go over the old philosophically maoadaitlked' 
road, and add to the skeleton^ worn remarks, "what a stfang^" 
thing the human heart is! How it isr ever playing at crtuSI 
purposes ! '* 

''What a mysterious thing' lore is, evereludingthe dictate of 
policy and prudence, and ensconcing itself with a ulischievoas 
chuckle into the most unlikely comers !" 

" What a singular marriage Miss So-and-so made !" 

*' Who would have thought of Lord This-or-that fancying such 
a mere child t " 

I wonder — ^but when we have multiplied these Wonders and 
truisms, ad irifinitam, we shall at last find ourselves just where we 
set out on our exploring mania, for there is very little in this 
great whisperbg gallery, 

" Self-balanced on its centre hang,** 

that is not a mystery." 

What aro the stars, the flowers? 

What is 'Life, and its shadow ][i0ve? Death, and its twin 
brother Sleep ? 

What is the Soul^ and its first-bom Thought? 

What^ ie Time^ aiid what Eternity ? 

But is there not a still greater Mystery ? a mystery the loftiest 
Intelligencies of heaven yearningly desire to look into, while we, 
dots in the vast creation waste our precious hours on aught 
beside, though joy or woe interminable hinges on our reception of 
it, the science and the song of all £temity :-— 

" 'Tis mystery sMy the Immortal dies. 
Who can explore the strange design ? 
In yain the first-born seraph tries ' 
To sound the depths of love divine. 
Amacing love ! how can it be 
That thou, my Qod, should die for me ?" 

Only in the light of tMs wondrous Love can we catch Mnisttetiks 
of life's lesser mysteries ; and when, from her glory-home, the cn- 
franchi'sed' soul looks ofi- all the ways (rough and thorny and 
mysterious though they have been) by which she hfeis reached af * 
last her rest, how will the exulting anthem riii^ through the' 
abiding city,— 

" True, and just are all thy tcai/s, thou Kivg of Samts! 
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Conscious even to agonj that under the impulse of terror she 
betrayed her love^ Mary shrunk from herself and others, fancying 
all eyes would turn shunningly on her ; hut above all she darea 
not reflect on what *' he must think ; " she feared to pay her accus- 
tomed visits to the poor lest she should encounter tne object who 
occupied her wakine and sleeping thoughts — ^neither dared she to 
go to the Leslies ; noV could she meet the enquiring looks that 
would be directed towards her ? and Julia with instinctiye delicacy 
forbore to seek a confidence she felt would be reposed in due 
time, while Courtenaye, torn with conflicting feeling, longed to 
poor out his '* heart's full tide" of affection, and ask her leave to 
propitiate the doctor. A trifling and most unlocked for event 
oecorred just then, precipitating the anxiously desired opportu- 
nity. • . 

Having passed a week without seeing her favourite, though 
she had heard frequently from her, and rejoiced in her recovery 
from the fright she had sustained, and judging with feminine 
instinct that she might be useful in this delicate embarrassment, 
wiiich was evidently depriving them of the pleasure of her society, 
Mrs. Leslie determined to seek Mary, and by judicious sympathy 
letd her to speak on the subject which so deeply interested them 
all; next to her own handsome husband she regarded the young 
pastor as verging on perfection. 

" We have all wished for you very much, and are afraid you 
have suffered more from your Jfright than you would confess, 
darling," said Julia, kissing the varying cheek of Mary, " Why 
did you not come to us last evening as usual ? '' 

JUary did not reply, but throwing herself into Mrs. Leslie's 
Anns, she wept freely, and then over her heart came soothing^ 
loTing words, and counsel, until it gushed out in entire confidence^ 
and] when her sweet face was uplifted from the sympathising 
bosom of her friend its deepened tint was brightened with the 
flash of hope. 

'' Poor Courtenaye I he spent the evening with us as usual, 
bat was not auite his own cheerful self— he, too, wants a counsellor^ 
bnt who could advance a step into that quiet heart ? " remarked 
Mrs. Leslie. 

Again the face of Mary is on the breast of her friend, and ere 
ber voice had ceased its guileless murmurs the door opened, and 
tbe object of their solicitude was announced. 

A shade of embarrassment passed^over the face of Courtenaye 
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Imt he greeted them both ividi his usual ooafideneeHiispiriiig 
WBYy and then expbdned to Mary that his Tint was to herfalhor, 
and he had expected to have been shown into his study. 

'^ Bapa wm not be home till seven," replied Mafy, scaree 
knowing what* she said, — ^her heart beat almost to agony, — ^^'can 
I be his substitute, or giye him any message?'^ and she smiled 
sweetly throngh hit confusion. 

** B^rhaps yon will be a much more suoeessful pleader than I 
aball," answered Conrtenaye in a dieerful tone, ror he saw the 
struggle in Mary's bosom, and, with true refinement, searce 
looked into the tearful eyes before him, but endeaToured to 
restore her usual ease and nreedom by explaioiBg at once the pur* 
port of his visit. 

'^ I hope to interest him in a plan suggested by a philanthropie 
friend for ameliorating the miserable condition <a md poor in oar 
Unions ; he has written and be^ed. me to call immediately on 
ttie Guardians and endeavour to secure their interest, when he 
brings his plan before the public. 

*^ I will not fail to tell him you have called and wish to 
interest him,'' replied Mary, ** but I warn ^u, thou^ one of the 
best of men, my dear papa does not like trouble, and may 
not " 

^' There goes nurse with my bairn I " sndd^y exclaimed Mrs. 
Leslie, springing up ; ** O, I must shew you his first wee tooth," 
and before Mary could reply, away she darted as if, like Conrte- 
naye, she had found 

« A spirit in her feet.>* 

After a moment's silence he rose, and seating himself by 
Mar3r's side, said, in a tone which had a touchW sadness in it — 

" I fear I have given you just cause for displeasure, by my nn- 
gparded. expressions on that never-to-be-forgotten night when 
the love of my heart burst controul and;^told on itself; may I 
hope that love may plead for—?" 

Mary spoke not ; her face was partly turned from his tender 
gaze, but her quivering frame told of the emotion ^thin. 

Then he continued in a more impassioned but low hearts-tone, 
which thrilled everv strained;|cord oi her soul, — 

" That event woke me from my false dream of hiding my Iw 
from human eye, and revealed the truth, that all my hopes of 
eart}ily ha^^nness a re . ■ " again he paused, no reply came 
Mary was deathly pale ; the nax blood had^desertedj^brow and 
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dieek, nemn^her heart: to4o6i&OH'it9^ivDiiiboitt ldl8% andoftnra^ 
moment it stood still in that enraptured gaze : she'swoied liken the 
old Gveel^ about' to die of joj' at t^e prize wen. 

Courtenaye took her hand in his — 'twas iej coldt;diii! the dilieate 
fingeFB-elose^ on his* with- a leal aad Hngerkig'claipy 0Pwm itr one 
of Love's sweet fancies horn of Hope ? He held it between faiy 
own burning^ palms as if to impart some of th e w armt h and^fife 
pnlssttng'so strangely there — he presaed it to^his lipiB^ clasped it 
to his bosom, and murmured, in aaagilated'Yme^^— 

** Sa^ yoiar^wtll not oast from joa a heafvt that will find a life- 
time too short to prove all its truth and' tenderness ;^ spealt one' 
dear word/' he added fervently, la the h«sh o£her soul rematned 
unbroken, "ovljon^i" and he conTi:dBiv«ly straiaed l^e tremu- 
lous fingers to hia heart to still the taanilt theftt.^ 

Ah 1 did the b e a tin g of that wwno^ heart agaimt^ her fingers 
thaw the chained^np cnrrent ? 

She turned for one instant towardetJie {heading ftoe at her 
side :the torrent swept ite cnmsen tide ovevbvow and cheek, 
and the next she hid blushes^ tean^ aodblissico d»t tmeand 
noble breast. 

" My bride ! My love ! " murmured Co u rten a ye'* 

r ■ 

And then they part to dream-— not: of a fadier's stem r^osal 
—not of a brother^s unnatural villany — ^much leas limt^ the 
"fiakhn of th»B world passeth (xway!* 

Oh, what a vista of bliss opens, which no shadows lengthen ! 
What a zone jewelled and gemmed from Love's exhaustless mine^ 
dai^ round the entire being ! 

What wreaths and wreaths of flowers A^eh are never to* fade 
or die, does that loving girl tvnne and throw round her* idol ! 

With what pictures of rare and rich beau<y does she deck his 
fireside I What a path of roses^ not one lei^ crashed, shouldjhis 
life-journey be ! 

O^eam on, sweet one! Who shallf^ii^er into thine honey- 
hdenear, — 

" LiUh cJdldren, Iceep yoviraeJms jrom iddhi**' 

But he^ that qmet4ieairted man, does he, too^ dream ? 

**Tesi yes ! he dre ams d reams of the tones when ^'holiness* 

to the Lord'' shall fling a glory-robe ever her oharaeter, gSdh^ 

an that is* ae bright assd'henateens' now r 

He will watch and pray, and lead her young foetstqra^beeidt' 

x2 
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the still waters of the riyer of life, into the flowery pastures of 
the love of Jesus ! 

He will shield that trusting heart from every storm-sweep, 
from every lightnuig flash I 

He will nuJ^e her quiet homestead a thing of joy and hliss for 
ever! 

Hewffl 

Ah, dream on man I Quaff long draughts from Hope's seriel 
fountain of sunshine and song ! 

Dream on ! such dreams gild life's sky but once, and they 
redeem an age of sorrow, — 

The heart's long-panted for Eurekft! 

The fabled fountam of Love's perennial youth I 

The Phrygian touch transmuting all into gold ! 

The Caduceus wand brightening all into peace I 

The enchanted robe that no arrow can pierce ! 

The Icarian wings soaring beyond the clouds ! 

The Iris, without the rain drops, spanning the future ! 

The heart's long— long sought Home! — 

Dream on ! — ^true it is now, as when it was penned ages sinoe,— 

** Love is strong as Death,** 

True it is now, as when it first fell from inspired lips^— 

*^ The fashion of this life passeth awa^J** 

"Passethawcnfl" Yes, often ere the midsummer's sun has 
robed the earth in her flowery mantle, or the autumn winds 
howled mournfrilly over the lonely hills ! and it must be so, or 
who amon^ us would not lie down amid life's flowers, all unheed- 
ing the claims of that better, brighter world, whose bHss ''it hath 
not entered into the heart of man to conceive," and of whose 
crowning bliss earth knows not the meaning — ^it is eternal. 
** No'time " *mid the rush and whirl of Joy's chariot wheels to 
think* of— -much less prepare for — the '^ C&f which hoA founda' 
HonsY* 

< Ah i the roots of that much-coveted exotic. Happiness, can- 
not strike deep and wide in Time's shifting soil. Unlike those 
of the stately forest trees, which hold firmer and throw out wider 
as the hurricane sweeps off the tender branches, the blasts and 
mutations of earth injure and destroy the delicate fibres of this 
king of trees; hence it only grows to ;perfection in that dime 
where storms and tempests are unknown, and where its roots can 
strike deep in the ''everlasting hiUs." 
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Is then, all Utaa wealth of loTe to perish and pass away — 
sometimes at its birthj sometimes ere its April's sun has kissed 
awaj its childhood's tears? Is the serpent ever to trample on 
and destroy this last flower of Paradise ? 

Nay, Love is imperishable ! — 

'* The holy flame for erer bnrneth, 
From heayen it came, to heaven retaneth. 
It aoweth here with toil and care, 
But the harvest time of love is there." 

^'HeihatlaveA wife or ehUdmort than Me is not wcrihyofMe!^ 

Here is light that pierces the gloom 1 

Here the key that unlocks the complex ward ! 

The child of GK)d loves not the gift the less, but the Giver 
more, for that pearl of feelings, gratitude^ perfixmes the ever up- 
rinng incense. 

« LrilLE CHILDBEN, KEEP TOUBSELYES FROM IDOLS." 
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and the higher elements of duty and enjoyment." 



*' Mr. Courtenaye, Sir ! " announced the pompous footmany 
who^ like the generality of his genus, was a vast deal '' better fed 
than tiaught/' and the young pastor entered the doctor's study 
" to have a few words on pansh business/' and to lay their 
hopes on the family board of the Poor-Law Guardian, according to 
agreement between Mary and himself at their interview. 

" Certainly, the idea of such a human machine having a 
'* study," — ^which might more properly have been named his 
dormitory, — ^was laughable enough ; but itwas a fashionable and 
popular delusion, much indulged in in his day ; and albeit, the 
other apartments in the mansion had nothing to complain of, 
this said study was the best, and best appointed resort in it ; a 
perfect nest for Self to brood in. 

What an enchanting vista greeted the eye from the spacious 
windows ! What a classically-designed ceiling ! What a foot- 
burying carpet ! What sleep-suggesting chairs, contrived by the 
united aid of art and science, to foster the idea that the possessor 
was sitting upon nothing ! What capacious, sensible, thoughtful- 
looking tables ! What shelves upon shelves of brain-work, bound 
in calf and gold ; and^^ bound in brass and mahogany, looking 
as if for years they had been crying, " We can't get out ! *' 

What a massive, grand, antique — but why continue the 

description? No doubt the man's character will suggest some 
idea of what his surroundings in the material would be ; and 
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though in thisrfaToniile room all imu vetj w«Il and yeiy tidy, 
Botathing out of its place^ or a *'«crew loose" to hang a string 
of faalt*finding upon, one could easily conceive that the earth* 
quake which Imrst from the Miner's bndn could neyer have bran 
amalgamated in sudi a retreat ; or the deathless dream of the 
Tinker Tisioned forth from (iiose luxurious- chairs. 

It was not the study either of the Poet, those '* Hierophants of 
an aQspprehended inspiration/' whose gems of thoi:^ht the gold ^ 
Opbir could not purchase sleep hicrogljnhica% on the on* 
oosscious paper, wnui are scattered luther ana thither in *^ glorious 
eonfusion." 

It was not the study of the Fainter, who from a whole Babel 
of strange, useless-looking material, creates yisions that make the 
" heart drunk with beauty." 

It was not the studio of the Sculptor, idio sits before the 
yielding stone 'tUl forms of grace start into life beneath his 
enfhanted touch, and Nature stoops do¥ni and kisses the beau- 
teous iSreation that men foolishly said would rival her. 

It was not the study of the Son of Science, who widi earnest 
eye and corrugated brow bends over models of machinery destined 
to unite both worlds. 

Neither was it the study of the devoted Servant of God, who, 
finking on bended knee before the Book whose lessons shall 
vake him wiser <han all, murmurs, " Teach me Thy will^ my 
GodcuidKingr* 

No! it was simply the study of a common-place man, wheM 
Self was the deity enshrined and worshipped ; yet there tuere 
precious things there even in the owner's eyes. There was a bust 
and two full-length '(or folly size) portraits of himself, and 
another of Mary just after she left school, standing out from the 
canvas with such a life-like grace and beauty, that it was evident 
the artist only required the smoke and cob-webs of two or three 
centuries to i concrete over them, and the fashion to be intro- 
duced of ** rendmng unto Ccesar the things which are Csesar's,'' 
to cry up his paintings as marketable at any price for our 
national defences against taste and genius, — 

'' Tme fluM^s a plant that seems (o need 
A bocly buried foi* its seed ; 
V'^ Andi ere the cburlish suckling thriye, • 

The parent stock must cease to Uve.'' 

Courtenaye glanced round, rested his eyeji moment|on the said 
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S Hinting, and seated himself near our worthy doctor, who put 
own his newspaper, dropped his gold eje-glass, performed a 
sort of elongation of his hodj (or the upper part of it), which he 
meant to pass for rising, and then seated himself in his easy 
chair in an attitude which plainly enquired, *' Well sir ! and I 
wonder what has brought you here ! " 

In his own forcible and unaffected manner the young pastor 

opened up the ideas suggested by his friend, for dleviating the 

• sufferings of the poor in the Unions throughout the land, and 

entreated the doctor, as one of the Guardians, to use his 

influence for their adoption. 

" I never interfere with any of the concerns of the poor, Mr. 
Courtenaye; I simply accompany the other Guardiuis when 
our presence is reouired ; but we never look into these kind of 
things ; we take tne Governor's word that all is managed as it 
shoidd be, " replied the doctor, freezingly. 

'' Perhaps my friend's proposal can scarce be called an inter- 
ference," said Courtenaye, persuasively, "inasmuch as it does 
not purpose to alter or set aside existing arrangements, but simply 
to add to them — ^most humanely, I think." 

" Neither do I like innovations of any kind," significantly 
sledge-hammered the doctor. 

"Will you permit me to leave the prospectus with you? I 
feel assured, after you have considered the suggestions, you will 
enter into the views of the excellent proposer," asked Courtenaye, 
who seemed not to hear the last remark. 

"I must at once decline having anything to do or say in 
the matter, sir ; I only accepted the office of Poor-Law Guaraiao 
upon condition that I was never called upon to do more than sign 
the Report, and your friend's plan may entail trouble, which I 
prefer at all times to avoid ; besides, the poor are never satisfied ; 
they are a discontented, ungrateful set, and the more vou do for 
them the more you may do ; depend upon it, you wm only find 
yourself fishing in muddy water in the end !" refrigerated the 
Poor Law. 

" I regret that your experience of the poor should induce such 
an opinion, my dear sir," (doctor grunted) ; " perhaps you may 
meet with more gratitude, in this instance, if you would show a 
deep^ interest for their welfare. The little experience I have 
gathered among them is much the reverse. I have ever found 
Uiem sensible of kindness, and grateful for sympat^/^ 
replied Courtenaye. 




J 
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" Tour experience sir/' and the doctor meant the emphasised 
*^yoQr" to pass for a sneer, ''must be yery different from that of 
everybody else ; and as we shall not in all probability agree on 
the subject, I have no more to say." 

Poor Courtenaye cast a hopeless look at the lump of Honduras 
before him — his heart sunk for the success of his benevolent friend's 
intentions, which would have to fi^ht inch by inch through, and 
over, such stagnant elements of prejudice and selfishness as evinced 
by this ChuxrtUan of the Poor, whom,* alas I he well knew was 
only another representative official. Still, his great sympathy 
for the sufferings and wants of that class whose interests ever 
chistered round his warm heart, nerved him for one more attempt 
to melt this iceberg and win him over to the side of '' the risnt 
and true ;" he therefore continued, in an earnest, supplicatmg 
tone,— 

''But may I not hope that you will re*consider this proposd? 
our common brotherh(K>d, and the Christianity we profess, plead 
powerfully in favour of ** 

" Excuse my interrupting you, sir," re-refrigerated the doctor ; 
I have already given you my opinion, and am not likely to depart 
from it." 

" Sach being the case, then, I have only to express the hope 
that you will not oppose the measure by your influence, if it is 
mtroduced,'* demanded Couitenaye. 

" That depends upon circumstances, sir/' said the Bepresenta- 
tive man. 

Courtenaye was silenced. He felt that any farther attempt to 
wake a ripple on this Dead Sea of stoicism by the soft breezes of 
Sympathy passing over it, would be a Sisyphian labour, and 
deemed absolute impertinence ; he saw that, like the Imperial 
Sorceress of E^pt, this hard man had dissolved the most precious 
pearl of every-ciay life in acid, and swallowed it, setting all his 
teeth on edge by the act, and he had now only to deal with his 
fotore hopes and happiness. Audibly, even to his fingers' ends, 
pulsated nis heart, under the conviction that the moment had 
arrived for laying bare ts nestling secret before this mechanical 
official. 

Like all true hearts — gathering even from the tree of Despair a 
twig whereon ^to look for a bud of Hope, and who can trace 
in the murkiest cloud a fissure through which a light-ray 
may steal — Courtenaye raised a glance to the picture of Mary^, 



wUch jeemed to Aoile enoeor^emeiit, and he«bflgui kis love- 
tak in a tone Hmt^ at .finty had « h«aEt*q«iTer in it, bat «oaB 
caught fitrengdi and frnronr from the mteiiaeBflaB of his leeliagi. 

'< I would now for a few moments eatiaat yMur 'IdndAttaitioBy 
my dear^sir ^untj to jt mlgeet mtunateiy 4M»Beetod with jour 
oimhappiiiea^-— that of your lovely dai^ter» to whom.iny heact 
;has loogainee jieUed its teaderestaffeotion. (another .gruat)^ and 
it is n^y joy tokiiow'^^affBetion ie letomed^aad we only wait 
jour sanction to an digagement existing between us.'' He 
paused, with A.flnshed xsheek and « kindling <ey^ iheuadded in a 
aoflened, eaniest» voice, ^'my whole life shall find a Uessed 
en^ploy in endeavouring to render h«r:happ]^, an d - ** 

^ Mr. Conrtenaye,'' interrupted the GuanOanin that alowy eeldy 
iuord, precise, .measured, dxeadfol manner, ao much better under- 
stood than defined, '' I believe my daughter is fully airare 
of my sentiments on this subject ahready,; and while I diodd 
cot object to aeein^ her the wife of any man «he leally loved, I 
must tell ^ou candidly, and I am a plain-speaking man, sir, that I 
neither like your chaxacter nor your peculiar reSgious views well 
enough to give the consent you seek." 

(Plain-speaking enough, in aU conscience^ good doctor, and 
not over and above polite ! but it is unmistakeable and str«ght- 
forward^ and that is something now*a-days). 

Courtenaye coloured, but he only said, in a aubdued touei 
somethmg like that characterized by the Preacher-King as 
*^ turning away wraiA,"— 

''If there is ax^ything in my religious views at variance 
with the teaching of Holy Writ, or tf you will kindly point 
out those traits in my character which are no doubt incon- 
sistent with its pure and perfect precepts, I \rill most gladly 
and thankfully give your suggestions profound attention ; and i^ 
consistently with my inward convictions, I can alter my views, I 
will do so. Many efiPorts shall be made on my part to gain the 

esteem of the father of " Again his eye sought the living 

canvas, which seemed to wear a brighter smile, and the doctor 
observing the look, took up a reply, flying into that refuge for 
the destitute when closely pursued by Truth — generalities aad 
abatractioiis. 

"Why, as to that, sir, your character may be pretty much like 
others, well enough in its way ; but I must say I don't like that 
wi^ I I don't like your goings on in the town I I oan*t ace what 
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good is to oome of all jour preaching and {myiag* and going 
xmoog the poor ; .nor any use in breaking up old costoms ana 
babitis, as jou have ! I can't understand what all this education 
and jiew«&ngled nonsense is to do! Why^ m, if all this hum- 
bqg goes on, onr aervants, if we can get any, will soon know 
better than we do, and what good will come of that> I should 
liketohetoldr 

" Do yon think aiy. harm can accrue from men being-raised 
ificom mere machines to thinking creatures ?" asked|Courtenaye* 

''To be sure I doT' quickly replied the* Guardian* who fancy- 
ing the Tcry unargmnentatiye tone of his victim implied inability 
to cope with his own dencbing eloquence, went on with an 
increased hundred per cent. couTincisg power^ — ^'to be sure 
ar, I do I and I am not alone in my opimons I Depend upon it 
ve 4sball live to repent of these injiovations ! past experience 
sarns us of this." 

Courtenaye was about to ask the favour of an illustration of 
the ''past experience" alluded to, but the good doctor was 
fimdy seated, and ftirly off upon his &yourite hack, and he was 
obliged to atand aside to escape being rode over. 

" Many of the oldest and wisest men of my acquaintance think 
just as I do, that there will be no return to order and the good 
old times until all this education and preaching, and ranting, is 
pat down ! Why, sir, a man can't move off his seat but he is 
pestered for a donation to the Missionary, or Bible, or Tract 
Society ! He can't go outside his door but a paper is thrust into 
bis hand, begging for [some Institution that is to do wonders, 
ihoju^h no [one ever sees any of th^n ! And what with City 
Missionaries, tract distributors, and Misses under the influence of 
Dorcas' charities (out of whose way, by the by, a man never 
gets untn his purse-strings are drawn), beside a whole regiment 
of other nuisances, a man's life is worried out of him ! For my 
part, I can't think where it is all to end, or what the world is 
coining to ! There was none of this nonsense when I was a boy, 
and we got on well enough ! We had better servants, ay, sir, 
and better preachers^ too," — ^looking full and inclusive into Courte- 
na^e's face — '' men who didn't trouble themselves ttbout their 
neighbours, or iheir concerns ; they left them to do as they like, 
ana eo as they like, there was plenty of room, and the way was 
broad enough ; but now, forsooth, your fanatic must mount up 
in the open fields, or by the waynde, to hold forth ! Their 
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churches and meeting-houses are not big enough to contain 
them ! Then they must push themselves into every poor man's 
hovel and garret, if any of them are sick or soriy^ as if it was 
any^concem of theirs ! What right have these enthusiasts to 
take upon themselves all this, I should Kke to know? There 
was none of this kind of thing allowed when I was a boy ! Our 
parsons could preach in their own churches ; there was plenty of 
room,' and to spare! They didn't trouble their heads about 
all this education, and visiting the poor, and humbug, 1 warrant 
them ! Thev didn't hold forth in the fields and highways, or 
' enlist,' as the term goes, the women of their parishes to be for 
ever running about in people's way, and doing all the odd jobs 
they didn't like to do themselves ; and I tell you what, Mr. 
Courtenaye, sir, that's one thing I don't like in these new- 
fangled goings on, the women are too much mixed up with 
everything ! They must be collectors and treasurers, and aeere- 
taries, and lecturers, and politicians, and writers, and heaven 
knows not what! What right have they to trouble their heads 
about such things, I should like to know ? Why can't they stay 
at home, that's their place, and mind their families, and dam 
their stockings? There will be no return to peace ^and order 
'till all this nonsense is done away with ! " 

Exhausted for want of breath, not retributive eloquence, 
demonstrated by the " Well, sir, what-do-you-think-of-that ?"- 
look he cast at Courtenaye, the doctor paused, while the former, 
utterly bewildered by sudi a display of the good man's mental 
chromotrope, sought in vain, from among its evolutions, for a 
salient wherever to lay his hold and reply ; in fact, he felt 
pretty much like the poor Irish lady, who, having vainly 
attempted to produce order from a whole pyramid of confusion at 
her splash season dinner, could only wring her hands in despair, 
and cry " Oh ! Larry ! Larry I" Still he was no craven, that 
Courtenaye, and wisely judging his silence would be construed 
into consent, he asked, with a smile, — 

** But may not good exist and be progressing, though we 
cannot see it, my dear sir ? may not the small seed be ^ 

''Don't believe one word of it,! 'By their fruUs ye shall know 
ikern^* interrupted the doctor, casting a look of fierce exultation 
at his antagonist, as much as to say, " foiled with your own 
weapons ! vou didn't expect that, did you, my master I" 

A hopeless expression flitted over the handsome hot of 
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Conrtenayei but he returned to the charge with ru unflinching 
oomrtesy, quite out of fashion now-f-days, and every way worthy 
of a nobler antagonist, as he enquired, — 

''But why should not the glad tidings of salvation be pro- 
claimed in the highways, or anywhere else to perishing souls ? 
Those men who preaen whenever an opportunity offers, but 
follow in the footsteps of the Eternal Preacher^ who delivered 
some of His most practical and beautiful parabolic teaching by 
the wayside, from objects and similitudes around Him. Surely 
the great end of all preaching should be ^»— the salvation of 
immorta l 

'*That — ^'* again interrupted his antagonist, who clung with 
delight to the idea that he nad the best of the argument because 
he had most words — ''was all very well in those dark ages, when 
there were no churches to go to, and no bishops or anything ; 
but do you for a moment believe, — ignorant and ^natic as you are** 
—he looked — "that if the Saviour were to come on earth again. He 
would go about the streets and lanes preaching in the open air, 
u he did in those benighted days ! I don't believe one word 
ofitr 

The young evangelist felt somewhat as the men of old must 
have felt when impious hands were put forth to touch the sacred 
Ark, as he replied, — 

" It is not for a worm of earth like me to speculate on 
what the world's Saviour would do ; we all know what He 
has done, and what He will do, my dear sir. He laid His 
^oiy by, and came to seek and save the lost, and He will 
come again to judge the quick and dead; and is there not 
intenser need now than ever for increased exertion among His 
followers t Should they not untiringly beseech their fellow-sinners 
to be reconciled to God ? Look around and about at the fearful 
amount of iniquity I men are perishing by myriads, not because 
they are sinners, but because they are not pomted to Him, who 
hhnself tells us " 

" No doubt, no doubt I" once again intervened the doctor, who 
thought he saw manifest ! symptoms of the cloven foot'i Cant 
developing itself—- under the head of which he included all 
aDosion by others to Scripture in common talk, or on week days — 
''you will beat me there, 'tis part of your trade, you know ; and 
*ti8 plain as the sun in noon-day, we shan't agree on this point I*' 
(or any other he might have added, for I am not to be silenced 
or convinced). 
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CoaTtenaye flushed to the very temples, bat he only replied 
^rith a smile, '*! hope yit shtll agree on this point, and many 
others some day, but if not'— ^ (Meras Chnstian men should ; 
I feel assured you will ne^r see any ill arising from preaching 
or instruction asi long as it is of the right kind." 

*^ I believe it is all calculated to bring the higher orders into 
contempt^ and to make the poor discontented with thm lot ; and 
I am not alone in this opinion !'* 

" Are not the poor discontented now ? Is not this rery dis- 
content and craving for some unpossessed good a mdtfcil 
pioneer to places of dissipation and crime ? Why should they 
De denied the means of elevating themselves, and of knowing 
they have a threefold nature destined to exist for ever? Why 
should they not' be given the power to gmtify the higher part of 
their natures ? For example, give a man of the lower classes a 
taste for reading, so tmly called the * mind*s food,' and it win 
lift him above low sensuality, — 



'* Qive him &home, a home of taste, 
OtttMd the boose of gm.' 



}i 



Why, I think, my dear sir, if a man can only be kept away 
from the public-house by means of ** 

** Very well! and very poetical ! But how will it work ? " ob- 
served the doctor, ** look back a few years, — what did education 
and philosophy do for ancient Greece ? ** 

Poor Courtenaye could scarcely keep his countenance at this 
flourish of an argument, which the enlightened man had pirated, 
ready made, from an antiquated Dean (not Stmft) of his acquaint- 
ance, who was one specimen of the very few then left — and cer- 
tainly ought to have been preserved in spirits, in the British 
Museum, as a natural curiosity, before the species became quite 
extinct, — of a fox-hunting, ball-going, electioneering, " moved-by 
th^-Spirit " successor of the Apostles; who ''hated all innova- 
tion '' of any kind, and whose stereotyped argument against 
education was that just quoted by his worthy friend, who con- 
tinued his philippics against progression and enlightenment^witk 
fast-inflating energy, — 

: " What did ever education do for ancient*[Greece, I repeal 
sir ? And what brought about the French Revolution, but that, 
rascally Voltaire, and his educating the people T (Courtenaye's* 
mouth again twitched nervously); ''and, in our own thnes^ 
what caused the^Cato Street conspiracy, bat all ^the education 
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mi ranting let loose upoo aoeietj ? THere was none of it wlien 
r wa» a boy ; and wlmt it wfll aU come to, Grod onlj knows !^* 

Haying, in his own estimation, reached the cnlminating point* 
of bis oratory, the doctor stopped, fully believing he had for 
ever siloieed his [opponent. Not so— though Conrtenaye felt 
very *^Larryi8h" again, he remarked,— 

"If the education given be founded on the Bible, there is 
nothing in its pure and holy teadung- to foster disorder* o^ dt»- 
wmtentl" 

r- ^ Well ! well ! I suppose, sir, it will all end in the tail gettins 
uppermost, and we shall hare every shoemaker, and tinker, ana 
ploaghboy sticking himself up to teach his superiors," replied 
the Guardian testily. 

* And why may they not shine if the light iff in them ?" de- 
manded Gourtenaye, very quietly. *' It is^ not necessary to be 
bigh-bom, or eren weU-bom, as the phrase goes to be high- 
sooled ; there are often mighty elements of chfuvcter and refine* 
meat of mind where neither of the former advantages exist. 
The grandest revolutions the world ever saw have been efftM^ted 
by the working-classes, and we need not go back to the fishermen 
of Galilee to prove this; and that the dower of'genins descends 
on no fiivoured class, we may cite Luther from die mine, Zuin* 
gthis fiiom the shepherd's cot, and Melancthon, the prince of 
theologians, from the armourer's workshop, to testify ; and in 
onrown land, the 'tinker,' the 'ploughman,' and the "shoe- 
maker,* still live in the world's memory, though they have long 
slept their sleep. Why, then, should any class hold the key of 
knowledge ? Why should not the means be given fi^r developing 
talent where it exists ? and no doubt but a vast amount does 
exist, latent, buried under piles of brutalizing ignorance. Let 
men be taught to think, and by the emancipation of thought 
fixwn the rust-eaten chains of preju " 

''Notwithstanding diese exceptionv,'' again unceremoniously 
interrupted the embodied Poor-Law, tiying hard to look auJbUt, 
*' I cannot but believe that, by making such equality in this 
respect, we shall be lowering ourselves in the end.'* 

"Do yon think that by raising the national character, by 
giving to genius and talent, where they exist, the power of develop** 
ment, and by elevating the masses to thinkiii^, rational, intellectind 
bdngt, we shall be lowermg ourselves T** asked Conrtenaye.* 

'' AU this s<mnd8 mighty fine ! But how dd yon think I shoold 
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like my coachman to quote bad Greek to convince me the great 
Trojan horse was fed on beans instead of chopped hay, or my 
footman to give me a sdentifie lectnre on the component parts 
of Day and Martin's blacking/' sneered the doctor. 

Courtenaye smiled as he replied, ^\But do yon imagine either 
that your coachman would drive the worse, or your footman 
polish the worse for his knowledge ? The time devoted for its 
acquirement may have been redeemed from the ale-house or the 
gambling-board**' 

*^ But what right have the lower orders to knowledge and edu- 
cation?*' once more asked the doctor. 

'* Birthright I" reolied his young antagonist, ''ever^ child 
bom on the grouna of Christian England has a birth-right to 
education, and where the parents are too poor to provide it, that 
child belongs to the State, which should equally care for it. I 
have amused myself in my leisure moments by drawing up a 
short list of reasons why our crime calender is——" 

But the outraged feeungs of the startled listener could hear 
no more, and he wildly exclaimed, — 

" What ! do you mean to say, that burdened as we now are 
with the National debt, we ought to be taxed to pay for edu- 
cating every poor man's brat in the parish, teaching them too 
to know better than ourselves, and paying for the weapons they 
will by and by fight us with ? " 

" We pay more to send them to our penal colonies, and thus 
generate cnme, which festers and spreads in all its deadly hideous 
forms, till hell itself is scarce more terrible, save in duration," 
quietly answered Courtenaye. But the Poor-Law Guardian kept 
his seat in his old hack, " still I cannot see what good vnll 
come of it !" 

The hopeless expression once more stole over Courtenaye's 
face, but he merely remarked, ^' that will depend on the edu- 
cation itself: ^if it is good, the result will be so too and every 
man, " 

'^ How is it then," demanded the fast man, once more inter- 
rupting his guest in the most compunctionless manner, and with 
an attempt at a sneer, *' that the wisest and oldest men of my 
acquaintance disapproved of all these mighty grand innovations, 
I should just like to know ! " 

" I was not aware they did do so," answered Courtenaye, but 
even though such is the case, my dear sir, it is no argument in 
their disfavour ; all schemes for the benefit of the race have had 
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to fight fteir way through opposmg legions.^ Let us tomato 
Calvary and see their first development ; hut depend on it there 
18 a great [spirit of «nqiiirythronghoiit the himving masses of 
sodetjr all over the world, and its root lies deeper than the eye 
either of Scienee or Philosophy, piercing though it^ is, can 
diseover ; it is the twil^ht glimmer of the day that is to'usher in 
&e * light ^lat UgkUtk e»ery man ■ ■ /* ' 

^Of coane ! of course ! your party holds the key for nnlook- 
mg all knowledge ckeetB, however rasty the locks miq^ he I'' 
exclaimed the doctor, with more asperifjr than he had befi9re 
displayed. 

<' What party, my dear sir ? " asked Coortenaye, smiling. 

" Why, your preaching, praying evangelicals, I suppose, with 
women simpering about after you, and running all over the 
osontiy with their nostrums for soul and body, when they had 
better be at home darning their stockings, and looking after their 
husbands, those who have got any ! For my part, I only wonder 
you don't set them to preach too, sir, they would no doubt——'* 

*'Win hearts and souls at once,'' ventured to interrupt 
Courtnaye, a smile spreading over his face, for he saw the ire 
rapidly rising, and he could not sit passive and listen to covert 
sneers or open taunts coarsely leveled at those, for the results of 
whose mission, he foresaw such glorious prospects; and for 
whom, in the name of his sainted mother, and hoped-for wife, he 
was ever the un^ching champion — ''beside darning their 
stockings, and looking after their husbands, if these commodities 
ever require looking after, which you knpw but seldom happens ; 
yet seriously — while a woman ever shines brightest at her fireside, 
aie visits of smypathy and compassion to the sick, sinful, and 
sorrowftd of her own sex,-— are intellectual pursuits — the cultiva- 
tion of genius and talent, incompatible with home duties and 
household occupations ? I think not ; they refine and gild every- 
day-life, blending and harmonizing in beautiful consistency." 

''Yes ! yes ! in imagination ! " growled the doctor, for obtain 
sentimental rhyming young ladies troubled his memory, and like 
others of his stamp, he judged of the great world without, by 
the little one within. 

'' I think not in imagination only," rejoined Courtenaye. 
"Depend, the day is not far distant when woman's noble mission 
will be acknowledged and fulfilled, and when she shall be 
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Tecognixed as a *ht\p meet for mao/ as at first created bj her 
Maker/ " 

" I never heard of, or saw such wonderful' women ! *' growled 
his antagonist, again glancing at the aforenamed wee cosmogony. 

*' But surely such names as — =-" here Conrtenaje ran over a 
list so brilliant that it seemed to flash too strong a raj for the 
mental vision of the one-idead man, he shut his eyes, leaiit 
back in his hydrostatic, crossed his legs, played with his eye-glaBs, 
and danced bis right foot suggestively ; for if there was one 
thing on the wide earth discomforted him in argument, it was 
tbe sight of a fact ; he never argued for truth, but for. silencing 
his antagonist, and for a sort of victory, as he believed "caute 
gut coute,'* — ^bence these ** stubborn things'* were accustomed to 
be flung aside, just as some people fling their religion,— very ^well 
on some occasions, but by no means adapted to every day wear 
and tear, — ' too much of a good thing.' " 

Taking the hint, Courtenaye once more ventured to plead his 
suit, and '^ hoped tbe doctor would reconsider ere he gare 
a final blow to their happiness, and allow hl-n to cherish the 
hope that at some future period he may be less an object 
of '' 

" I have aheady given you my decision on this point," replied 
the apathetic Poor Lkw, " and if, after that, you choose to many 
my daughter you can ; I believe she knows what the result of 
such a step would be, and can enlighten you if you desire it." 

This speech, coarse and characteristic of the man as it was, 
thrilled through Courtenaye's soul, '^you can marry my 
daughter," but he only replied in a sad tone, — 

" There remains, then, only that I should express my regret at the 
non-success of my missions, and to wish the father of Mary every 
blessing," while he frankly offered his hand to his enlightened 
antagonist, who took it just as a school-boy takes a turned lesson. 

' Few persons could have met, in argument, more unequally 
matched than the orthodox doctor and the heterodox pastor : the 
former clinging with frantic tenacity to his asbestos robe of anti* 
quated ideas, and nursery-embibed prejudices, on which no spark of 
rrogression could kindle, plodding about in the nineteenth 
century with the heavy lumbering funiiture oi the sixteenth in his 
brain, hating everyone and every thina; diat savoured of enlighten* 
ment and improvement, and embodving a capital idea c^ the 
spirit that imprisoned as a sorcerer the poor Somersetshire ma^ 
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thexnaticiaB for daring to invent magnifying glasses. The other 
drinking in with avidity every healthful stream of knowledge 
ntshing from the giant fountains of intellect, and seeking to spread 
the refreshing current far and wide over the desert soil of society, 
till all should be irrigated and nourished by the flow — ^hailing, with 
ajabilant jov» every effort made and sustained bv the right- 
Bearted, for improving the condition, bodily and.spintually, of the 
whole human family, and labouring with self-denying devotion, in 
the sacred cause of humanizing the crime-sunk masses. Per- 
haps it might have been said of him, as of all master minds, he 
was a» much before his age as the doctor was behind it, and in 
coDJmiction the latter resembled those ponderous hay-rick looking 
articles that still infest our dockyards, yclept " transports," beside 
the graceful, easily-*moving steam-frigate, gliding to her desired 
havin like a " thing of life ; " or the stagnant ^bosom of the Dead Sea 
beside the dandng, glittering, joyous ripples of the living ocean. 

After all, it is only the Chriaikm man who enters into th& 
hdght and depth of that imperishable sentiment of the Imperial 
slave,— 

" NU humanum a me aUenum puto ! ** 



\' 



When the door closed on the young pastor the Guardian shook 
himself into his easy chair, from whence he had partially risen, 
and somehow he did not feel quite so grand as he usually did ; 
bigot, and prejudiced as he was, there was something [in the 
manly and graceful forbearanee with which Courtenaye had met 
and grappled the taunts and sneers leveled so unsparingly at 
him— something in the frank, generous manner in which he took 
his own unwilling hand that twinged uncomfortably-- he coloured, 
and was not quite so potent and self-satisfied as he was a few 
hours before. 

Toung assures us, that— 

« The man who blushes is not quite a brute," 

and though this assertion may form a deeply interesting subject 
of enquiiy as to its orthodoxy, it is the veiy idea just here, our 
worthy roor^Law man was not " quite a orute ;'* there were in 
his selfish heart Ungeringa of humani^, and germs of better feeling 
that in the •spring-time might have been cherished and cultivated 

N 2 
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Uftto beauty ; and naw the rnipression left upon its aurfaoe by the 
noble being just departed* was like the pwume of the scented 
liKes said to b^A^; up from the hard rtoaiy soil swept over by 
seU'-destroying geaius s <while the (dianoes axie vastly in Mutfa 
&Tor, that had m found a *' spirit in her feet,'' and entered the 
study at that precise nsoment, much ^ood mi^t therefsom hare 
arisen; but the spirit must have been asleep, or at any rate not 
wide awake* 

80 thj»e the doctor sat musiBg mudng^-^-^-andiftiheflittiBg 

shadows of bis mental kaleidoacope could have been caught and 
stereotyped, jthey would have stood out something after this 
fiisfaion: 

*^ Good4ooking fellow enough* for that matter 

Nothing but trouble nowta-days •••«••• Should 
miss her sadly ••...« Good little soul, too • • • 

• • • • Plenty of seoaae if it wf»n*t for his ^urst reli^^on 

#«.••. Nothing but vexation now 

Pity he isn't in our church • « • • . Don't much wonder 

that she likes the] fellow Pretty nigh bored 

to death ...••... Wonder if there is any good 
in the plan he spoke about. • ^ CoiUd do some- 
thing for that •' • . • . * . Make a noble pair • . • 

• . • His eyes are not unlike little Papa's ••;..• 
Curst methodist ••;.... Call upon that rogue Bed- 
man •••«.. Should miss her terribly • . • • 
« • Why don't that impertinent jackanapes Redlman come np 

My life tormented out of me 

Could marry again to be sure !" (and here he mentally looked 
over a long list of delightful young ladies of his acquaintance, to 
either one of whom he seemed to possess that remarkable 
instinct bom with some men of knowing he had only to hold up 
his finger, and *^ask Papa*' would immediately follow^ though his 
old besetdng admirer^ Miss Scandalson, was not among the 
number) " Don't half fancy it . • • . 

• • No peace since the day she first saw the canting popinjay 

• • . . Wish the Leslies had been at Jericho • . • • 
Took it all good-tempered enough, for that matter « • First 
thing to-morrow morning will have t^Will •••,•• 
. • ; • No peace now but to give consent . . « » • 

• . • . Just take a few minutes' nap before dinner • • • 

• • t Bored to death •.•••• death .... 
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hang that ^y ^ » ^ .. , ^ Bednmn tcMoenxyw monaag 
• •.•..•• MH)-r''n-i*'ii«g' • r • • • • Bbngthat 

fly . . • .^ » » haag littt f-^-y- ...... hmg 

that.BedhBAn ..•...»•• haig K-»-dt*m-«»>iv . • « . 

M 

Ay! aiid4MrvelBiiii ridily nghtrtooj my dMir iirr hntjoau^ 
only ludf'SirBke^ md/do not noollset thatkni^Edde idea of your 
old friend Sir Bognr de Covmtey^ <' ii0H& but nen ol bnglit 
parte oQgfait to be:faaagedw ~ 
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Tlie half-hour bell roused the sleeper^ and he woke, as little 
babies sometimes wake, cross and red,- indiiied to shake their 
heads negatively at everything and everybody^ hence very little 
past between Mary and himself dnrii^ dinner, but he broke out 
mto a loud discharge of vituperation against '* that abominably 
careless creature, the cook ! " who had *' idmost been the death" of 
him, by leaving, ikhe guilty leg of a shrimp in t^e sauce, and ill 
at ease, he was moody and tadtam; Mary full of troubled 
foreboding, sad and silent, and as soon as she could do so she 
withdrew to watch with passionate eagerness and anxiety some 
communication from Courtenaye, on which the whole force of her 
being seemed to rest. But the evening deepened into night, and 
still it came not ; yet when she laid her radiant head on her 
pillow, she had found some excellent reason for her darling*s< 
silence-— some heart bough whereon to hang a wreath of hope. 

Oh ! gracious child of all times and seasons, enchanting Hope I 

With thy sun-lit eye, and thy rainbow locks, thou lookest out 
on us in life's magic morn, ere grief has chilled Joy's rushing 
enrrent with the flapping of its raven wing, ere ^* taking thought 
for the morrow" has furrowed the brow, or doubt and suspicion, 
with their sirocco breath, have tainted the trusting heart, 
which thinks "all is .gold that glitters," and speaks as it feels! 

Thou lookest out on us in the many-hued mid-day, with its 
busy steps and its eager voices ; when the unmeaning laugh, the 
stifled sigh, the malignant whisper, the harsh tale, the crushing 
cares, the withering.anxieties, the stinging vexations, the burning 
tear-drop, and the vacant place all point to thy witching music, 
thy cheery song ! 

Thou lookest out on us, too in the shadowy twilight, when the 
son goes down lingeringly, as loth to leave a world in gloom, 'erst 
so brightened by his smile ; and even ancient night brings out the 
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jewels for his r^al crown one by one, slowlj unfurlmg his sable 
banner over life s scenes of beauty ; wbUe faithf id memory 
unrolls her dear but blotted scroll, and the loved and lost are 
beside us as of yore, with ms of watchful love, and tender 
clasping hand ; when voices long hushed in death's unbrokea 
quiet, go sighing their low sad melody through all her mazy 
eavems ; and forms, over whom the glad flowers bloom, the gay 
bird sings unheeded, start into mimic life, and we stretch forth 
our yeami{% arms to clasp those shadow-treasures, whose vacant 
place in neart or homestead none may ever fill ; but 

<<* Hope still lifts her radiant finger. 
Pointing 1o the eternal home. 
Upon wikOBB portals still they linger, 
Looking back for os to eome/' 

** Oh ! if no other hope were given, 
To keep the heart from wrong and stain, 
Who would not wish for such a heaven. 
Where all we love, shall live again." 
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CHAPTER XVm 

*' What is fhonght? in wUd saccenion^ 
Whence proceeds the motley train ? 
What first stamps the vague impression 
On the eyer active brain? " 

Day opened with outstretched newly fledged wings of hope to 
Mary; as it deepened into stirring Noon they flapped 
heavily; and when Night lay down on hill and valley they 
folded themselves heavily on her troubled breast. 

Thus wore away the second and third day ; no word from him 
to whom she clung with passionate aflection, intensified by an 
indefinable apprehension of coming ill. 

" Oh, what could produce this long, strange silence ! " Had 
she given her idol cause to regret the past by any display of 
weakness or inconsistency? Was he ill, and if so, why ^d he 
not write? Had her fietther refused him discourteously, and his 
sensitive spirit shrunk from again contacting with him, and 
hence he silently withdrew? 

And Julia — ^where is her wise and tender counsellor? Have 
an the world, enshrined in her heart suddenly forgotten her very 
existence, — and how long is this unbearable suspense to last !" 
She threw herself on her knees, and burying her anxious brow in 
her hands, wept passionately. ^ 

Now, she will speak to her father — ^tell him all she has 
coffered, and ask him what passed between him and her idol. 
Then, she shrinks as she remembers that sudden and harsh 
probing her heart had formerly undergone, and she cannot brave 
axu)ther such ordeaL 
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Oh» the depths in love's sea can be sounded by no unskilful 
hand! 

The instinctive teachings of true affection are ever prompting 
to hide its weal or woe in some secret nook of the surrendered 
heart, and if a name — ^whose music wakes Hope's song, or 
falls like Hope's knell on that mysterious thing,— can crimson or 
pale the brow, — ^what, when it is handled roughly, carelessly,*^ 
what^ T^en it is slandered, blamed 1 

Mary rejected every plan that one after another rose before 
her ; she had denied herself to all visitors, save Mrs. Leslie ; but 
as the suspense grew, gathering force under the lagging hours, 
the burden became intolerable, and she hastily tl^ew on 
her walking dress, intending to visit some of her recently neg- 
lected proteges, with the wholesome hope, that contemplating or 
solacing the grief of others would enable her to bear her own 
with more submission. 

True it is, something between pride and prudence, hope and 
fear, whispered "but if you meet AtV»?" and then another some- 
thing answered, '^ I shall know the truth, and anjrthing would 
be bliss to this cruel suspense." 

Poor child! Impulsive and emotional, endued with acute 
powers of feeling — ^late reeling beneath its intoxication of blLss, 
now festering under its load of fear, — ^her undisciplined heart 
seeks not the one Hiding-place from the storm, nor Ustens to the 
voice that can whisper, '^ peace, he still /" over the wild grief-billows; 
and a great calm comes ; but alone, and with memory bleeding 
at every pore, on she goes to battle with the giant Despair. Who 
is sufficient for these things ? 

Mary had just reached the end of the flower path leading into 
the road, when a note from Mrs. Leslie was put into her hand, 
begging her to " come and sit an hour with her : " — short as it 
had been, the walk had already undulated the load on her heart; 
she could scarce look on the world of floral loveliness around 
her, and the current of her thoughts remain unbroken, or 
diverted for a moment from their troubled source. Few were 
more keenly alive to the poetry of Nature and its exalting in- 
fluences than she was, hence the load moved, but did not roll 
o£F; the flowers — ^love them though she did — ever preaching^rf 
purity, gratitude and peace as they were, and whispering that 
*^ the grace and beauty thereof pertsketh** had not power to take 
the burden away : before she reached Mrs. Leslie's it had 
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leturned, and dM had invc^antai^y invested all tkiiig» aniiifid 
her witibi the alina^hew of h«r oym^ ^Oottiy tfaottgbtet 



MMi 



''I have been anadaas to se» you. the httt thive dqr45, my k>iF^'* 
iMid Mus affeetbmatdy kMng ^v pde dMk of Iwr fUead^ 
iihieh alurmed bar, although^ she forbore to notiee it» ^'my 
boy-bbrd haa bteD- so very i:miw«ll, that I fbat«d> to Imve lifaa 
dmag Btery'a absenoe in Soodand, for I tiwiiglit he iiraa a little 
iMai&rii^ as all aanmiaa do whenever tliegir hear ait eaelia eueeae 
ftom the mte tfaing/' and the smiled< gaily,, adding^ ** bnthoir is it 
yoa hftfe not been, to console me lit my two^ftdd trial ?'* 

"^ Hbw sovty I am dear littJe Donald is 1114 Has he a oold?" 
ended Maiy^^ 

''Yes» nothing more, I believe; or his teeth trouble him» 
but be is much better to day. Why have you not called, as 
nsoalt Have yon not been well, or unusuaUy dissipated? or 
wearing the willow, like a tme ladylove, at Courtenaye's 
absenoe?" 

''Mr. Gourtensye's dbsenceV exclaimed Mary, starting, her fbce 
iiee flashing only to leave it paler than before/' I was not aware 
he had left the town.'' 

Mrs. Leslie saw the fluctuating colour, but forbore to seek the 
confidence she doubted not would be given, if necessary, and 
informed her interested listener, that Fied had that morning 
received a short and hurried note from the object of her solicitude, 
containing an account of the dangerous illness of his fkther ; but 
Ae asked,*— 

" Were you not aware, darling, that Mr. Courtenaye had been 
sent for in great haste on Monday last, just after his return fh>m 
calling on your father, to the bedside of his own, who had 
been much injured by a flill from his carriage?" 

"No I" replied Mary, "I have not heard anything of Mr. 
Courtenaye^ sino o ■ ■ s ittc o ' ■ ■ " The colour came and 
went with painAil rapidity, and her voice became tremulous, 

"since the day he yo u ■ ■ ^ she paused, embarassed, 

and Mis. Leslie added, in the gentlest tone, *' the day I gave 
him an opportunity of telling his love. Was not that what yon 
intended to say, dear^rl ? " 

" Yes,** answered Mary, softly, the tears springing into her ^es, 
and anoth« painful pause followed, which her friend broke 
by asking if she would accompany her into Donald's nursery, t& 
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which she consented, with'an abstraction so unlike herself that it 
troubled and surprised Julia, and while she felt there must 
be something very unusual surging in the bosom of the dear ^1 
before her, and longed to sympathise and counsel^ she also felt 
that there is in heart matters a heart eti(|[uette, whose refined 
barriers the most intimate and beloved friend may not ligfatlj 
oyer-step, or turn aside uninvited, even to pour in the needed 
symjmthy and counsel. She did not eyen evmce her recogmtion 
of this change, save by the tenderness of her manner towards her 
young &vourite. Mary refused all entreaties to remain and pass 
the remainder of the*day, and she left anxious, troubled, and full of 
vexation with herself liecause of her silence towards her fidthfnl 
counsellor ; but how could she confess even to her^ the dight she 
could not now hide that Gourtenaye had offered her by Ids silence. 

No! no! others shall not blame him if she does not; and 
when she reached her home, once more she threw herself on her 
knees, hid her burning face in her hands, and then came the 
struggle between Love and Pride, one of those every-day life- 
battles fought around us, of which others take no ken, being seen 
only by one Eye, and known but to one Being. The former con- 
quered, for the strife was unequal ; — ^when was Love ever van- 
quished by Pride in woman's heart? 

Now she trusts him all the more entirely for the momentary 
strife, during which, she has in heart listened again to the deep 
music of that voice which awoke such wondrous bliss in her sou], 
as it murmured, '* I will save you ! I tvill save you, beloved !'* 

She has lived over those few moments of the past, whose 
memory will haunt her with their sweetness, till the hesrt itself is 
still. Can we wonder Love remained the victor ! 

Now she is ai^;ry with herself for even the little wound in her 
pride — ** of course he has some good reason for his silence — ^he 
will explain to morrow-— ^lerhaps return and surprise her. How 
her pulses quickened at the thought ! He^ the true hearted, 
the noble, the high minded, influenced by caprice, or the roog^ 
words of others ? Never, never ! 

Then she gathers up all the stray rays of Hope reflected from 
these bright memories, and weaves them into an enchanted robe, 
throws it around her heart, and seeks her late sleepless oouch» 
Three more days are added to the past, and yet no tidings 1 

Trouble and anguish again take hold upon the despairing ffA^ 
And the enchanted robe becomes sackcloth. 
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The doctor had returned to his usual aoimalism ; he eat^ he 
drank, he slept, all luheeding the strife going on in the hosom 
before him, too plainly evinced by the pale cheek and the faltering 
Toioe: yet the eye of affection is ever ouick to 'mark a change in 
that it loves ; perhaps the selfish man aid notice it, but forbore to 
comment for fear of a '' scene" or " tears." Be that as it may, 
he never lay down on his bed without fully purposing to pall on 
that <^ rogue Redman" the first thing in the morning, and do 
117 with Uiat Will ^at any rate ;" but when the morning came, the 
over-night's resolve had grown faint, and brightened not again tUl 
after dinner. 

Thus passed away eight weary days ! Mrs. Leslie had joined 
her husband in Scotland, and though obliged to mix in society at 
home and abroad, Mary was thrown entirely on the gnawing of 
her own stricken heart : and it required all her strength of 
inind and courage to enable her, without betraying suffering, to 
listen to the report of her brother at the tea-table. 

'*At last the bubble had burst, and the popular preacher 
Samt Courtenaye, had cut and run to avoid being arrested for 
dehts to a large amount he had gammoned some of his congre- 
gation by contracting ; « that his house was shut up, servants 
discharged, an4 he had ' bolted,' no one knew whither." 
it As soon as she could do so Mary sought the sanctum of her 
ehamber, neither waiting to hear her father's comments or her 
hrother^s sarcasms, for the latter had quite enough knowledge of 
the human heart, to be aware that in proportion as obstacles are 
thrown in the current of its affections, they grow and intensify. 
He hoped much, too, firom the impulsiveness of Mary, whom he 
well knew would only cling the more confidingly to the man she 
bved when his character was assailed, whether justly or unjustly. 

It is but fair, however, to say, that in repeating the above, 
J. GrenviUe did not fabricate all the report. The suddenness of 
Coortenaye's departure, though its why and wherefore were 
known to all whom it really concerned, ^presented an opportunity 
oot to be lost by those whom it did not concern, to get up some 
story to the disadvantage and disparagement of one whose life 
presented too fair a contrast to their own malformed development 
of Christianity; hence the monstrous falsehoods forged and 
propagated by the anti<progressive party. 

Mary remained some time alone. Now she bitterly regrets 
not having confided in Mrs. Leslie, and several sheets are 
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eommenoed, ^My own tnie friend JnliA,** alid thiown aside. 

Then she will tell her papa aU, and ask his adviee and eonasel ; 
bnt, alas 1 what can he adTise? Are not appearances Monst her 
idoir 

It was a terribly blotted page» tlds dark one m love's yoimg 
history, and few are the heart-Mogniihies witieh no tears hive 
dimmed! 

ThBt was a sad but beantif al conceit of the gifted bard of 
Erin, who likened the dawn of Love to tile' eld Arabian straill, 
"the :gate of tears/* It is ofben such, and now, *mid the 
lashing and surging of her heart-tempest, Mary pants for ahnmatt 
bosom whereon to lay her head ; but she thinks not of the 
** rest** so tenderly proffered to the ** weary and heavy laden" Iff 
One who '* spake a$ never man ^nxke.** 

Her own nunc, prononnoed by her father at her door, ronied 
her from her bitter reverie, and hastily removing all traces of 
tears, she descended, and to her relief found him quite alone, 
but looking annoyed. He spoke kindly, and requested her to 
'* give him one of her pretty songs,*' which woidd do him good, 
as he did not feel ^'over well that evening.*' 

*' Dearest papa," said Mary, anxiously, fbr her fkther looked 
flushed and feverish, ^'ifyoufbel ill, pray let Bichards go ibr 
your Mend Dr. Williams,'' and she passed her cold hand loving;ly 
over his brow, and kissed it. 

''No I nol 'tis nothing but a little uncomfortable fteKi^ 
about my chest ; it will soon go off. I have had it before; 'tb 
better even now, and one of your songs will set me quite to 
rights,'* replied the doctor. 

''What song shall I sing, dearest papa?" inquired Mary; 
seating herself at the instrument. 

** Something of your own composing I should like best ; do 
you ever sing the one poor Augusta set to music — something 
about *' When love's path grows weary ?" She set it for you 
just before she died^-don't you recollect?'* 

This allusion to her idolised friend brought tihe lingering tears 
once more into Mary's eyes, and hastily commencing a prmonged 
search for her music, though she well knew ^t song was 
written on her heart, she made an effort to command her 
feelings, and sung some simple words of her own composing; in a 
mce so strangely agitating that even tlie doctor was movecC ^^ 
when she rose and came towards him, he put his arm round her^ 
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ind diawing her dose, printed a kiss oa her chedc, saving in a 
heart-tone she never had heard from his lips before, ** God bleoa 
JOQ, my darling !" 

Ah ! that kiss and those kind words repaid her for the anguiah 
which wrong her heart while yielding to his wishes I 

Let me be loved^— I aak no rieheritieastiFe, 

Than one true hearty to heave its righs for me ; 
I seek no music 'mid the haU6 of pleesnret 

Like that low sigh's soft, murmured, melody ; 
No wealth, no fame, I turn from all with gladness, 

To this my Hatching spirit's long-sought home. 
And meet the eye that casts away all sadness, 

Glandng in sunlight brightness when I come. 

Let me be lo?ed ! 

Let me be loved^— and if life's path is dreary* 

If friends grow cold, and riches fly away ; 
If worn beneath Care's load, my days are weary. 

And Hope's crashed buds bestrew my darksome way,— ■ 
Oh ! as to some lone rain fondly clinging 

The &ithfcil wallflower knows no change 'mid time. 
So may this preeious love, its perfume flinging 

Around my soul, in life and death be mine* 

Let me be loved ! 

^en they parted for the night, Mary again entreated her 
&ther to see Ins medical friend, but he declared himself ^ quite 
weU-^never better in his life," and gaily bade her ** look more 
dieerfol to-morrow, or he should be obliged to send for him to 
write a prescription for bringing the roses back into her pretty 
6ee." 

His cheerAil look and manner reassured Mary, and his 
ntarned tenderness made her glad, but the weight lay cold and 
dead upon her heart ; nay, it seemed to press colder, heavier, 
inteiuer, as one after another the household voices died away, 
tad she was alone with its thick beating. 

Vainly she woos *' kind Nature's soft restorer," and tries to 
itill the pulsating of her bosonu 

New she starts up, and listens with fixed eye and labouring 
bM^^ fancying die hears the yoice of Courtenaye calling on her 
in impassioned accents ; but no 1 all is still — ^terribly still ! 

Agam she seeks her pillow, but only for a few minutes. Once 
iQore she leaps up in the attitude of intense attention. Surely her 
&ther called her ! and hastily throwing her dressing-gown over 
her qnirering form, die is at his door. 
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"Did you call, dear papa?" she asked, as plainly as her 
ehatterbg teeth would permit. No reply. 

*' Dearest papa, did you call?" she repeated, with derated 
voice, and every nerve strung as if to meet — she scarce knew 
what. No reply. 

She opened his door gently. ''Did you call, my own papa? 
Papa ! dear papa ! " and her voice rose almost to a shriek. 

<< Who's there?" vociferated the doctor. What a mountain 
melted off her heart ! 

<' Only me ! I fancied I heard you call, dearest papa — did 
you V* Mary replied. 

*' No, you little puss ! What should I call for ? I am quite 
well. Go and get into hed ; you will catch your death I'' 

As Mary returned, she fancied she saw the outline of her 
brother's figure on the stairs. " What could he do there? Why 
did he not speak? He must have heard her call! Perhaps 
'twas only fancy ; and, reassured that her father was quite well, 
she once more tried to s]eep, but in vain : that strange unearthly 
feeling was again creeping over her, — gathering intenseness from 
the very reaction of its first terror-inspiring hold. 

*' Oh ! what can it be ? Is it a mysterious presentiment of 
coming ill ? 

" Is it a phantom voice?" The echo of that last direful name, 
'* Death!" uttered by her father — ^pealing, muffled, with its 
solemn, strange vibrations, through all the mazy homes of feeling 
and memory ? 

The very effort to vanquish the vague terror that had seised 
her, increased its power, and unable to bear it, she again arose 
and listened at her father's door. All was still. She opened 
her window, and bent her fevered brow into the still night, but 
its very spirituality added to her sense of oppression, and she 
returned to her chamber determined to while away the dreary 
hours till day break. i^On a table lay "The Cowne of Time,^' 
and it opened in that sublime passage, ^* Redemption/' Deephr 
interested, she lingered over the page, and the distant church dock 
had just chimed three, when she started violently, hearing, as 
she thought, a deep groan uttered close to her ear ! Seudng the 
lamp, she again listened at her father's door, but all was stiU. 
After waiting some time, and hearing nothing fkriher to alarm 
her, she returned to her joom and continued reading tiU the day- 
streaks brightened the dark horizon; then she wank into a 
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troubled sleep^ to dream of her father sinking in a storm, and 
Courtenaye yainlj striving to rescue him. Then the latter, his 
face still pale and solemn, clasping her hand in his ; but oh ! so, 
80 cold, that her yery heart-current chilled ! 

" Who the secret can imraTel 

Of the body's mystic guest? 
Who knows how the soul may travel 

While unconsciously we rest! 
• • • • • 

Far abroad it may be flying—- 

What is sleep, and what are dreams ? 

Often, in after years, the memory of that strange night rose up 
before Mary's mental vision, and she read its interpretation by 
the lamp of Time ! 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

itlttlittioiu. 

^' The sword hftt slain its hecatombs, bo has the lancet, but we doubt 
if these may not be equalled in number by the pale cohorts of the needle 
Tvlio are flitting hither and thither in the twilight of the silent world.'* 

Thb Times. 

^' Refuse to entertain any idea on the subject," does she my 
dear, my dear Mrs. Leslie ? Well ! well ! leave her to wie, if any 
one can bring her to reason I can ; " and Mrs. St. George 
elevated her Juno-like head, as a self-confident, diplomatic smile 
stole over her face. " I will take her off your hands," she 
added, and in an inconceivably short space of time her carriage 
was seen sweeping towards the first-rate establishment for mil- 
linery in the town of D , whose principal, Madame John's, liad 

shown symptoms of refractoriness, as hinted at above. * 

** Things can't go on much longer in this way, mother ! " wailed 
a sickly child whose bent figure, narrow chest, hollow eye, and 
bony fingers, as she crouched at her weary task near a fireless 
grate, suggested thoughts of the time when the angels should say 
over the little pauper-grave " sle^ on ruyw, and take thy rest f* 

" Things can't go on much longer in this way, mother I " 
No ! poor little slave of Wrong. No 1 mother, with thy weary 
watching eye, they cannot t The great Love Spirit broods over 
the deeps of selfishness and apathy, and the sluggish waves recede, 
in hoarse murmurs, as day-light breaks and a mighty voice 
is heard, — " Hitheeto shalt thou come, and no fabtheb.'* 

Watchman ! What of the night ? 

" There is a bright light in the clouds and men see it not,'* 

A short time before the events the last chapter chronicles, 
public attention began to be excited^ and the indignant sym* 
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pathies of the right-thinking aroused for that oppressed and 
down-trodden class, our milliners and dressmakers. FearftQ 
revelationB of mental and bodily suffering, caused by 
unremitting labour had not only touched the magnetic wire of 
sympathy which thrilled through the length and breadth of the 
land, but had made themstlves heard in the very council cham- 
ber of Legislation. 

The fierce thirst for gold, and the rabid speculation it gave 
birth to — the whirlwind of traffic sustained by, and wrung out of^ 
the souls and bodies of helpless victims — the God-insulting 
appropriation of the Sabbath in its unholy toil — the sickening 
details of suffering and inhumanity, ending in despair, guilt ^disease, 
suicide, death, had awoke the desires of all right-hearted people 
for the overthrow of so terrible a system ; and they entered the 
lists against the Hydra-headed monster, strong in the truth that 

" Thrice is he armedi who has his quarrel just." 

Recognizing in this move, so supremely in the right direction, 
a stirring appeal to God's ministers, — Hi» guardians of the 
interests of humanity, to be on their watch-towers, Courtenaye 
enters all the energies of his soul unto it, and labours to stay the 
progress of the social leprosy in the sphere of his own influence ; 

for the orthodox town of D was in no way behind the 

modem Babylons in the number of sacrifices it annually laid on 
the altar Fashion ; of which a specimen has been presented in 
our sixth chapter, in the fate of the self-destroyed Daisy. 

Recognizing moreover, with almost prophetic vision, that the 
Spirit moving over the abyss of selfishness, and silently but surely 
livening institutions with a new element, was the overshadow- 
ing love of his Master, — tracing this fact not less distinctly in the 
many simple agencies raising their heads in the flinty soil around, 
and gladdening them with the smile of meek-eyed Charity and 
8il?er-voiced Sympathy, then when the blast of the Gospel trump 
shook the foundations of that philosophic court, where " Athens* 
wisest son perished, and her most eloquent son thundered,'* and 
deeply imbued with the conviction that all speculations, and 
theories, and enterprises for the threefold regeneration of the 
species, apart from " the Faith which worketh by love," were but 
" clouds without water," — many a morning's light-streak found 
the self-denying pastor suggesting, revolving and organizing 
plans for the suiest method of grappling with an enemy, whosQ 
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power and strength he does not undervalue. He seeks the 
council chamber of the Great King, and he knows that 
whether ** men will bear, or whether they forbear," the thing 
shall prosper, ** for the mouth of the Lord hath spoken it, " hence 
he goes out well armed to meet the difficulties involved in attack- 
ing a system, and leaving individuals uninjured, and a less ardent 
spirit would have quailed before the fiery dragons in the "way. 
His first efforts in the sacred cause were singularly unsuccessful ; 
his personal appeals — ^manly and consistent with the true inter- 
ests of political economy as they were, fell like a summer shower 
on the leaden bosom of ^some inland lake — -just a ripple, and all 
was sluggish as before. 

Oh! the terrible petrifaction of the heart when Selfishness 
is the master of action, and holds carnival there ! Surely nothing 
less powerful than indwelling grace can sustain the heart and 
nerve it to rise up again and again, after being '* cast down ;" and 
it was this that enabled Courtenaye to return to the charge with 
revivified vigour after each defeat. He recollects the past, and he 
can trust for the future. He thinks of the noble phalanx of 
favoured existencies whose small and inadequate beginnings had 
to fight their way inch by inch, with Ignorance and Sectarianism. 
He gathers courage as he looks on the God-blessed Ragged 
School, going on ** conquering and to conquer," while nobles 
catch the inspiration, and princes kneel to plant an acorn from 
the spreading oak. The ''little seed" was not to be pooh 
pooh'd away I Oh no ! It was the right kind of seed, blown 
by the breath of the Spirit from the granary of the 6r£At 
HusBAKDMAN, nourished by the dews of heaven, warmed by 4he 
Sun of Righteousness, watched by the holy stars, and at length 
it became a great tree, its branches reaching to the skies. 

These memories cheer on the devoted man in his warfare 
against cold-blooded apathy, iron-walled bigotry, and latter-day 
Eg3rptian darkness, on behalf of the " right and true," still his 
heart often sinks, for was not this monster Sin to be attacked, 
and driven from its citadel, the heabt of woman ? Alas ! 
that Fashion should be the exactmg idol in that holy shrine, and 
her gaudy car driven recklessly over the souls and bodies of 
those whom our common Father willeth not " ahotildperi^" 

" Alas ! that woman, sent on an angel's mission, and endued 
with an angel's powers," should become the abject slave of 
fashion, and exhibit a soul prostration, rivaling the worshippers 
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of Osiris and Juggernaut I Their human sacrifices immolated 
only body; these, body and soul. Their worship deprecated 
the wrath of devils; this insults and travesties the name they 
bear, and tramples under feet the legacy of their dying Lord, 
" Love one another, as I have loved you." 



" I wish all my hearers were like you, and my own sainted 
mother," remarked Courtenaye, to Mrs. Leslie, one day after a 
useless campaign, " then we should soon have to lay down our 
weapons, and I grieve to say, did the success of our cause 
depend on the poor instead of on the higher classes, the struggle 
would soon cease. It is the down-trodden, and over- worked, 
who feel for the down-trodden and over-worked. It is the poor 
who know what it is to toil, toil, toil, * weary, and heavy laden,' 
hence the difference in the sympathies of the classes.' " 

But the power that " moves the Arm that moves the world," 
could not be long unfelt. Prayer was made without ceasing, 
and the answer came. 

The consistency of Courtenaye' s character (and even his 
enemies could not gainsay that, so they dropped the term 
hypocrite and substituted fanatic) had given him weight in 
the opinions of many of the better-taught of his townsmen ; for 
somehow, people are never deceived by actions, though they are 
by words ; and even those^who clung with childish delight to the 
** good old times,*' and found their 

** Ignorance such bliss— 'twas folly to be wise," 

qualified their respect for him, with a commiserating shake 
of the head, and " a pity he didn't belong to their church ! " 
while, poor dear souls I had any one asked them which was the 
church, par excellence, the " high," or the " low" the " one in 
the house" so 6ften referred to by the apostles, or the " one on 
the mountain," to which the King of Preachers preached, they 
would have been as much at a loss as the old woman who, after 
being plied and mystified almost to bewilderment by questions 
and Ungaistic contortions that would have confounded a German 
neologist, was asked by her Anglo-popish ** spiritual adviser," if 
she knew what was " strictly orthodox ? " to which sage inqliiry 
she replied, in great agitation, — 
" The Lord forgive me, sir I But I don't know no docks but 

the. London Docks, where my old man works ! " 

o2 
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Hence, as before said, among those who went to their religion 
for their orthodoxy, and not to their orthodoxy for their religion, 
much of the rough edge of party spirit was fined down, and 
the hard-working pastor began; to number several hitherto 
antagonistic fanulies in the good cause ; but those " principals" 
of establishments who can look unmoTed on such masses of 
human suffering as their work-rooms present, and as shewn up 
in the " disclosures," were not likely to be influenced by the 
voice of public opinion, however loud and deep. He, therefore, 
resolved to strike at tbe root-form of this crying sin, and 
endeavour to awaken in the breasts of those with whom it rested 
a sense of their responsibihtes, and of their duty to God and 
their fellow-creatures. 

As the Pulpit ever should be the medium through which 
abuses are dealt with, the young reformer's preaching became 
the channel for reaching the consciences of the oppressors ; and 
in his efforts he was promptly seconded by the most influential 
journal in the county. It is promising when the Pulpit and the 
Press work together ; their union produces a fertilizing that many 
seasons of drought cannot counteract. 

The whole of Courtenaye's addresses to women were extensively 
circulated, and there came a " shaking of the dry bones," and a 
heaving on the torpid bosom of society that stimulated^him and 
his little band of warriors to increased exertion. 

Addressing his flock on the subject, he selected that scathing 
inquiry of his Maker to the first fratricide, — 

*'What hast thou done? The voice of thy beother's 
Blood crieth unto me from the ground ;" 
and, although it may be profitable to record the whole dis- 
course, noting the skill with which he amplified and adapted it 
to his purpose, want of space forbids more than an extract here 
and there. • 

''As Christ*s ambassador, T magnify mine oflice, and stand 
between the dead and the living, praying that this plague 
may be stayed." " I magnify mine office, watching for your souls 
as one who must give account, and repeat the solemn enquiry, 
WdAT hast thou done ? but I dare not drop, with morbid and 
indecent curiosity, the grappling iron of the Confessional into 
your consciences, bringing up from its depth the polluting dis- 
closure that should be bared to Him alone who has power to 
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forgive sins ; rather would I urge on each a solemn heedfulness 
to the voice within, making inquisition '^ what hast thou done f 

Has the cry of him " who reaped thy field, and thou hast kept 
back part of his hire," entered into the ears of the Lord of Hosts, 
and He has sworn in His wrath, that for this He will call 
thee into judgment ?" 

Because '* thou wert a hard man, reaping where thou hast not 
sown," has the tear of the orphan and widow been put iiAo " the 
bottle of God's remembrance labelled, for this, "wbite that 

MAN CHILDLESS." 

My sister ! has the anguish-cry from the white-lipped child of 
oppressive toil gone up into the ear of thy Father in heaven, 
because thou hast not heeded the voices around thee, but ** passed 
by on the other side, caring for none of these things ?" 

Hast thou lived in pleasure, saying, ''I sit a queen, and 
shall see no sorrow !'' while the leprous spot selfishness has 
been spreading its virus as a moral gangrene — eating away 
the tender fibres connecting thee with the Great Sympathizer ? 

No sympathy for thy sister! "flesh of thy flesh," as she 
agonizes through the long night hours, hollow-cheeked, and 
weary-eyed, wasting her life in creating for you Fashion's 
flaunting draperies, which will cling around and eat into your soul 
like fire when the " dance and the viol shall be for ever silent." 

No sympathy for yon consumptive girl, for the third consecutive 
night palpitating in the atmosphere .of the crowded workroom 
feculent with death, as she dashes away the tear that blisters her 
hectic cheek, crying out in her agony, ** How long, Oh Lord! 
How long r^ while thought has flown back to the king-cupped 
fields, and the pleasant voices, and memories of a mother-lighted 
home I 

No sympathy for yon orphan, downed with such witching, yet 
fatal beauty, as goaded on by despair, she flies with fevered 
brain, into the outstretched arms of gilded guilt — ^immolating 
soul and body in its fearful vortex rather than groan under the 
galling servitude of the workroom ! 

N9 sympathy for the father as his grey hairs go down to the 
grave in sorrow ; nor for the mother broken hearted, and shrink- 
ing as the name of herj child, which once woke such melody, 
is branded, and she goes softly in the bitterness of her soul with 

the shame-spot deepening on her wasting cheek ! 

Oh I will you not unitedly rise and live down the 

fast-spreading belief that you *' care for none of these things V* 



198 A LIFE-LONG STORY. 

For the sake of dazzling a few fevered hours 'mid the hollow 
mirth of Pleasure's temple, snuffing up the blood-tainted breath 
of Fashion, as she sweeps] by distilling poison from her deadly 
wings, can you forego the high and holy mission so emphati- 
cally yours, and continue to act the enquiry, " Am^ Z my Sister's 
Keeper f 

Will you not rather awake to the vast and solemn responsibili- 
ties underlying that mission, and identify yourselves with those 
grand-hearted women of old, with whom the world's Redeemer 
for a while veiled His glories, and.^ tabernacled, — ^with those 
true ones " who, when the cold reluctance of man stood 
aloof, shrinking back with selfish alarm, followed their deserted 
Lord with outwellings of sympathy, and were last at the Cross, 
and first at the Tomb." 

The fashion of this world passeth away ! What is your life ? 
it is even as the flower of grass. " Passing away" is the 
mournful requiem ever chanting over earth's pomps and glories. 
A few more setting suns, and where will be her crowns and 
sceptres ? Go, ask the lonely ruins of those Empires that once 
filled the world with their renown ! Go, ask the new«made grave, 
and the desolate hearth ! 

I beseech you, then, by all the hopes and fears that will gather 
around your death-hour, when your remembered deeds will stand 
out in fearful distinctness, lighted by a fast-coming eternity, — by 
that tremendous day when the heavens shall he rolled together cu 
a scroll, and " the dead small and great," shall be judged by their 
works, — ^by the wondrous love and mercy that spared not the 
priceless blood of Christ for you, think on these things ! 

Come to the foot of Calvary and learn sympathy there, 
"laying up for yourselves treasures where no rust doth 
corrupt " 



This address, delivered with the solemn eloquence of a 
" dying man to dying men," " magnifying his office," was hope- 
fully responded to. The young preacher's friends already 
numbered many of considerable influence, but though promising 
well, there was room for doubt of ultimate success in the great 
struggle. 

Moved by the power of Truth, some of his hearers, in the heat 
of their newly-born fervour, mentally resolved to do wonders for the 
good cause ; but alas ! when the working, self-denying, portioa 
of their "wonders" was called for, ardour cooled, and resolve 
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died out ; so easily is the heart, especially of woman, raised or 
depressed ! ^ 

No wonder there was " room for doubt," for that most detri- 
mental fallacy shrouded in self-love, and denizening myriad 
graves of usefulness in England's moral cemeteries, '^what 
influence cftn one exert ?" ^' what good can / do ?" exerted its 
power, hence Courtenaye grappled it, citing the great Apostle's 
inspired authority, — "no man liveik unto himself f* but as his 
appeals to the women of his pastorate are best adapted to these 
pages, we will select from them a few words rousing from " dead 
faith to living works-" 

*^ After all that has been proved of the power and capabilities of 
woman, — after the pages of history, sacred and profane, brightened 
with deeds of lofty heroism, and self-denial have been enrolled, 
does she, in this our day, rise up to her privile:>es and responsi- 
bilities ? Deeply regretful, we must acknowledge she does not : 
she listens to the teacher's voice, perhaps thinking he " charms 
wisely," and while the vibrations of his " song" linger on the sus- 
ceptible area of her feelings, she makes high resolves and creates 
splendid projects in her fertile imagination which rarely exist 
beyond the fleeting hour ; another " charmer " comes by, and 
the momentary enthusiasm evaporates, and she wonders " what 
could have moved her so strangely!" 

Thus does she allow the " din of Time to drown the murmurs 
of Eternity," gliding onward in " Pleasure's painted pinnace " 
towards the great solemn ocean, *^ caring for none of these 
things.'* 

Onward she glides, and so does the world around her, with its 
undried tears ; its {unshared sorrows ; its unredressed wrongs ; 
its disregarded cries ; its unrelieved oppressions ; its unslaked 
cravings ; its unsaved souls ! Onward she glides, 'mid sunshine 
and song, drinking greedily in the " music of Time's babbling 
rill, and drowning the * murmurs of Eternity,* " 

" No mighty cry. Stay I oh stay, till I have mourned my foul 
offence in repentant tears !" as the recording ipigel takes his 
unwilling flight to enter in the ledger of heaven, ^^ye oppress the 
poor and the needy; also in thy shirts is found the blood of poor 
innocents,^' 

Ah, my fellow-sinner ! How will ye bear all the billows and 
waves of the ** wrath of the Lamb" rolUng over your naked souls ? 
*-the great gulf between your torment and heaven's eternal 
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summer fixed for ever P '^ Tke^ who would pass from hence to you 
carmotf neither can they pass to us who would come from thence.' 

'* The Master has risen up and shut the door.** No more love- 
pleadings* Come, let us reason together : why will ye die Now ? 
No more mercy-droppings from the bruised and broken heart 
on Calyary's mournful hUl Now ! No more gentle* strivings of 
the insulted Spirit Now ! The great gulf is Fixed ! '' Te would 
not come unto me and have life.'* No ; ye would not^ though I 
stretched forth my arms all the day long, beseeching thee with 
tears of blood to come, and now the gulf is Fixed ! • • . 

My sisters, I pray you meet me not with the decrepit sophism 
'you have no infiuence,' 'one can do little amid such crowds of 
conflicting interests I' ' one voice would soon be drowned !' 
* one influence is of no avail !* Shall we turn to history's thrilling 
records, and trace woman in all its great movements and mighty 
revolutions ?** Shall we gather up every stray beam of thought 
into one focus, and meditate on the height and depth of that 
queen of words, within whose horizon lies the germ of the world's 
moral regeneration — Mothebs ? Shall we invoke the shades of 
heroes, and philosophers, and martyrs, to yield up the shadowy 
memory of the first tones that vibrated on the chords of feeling, 
and moved impressions which, after years had rolled away, 
embodied themselves in actions that have left their stamp upon 
revolving ages? Nay, rather shall we not lift Faith's vision 
beyond the starry worlds where, " seeing eye to eye," and basking 
in the noontide fulfilment of the promise, 'thou shalt know 
hereafter,' we shall recognise in those 

** Crowndd kings nearest the eternal throne," 

those whose earliest footsteps were planted on the Rock of Ages, 
by her who obeyed her Lord's command, " Take this child and 
nurse it for Me.** 

At the close of [the action in which he received his death- 
wound, the yqung soldier was found under a bush, and open 
before him, the leaves all stained with blood, his dead hand 
resting on it, lay his mother's Bible, records sainted Grerrard 
Nod. 

" I should have been an infidel, but for the hallowed memory of 
my mother's fervent *God bless and keep my boy I* as she 
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nighdy laid her gentle hand on my head," was the instnietiye 
testimony of the holy Newton. Yes, man goes out to fight life's 
mighty battle, whose victories are poeaned in the Eternal City, 
with the impress his mother's hand left on heart and brow, and 
will you tell me '' woman can do nothing V Nay, will you not 
exert this potent element in your moral being, and enrol your- 
selves among ** whatsoever things are pure, and lovely, and of 
good report ?'* Not by an impulsive, undisciplined enthusiasm, 
cooling down when self-sacrifice is demanded; not by an 
ephemeral spasm of sympathy, which will evaporate when the 
world's admiring gaze is turned away, and none can see but the 
sleepless eye of Grod ; not by the unholy excitement of party zeal, 
bnt by arraying yourselves in that most lovely robe. Charity, 
which one of your sex has finely compared to the flowering capital 
of the Corinthian column, crowning and beautifying the whole !*' 
We read that the judges of the Areopagus condemned a 
man to death for dashing to the ground a trembling dove that 
sought shelter in his bosom! Shall the instinctive teachings 
oi heathenism shame the actions of those reared amid the 
hunanising precepts of Christianity ? Mothers ! can you cast 
away from you the trembling race seeking your sympathy and 
protection ? Come i look unmoved, if you dare, on these dark 
pictures of suffering sorrow and toiling oppression ! How know 
you that 'mid the strange inconstancies of thjs shifting life, ere 
your eye now following lovingly the tiny footsteps that 

''Make melody where'er they tread" 

is closed in death's n^idnight sleep, your own gentle girl may not 
be forced to join the ranks of her down-trodden sisters I 
Does your mother-heart sicken and flirn from the surmise with 
a shuddering ** God forbid !" Listen then : " many of these 
victims are of gentle birth ; most of them have received good 
educations ; not a few are daughters of clergymen. Nonconformist 
ministers, half-pay officers, merchants once in affluence, but 
suddenly thrown into adversity ; all, in fact, have been brought 
up in a gentle way, hence Uttle able to cope with authoritative 
oppression."* Once more I beseech you, by all the most sacred 
interests of time and eternity, to come to the help of the helpless ! 
Let your incentives be the loftiest that can animate human 
nature founded on the Christ-taught precept, ''whatsoever you 

* Lord Shaftesbary. 
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would that others should do unto jou do ye also unto them.' 
Let your weapons be baptized in that fair Jordan^ the '* Love 
that endureth all things;'* the charity thai hopetk all things;'* the 
." Faith that worketh by love," OTercoming all obstacles, as seeing 
him who shed His most precious blood for you ! ^' Soon shall 
the warfare cease !" A few, perhaps, to some of us a very few, 
more rising suns and life'js race will be run, its labour cease, for 
there is " neither work nor device in the grave whither we are 
hastening." ^ 

*' Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 

Bears all iis sons away ; 
They fly, forgotten, as a dream. 

Dies at the opening day." 



The God-insulting system of robbing these victims of their 
only day of rest, the evidence that work was carried on frequently 
the whole of the Sabbath,* that they slaved eighteen and twenty 
hours daily, and often the whole night, deeply affected 
Courtenaye, and he resolved to give no ** slumber to his eyes" 
till he had rescued this '^ Hnk between the Paradise that is past 
and that which is to come," from the Maelstrom of business. 

Shame ! shame on a Christian land where this unholy traffic 
is tolerated ! Shame that God's own Day should be swamped in 
this " Slough of Despond," and these helpless victims doomed to 
such foul wrong ! Surely on this day, they might share in the 
blessings it brings, and be permitted to lave their weary souls 
in the ocean of eternal love. Surely on this day they might be 
permitted the luxury of uniting with household ties, and be 
privileged to drink in oge draught of pure air and suashine 
'mid the varied glories of earth's fair face ! 

But no ! there are no glories for them ; they must toil on or 
starve. The Gold Fever, with its red-hot tongue, is lapping up 
every rill of creature sympathy, and scorching, vrith its fiery 
breath, every blossom of Justice and Mercy. 

The rabid Competition must be maintained, and the thews and 
sinews, souls* and bodies, of women and children must be sacri- 
ficed to keep its " infernal machine " at full speed 1 

Oh, if it is not the age of Tetzel, when monks played at dice 

» " Work," says one witness, " was carried on till ten and eleven on 
Sunday morning,'* and frequently the who^e of Sanday.*'— 7V«^im(my 
before the House of Lords, 
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in taverns for immortal souls,* it is the day of Competition^ 
and men play at ihaU with hodies and souls for dice ! If 
not the day when " Christians were butchered to make a 
Roman holiday," it is the day when the idol Fashion lifts her 
brazen trumpet and utters the shrill blast, '* come, we will deck 
oarselves with flowers, and eat and drink, and to-morrow shall 
be as to-day, and much more abundant," while her votaries stop 
not to listen to the cry that goes up into the ears of the Lord of 
Hosts, against her blood-reeking, soul-immolating idolatries from 
the blind asylums, the hospitals, the penitentiaries, the mad- 
houses, ay, from the hollow- sounding waves that dash sullenly 
against the arches of the modern fiabylon, as they stifle the 
death-shriek of unnumbered victims who rush lo gilded guilt, 
thence to despair and self-destruction, from the iron hands of 
grinding oppression and bitter tyranny ! 

Alas ! 'mid their peals of hollow Mirth, and the rushing of 
Pleasure's chariot wheels, neither stop these votaries to heed the 
Voice speaking from Eternity, — 

"Know that fob all these things I will bring thee 

INTO JUDGMBNT." 

'* One witness stated that they had worked without going to 
bed, from Thursday morning till half-past ten on Sunday ! ! " 
Well may it be said of these white slaves, as it was said of the 
poor by the late Lord Mayor, after one of his mercy-visits to 
their dens of misery, and reiterated by another high-hearted 
philanthropist, "no wonder they resort to crime rather than 
submit to it." f 

Four days' incessant toil ! ! Then, in the middle of God's 
holy Day, released for a few grudged hours, the poor victims 

♦ See D'Aublgne*s " Refonnation.'* 

t " You see in the good city of London tens of thousands of young and de- 
licate girls proceeding every morning to their labour, and continuint^ it long 
after midnight ; thinly clad, and badly fed, so wretchedly paid as to make 
vice almost a necessity! Ay, almost a necessity: far how is food to be 
obtained, clothing procured, and lodging provided, upon a pitiful wage of 
seven shillings, or at most nine shillings, a- week, especially where no time 
is given for reflection, where social enjoyments are forbidden, and where 
even religious thoughts must be usually excluded ? for the Sabbath must be 
a day of physical and not of pious rest to the over- taxed body, and 
the almost abandoned soul ! The same cry comes up from all the great 
towns of the kingdom; from Norwich, Birmingham, Bath, and Man- 
cheater." Mr. S. C. Hall. 
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throw themselves on their hard beds, worn out and nearly blind !* 
No time for prayer — no time for reading, — soula as well as 
bodies chained to the gaudy car of the idol Fashion, and after a 
little fevered sleep, during which the enfranchised spirit flies 
back to the green fields and glad voices of early days, wearily 
they wake into the poisonous atmosphere to go over the same 
ground, — work ! work ! work ! till at length disease does its foul 
mission, and worn out in the terrible conflict they lay down to 
die, or " resoet to crimb rather than submit to rr." 



It was indeed no child's play to enrol a sufficient number of 
earnest, warm-hearted women, as a " working committee," in the 
association Coilrtenaye laboured so unweariedly to organise, in a 
town so divided by sectarianism as D . 

Not only had the ice-fringed veil to be lifted from the brow of 
society — ^the slumbering embers of latent humanity to be stirred 
and fanned into a flame, but the. many- sided barricade of bigotry 
and prejudice had to be rooted up and overturned, and no slender 
lever could accomplish this, nought but the " Arm that moves 
the universe." 

Many really kind people who were interested in, and wished 
success to the movement, hung back because they had heard it 
called a " sectarian one, " or perhaps more emphatically because it 
did not spring up in " their Church," and they were afraid of 

* '' Before the grave mercifally closes over them, many of them have passed 
years of snfferinflr — mutilated, crippled, many of them deprived of sight, and 
still more of them so weal^ened in their sight as to be wholly nnable to get 
their living by honest industry ! It is trae— as the Bishop of London said— 
that in cases of private mourning, great demands are made. These extend, 
however, principally to one or two establishments ; but when there comes 
— as there occasionally does come — what is ordinarily called a '* Court 
monming/' that presses equally upon all the establishments ; then it is that 
the roost frightful results take place ; and instance upon instance has 
occurred in which these young women, during this demand, have been com- 
pelled to work by candle-light — during the day and the night, to work too 
•^and this is the frightful part of the consideration — not on tbat which is 
necessary to stitch the dress together, that there may be something in the 
way of wearing apparel, but in embroidering rich flowers upon black 
ground, merely for the purpose of vain and contemptible decoration ~con- 
temptible.I mean when purchased at such a cost ! And often has it occcurred 
that in the process of that operation, young women of tender years have been 
deprived of sight, and have passed the remainder of their days in total 
blindness/' The £a.rl of Shajtbsbdby. 
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offending their Popish Rector ; hence, like its sister, the Town 
Mission^ another slip from the same heterodox tree that 

'* Could not die, and shall not be destroyed," 

it had to dispute, step by step, with the mildewed delusions of 
oth^T times, and stem a torrent of stormy, benighted prejudices 
that would have overborne any less devoted band than tnat en- 
listed under the auspices of the working pastor of Christ's 
church. 

" There is something in the strife of sectarianism reminding 
of the dream of the holy martyr John Huss, who saw the powers 
of the world busily engaged in effacing the image of Jesus 
from one side of his chapel at Bethlehem, and on the other, 
angel hands restoring it in more than its original beauty." 

The Prince of this world knows that while the "effacing" goes 
on precious souls perish, and he supplies the relavs of material 
that nought be lacking on his part, and but n)r the " angel 
hands" that come to restore peace and harmony by pointing to 
the Bleeding Love that flowed for all, this world would soon 
become a vast Aceldama. 

Never was the Patriarch's parting injunction to brothers more 
needful than now, — 

" See that ye fall not out by the way." 
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CHAPTER XX. 

" Do men gather grapes of thorns^ or figs of thistles ?" 

It is always interesting and suggestive to observe how circum* 
stances in themselves so trivial as scarce to wake a ripple on the 
stream of thought, sometimes bear in them the germ of great 
events, and how small — called by some — ** chance " Unks, connect 
the wondrous whole. 

Who does not remember the nursery legends of Mahomet's 
cobweb, and Bruce's spider ? And what if they were but ** old 
nurse stories V^ they did their work. 

What reader of history has not lingered wonderingly on the 
simple incident that prevented Cromwell from emigrating, even 
after he was on board a ship at Blackwall ? and he was forced 
back to virtually wear the crown of the unhappy monarch ^rhose 
intolerant advisers prevented the Iron Man from leaving his 
country, where he become a wall of fire between Protestantism 
and Romanism. 

It is equally remarkable to sometimes look under the current 
of events, and tracing from effect to cause, note how frequently 
the natural instincts, tastes, turns of mind, and even prejudices 
or folUes (for they are nearly sjmonymous) of people are over- 
ruled, and used as instruments for the furtherance of ^eat 
events, and the promotion of His glory " who weiglieth the dust in 
a balance.*' 

It happened — ^we had almost said ** once upon a time," in the 
dear, old, attention^riveting style of oui* childhood's days, — just 
about the period named in our last chapter, the manifest shaking 
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of the dry bones, as the great Love*Spirit blew upon them that 

the town of D ^boasted of a good many little banks, with 

superfluities of paper, and slight sprinklings of gold, as well as of 
the banker, jpar excellence^ — ^a noble-hearted, self-made man,— 
whohadrisen by a steady course of persevering, honourable industry 
from clerk to banker, and millionaire to boot, and whose wife, a 
lady of great influence, a handsome person, unadulterated moral 
courage, twelve beautiful children, and a patrimony of some ten 
years younger than her lord, with a fine perception of proprieties 
managed not only to rule him and her household, but also the 
bank itself, and strange to say ! she found it easier to rule all 
these complicated machineries than she did to* regulate and 
govern her own strong will. Had her sphere of action been 
unlimited, and in proportion to her energy, this self-reliant Mrs. 
St. George would have been a latter-day Alexander in petticoats, 
weeping because there was nothing left for her to conquer ; but 
she spumed^ with superb contempt^ the homely idea suggested 
with delicate consideration by her admiring, though somewhat 
nervous husband, that she may ^' turn her arms against herself 
with some advantage." 

Now it also happened, that without consulting her mother — 
a thing never so much as even dreamed of before in the family, 
her eldest daughter, a lovely little papa kind of creature had set 
xier affections (as the phrase goes) on the '* nice-looking new 

Curate" recently imported into the town of D , to fill the 

mcuum left by the Rev. Mr. Drone, who having duly served his 
apprenticeship to the Rector, and thereby become thoroughly 
initiated into the mysteries of '* position and imposition, flexion 
and*genuflexion" had taken an affecting leave of Anglo-Popery, 
and thrown himself— black curls and all — with the most childish, 
touching confidence into the outspread arms of mother Rome. 

Thii important event (by way of digression^ which we ear- 
nestly crave our readers to pardon), would at one time have 
greatly disturbed the mind of our old, but we hope not forgotten, 
friend and favourite, ,Mary, who, while she really had not the 
slightest partiality for the young man, with her accustomed kind- 
heirtednesf, always took his part against those members of his 
coafl;regation dealing in sundry effete remarks, such as ^'he 
reaUy carried matters a Httle too far!" when, in humble imitation 
of lus mystifying Rector, he gave out the hymn in Latin, much 
to the scandal of those who were no *' scoUards," and the jeopar- 
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dizing their Prayer-Book leaves in tbe perfect hurricane of turning 
over and over in tbe search that ensued ; or ''I wonder what 
mountebank tricks next !" when tbe said mysterions-looking 
Curate having shaved off his '' lovely whiskers/' made tbe bare- 
faced attempt to introduce holy water into tbe chancel, with 
sundry other suspicious-looking charlatanisms, too puerile to 
mention, adding, — 

<^ He would be a much honester man if he followed the 
example of other Anglo-Popish sbams, and went over to Rome 
at once, instead of doing her work and receiving Protestant 
pay." 

Perhaps this John Bull remark reached the ears of the Per- 
vert ; at any rate, to Rome he went and thereby proved his 
" honesty," if nothing else. 

We stated, this event at any other time would have distressed 
Mary ; just then, however, Mr. Drone had given her great cause 
for offence, by stoutly maintaining, in one of tbe little arguments 
in which she delighted to entangle bim, a scriptural warrant for 
tbe dogma in our common Prayer Book, forbidding Christian 
burial to unbaptized children, and committing tbe tiny fragment 
of immortality, drifted for a moment on Time's shore, to the grave 
of tbe suicide and tbe murderer — thus doctrinally consigning them 
to eternal " weeping and wailing." 

Revolting as this teaching is to the holiest instincts of humanity; 
contradicting, as it does, the clearest evidence of Scripture ; im- 
pugning, as it does, the loftiest attribute in the moral government 
of the Creator ; be-cloud, as it does, that wondrous Mercy-bow, 
which beamed, though dimly, through tbe darkness of sin- 
blighted Eden, brightened in the Manger, and shone out in full 
splendour on Calvary's mournftd height ; nullify, as it does, that 
priceless assurance — " the blood of Christ ckansethfrom aU sin"-^ 
hence, as an unavoidable deduction, " original sin," the Curate 
insisted on maintaining his ground, backing the Prayer Book and 
the Church against tbe Bible, which, according to his shewing, 
was lamentably in the dark on the subject. . 

At length, tired of his displays of ancient learning, which she 
didn't understand, and irreverently doubted if he did, Mary ex- 
claimed, with her usual common-sense impulsiveness, ** But it is 
a substantiated fact, as you afe well aware, that half tbe human 
race die in childhood, and only a very small proportion have been 
baptized. As a teacher sent from God, do you really mean to 
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say you believe what you insist on, and that these soiils^ sinless as 
to the act, are eternidly lost ? " 

" The e-x-a-ct meaning of the word b-a-p-it-i-z-e, or b-a-p- 
t-i-z-i-o in the original,'* began the Curate, in a pedantic tone and 
with a mystifying loo k 

** Pray I pray I do not go into another profound depth, where 
an ignorant girl cannot follow you, but answer my question 
plainly. Do you believe what you teach as regards infant salva- 
tion ? " Mary ventured to interrupt. 

Startled from the pedantic narration on the origin of the word 
b-a-p- t-i-z-i-o he was aboat to inflict on her unwilling ear; 
and, closely pressed by his companion, the young man ex- 
claimed, — 

" Saved ! saved ! Yes, most likely they are saved, but they 
are saved without the covenant of grace." * 

^* Saved ivithout ike covenant of grace! I thought all salvation 
was of grace," mused Mary ; then smiling a satisfied smile, she 
replied,— 

" Though I scarce know why it should do so, your answer 
brings to mind the reply of my favourite historical character, 
Jane Grey." 

"What was that?" inquired the Curate, with a sickly smile 
and a dreamy unconsciousness of manner. 

" Do you not recollect ? When in the futile endeavour to 
argue or terrify the sweet victim out of her Bible Protestantism, 
the Pope's factotum was insisting on the dogma of his church, 
which arrogates the power to create God, (Curate winced) 
she asked what would become of the mouse that should dare 
to set its sacriligious teeth into the mystic wafer ? " 

" What then ? I quite forget the circumstance, and should 
think it highly probable it is some story made up by the enemies 
of the Church of Rome," remarked this very Protestant Curate, 
with a flushed cheek. 

" I will tell you, if you have forgotten," replied Mary, smiling mis- 
chievously, as if she looked deeper into the arcana of his mind 
at the moment than the " Successor" either suspected or wished. 
The holy Father, thrown off his guard by her majestic calm- 

* Fact ; word for word. How much longer is this dogma to disgrace the 
Book of Common Prayer in Protestant England ? 



210 ▲ LIFE-LONG STOBT. 

ness, and not only irritated by the superior skill she displayed in 
argument, but astonished at the wondrous ease and self-possession 
she maintained in the strife of words — now stripping him of his 
flimsy sophisms — now entangling him in the subtle meshes of his 
own webs, that losing at once his temper and centre of con- 
sistency, he angrily shouted in reply, to '^ what would become of 
the mouse ?" 

" Why the mouse would be damned I" 

''Alas, poor mouse!" meekly repUed the child-martyr; and 
thus, continued Mary, I say, Alaa ! poor lobe ! 

Now because of the unmatemal fact that our venerable Mother, 
rolling in wealth, permits her hard-working sons to starve 
genteelly upon pittances which the burly butlers in her 
Shepherd's palaces would spurn with disdain, the ^' nice new 
Curate " was not destined to share in the good fortunes of many 
of his brother curates, who, with incomes varying from twenty 
to seventy pounds per annum, had contrived to win at one stroke 
the affections and fortunes of women in all merely worldly 
matters, as much above them as '' bright particular stars ;'' and, 
malgre the pittance incomes, or the illnatured remarks of their 
flocks that they followed the '' loaves and fishes," or the " ladies 
took advantage of leap year " — (both reports much too delicate 
for investigation), — ^wonderful effects followed these unions, inas- 
much as some of the ''fortunate young men 'J stepped beyond the 
mere advance in worldly preferment to the '' church patronage in 
my wife's family," shaping into a snug stall worth a few trifling 
thousands yearly, and no great '^ spheres of labour " thereunto 
attached; thus demonstrating the melancholy fact, that gifts 
and graces, in addition to being, ''moved" to the important 
office, would never have been appreciated, much less legitimately 
acknowledged at head quarters, but for the timely intervention of 
the "patronage in my wife's family;" and so poor Mr. "Williams, 
the "nice new Curate," was sacrificed because of his "pittance 
pay," his overtures for the hand of the lovely Augusta St. George 
being courteously, but in her own fiim way, rejected by the 
banker's lady, who had much higher views for her favourite 
daughter, and looked upon the " excellent young man, with 
whom, as she told the Rector, she had no fault to find," quite in 
the light of a third or fourth pis aUer for one of her younger 
daughters, as she "really liked him." And no wonder Mrs. St. 
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George "really liked him;" no one could help doing that: he 
was an unartificial, zealous, flesh-and-blood man, that Curate: none 
of those awful, unapproachable^ mysterious ideals, pendulating be- 
tween the monkish superstitions, and childish mummeries of the 
mediaeval ages, and the chance of a golden bishoprick ; none of 
those nondescript parsons, so Proteus-like in their characters, 
that when they are in the pulpit, men say they ought never to 
be out ; and when they are out^ men say they ought never to be 
in it. He was large-hearted enough to express his concurrence 
in all the various reformatory movements changing the hard 
features of society at large, and leavening it with the spirit of 
brotherhood ; nay, he even went so far as to subscribe annually, 
at the cost of much self-denial, a guinea out of his "pittance'* 
towards the funds of the Town Mission, of whose workings he 
had been a glad eye-witness, during his novitiate in the east of 
London, though he had not the moral courage to attend the 
meetings, because he feared to he " seen exe^ing himself lest 
he should give offence to Mr. Anstruther, wno highly disap- 
proved of any movement not in exclusive connection with his 
church ;" or of any steps taken for the relief of wretchedness and 
crifiie, that were not formally stereotyped in the regular eccle- 
siastical beat. 

Moreover, the warm-hearted curate had been heard to speak in 
admiration of the devotedness and zeal of Courtenaye, in the 
contest between the oppressor and the oppressed, — 

" What does it signify who first agitated the movement so that 
it is in the right direction ? I cannot comprehend why we may 
not all unite in doing God's work, and leave our differences 
alone till we get more light to judge hy," remarked this simple 
young man, whose "orthodoxy" must have been in extreme^t 
infancy, not having cut its first tooth. 

Every one said he was " a good deal too low for the Rector, and 

would not remain long if he did not mind his F's and Q*s, and 

keep his liberal sentiments to himself." Sad to say, he was in a 

measure compelled to do this, from motives only inferior to the 

duty he owed his Master — his widowed mother regularly receiving 

from this excellent son half of his pittance of sixty pounds 

per annum (which sum Mr. Anstruther awarded him for doing 

nearly all the work, which brought him in seven hundred or 

thereabout, yearly), and he had, for some time previous, been 

irorking for nothing, having had to serve nearly two years with- 

p 2 



212 A LIFE-LONG STOBT. 

out any wages, though a workman every way " worthy of his hire'' 
— to gain a " titW to minister in holy things, even after being 
" moved by the Holy Spirit to the office !" 

Thus, poor fellow, it became a serious matter with him to 
"keep in" with his superior for the sake of an interest, so 
beautiful and sacred in itself. Oh ! that such should have 
begotten in his noble heart " the fear of man which brivgeth a snare,*' 

Some excuse too may be found in his " fear," for in addition to 
being a fiery Welchman, the Rector was so easily provoked, and 
so addicted to quarreling, that though he had not obtained the 
degree of ** High Wrangler" at college, he certainly had earned 
and worn the honour in the home department. 

As we stated, the proposals for the hand of the lovely Augusta 
St. George were rejected, with a courtesy below zero, by the 
managing committee of the banker's family, included in the sole 
person of his portly wife ; and, a short time subsequently, an 
aristocratically connected, but not weailthy, Baronet made propo- 
sals, which were graciously received, and warmly advocated by the 
said committee : and with so much finesse did she play her cards, 
taking care hearts should never turn up trumps— that in three 
months after her rejection of the " nice young Curate," — spite of 
the pale cheek of her child, spite of the altered looks of the 
former— ay, and will it be credited? spite of sundry sharp 
twinges in and about conscience, " her daughter," as the news- 
papers said, " became the happy bride of Sir Charles Wilbraham 
Vane," whose character may be summed up in the words of 
Cicero, " his instructors were indeed to be envied, who at such 
considerable expense had made him so foolish." 

We must not forget to state, that he was also M.P., by virtue 
of hereditary parliamentary influence in the Vane family. 

Now, though correctly speaking, Mrs, St. George could not be 
said to belong, in toto, to that common species of verdant nature — 
the parasite plant — she was a good deal too self-reliant for that, 
nevertheless in fellowship with many of the " stronger sex,' she 
entertained a sort of pleasant hankering for titles and rank, 
clinging with tolerable tenacity to the precedence awarded her in 

the town of D , as great, great grand-daughter to a knight 

on the maternal side ; but she had abundance of that " last in- 
firmity of noble minds. Ambition," and could take in at a glance, 
the various complicated and delicate machinery, by which her in- 
fluence and power would be extended, through an occasional 
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reference to *'my daugher Lady Vane, or my sou-m-law's uncle 
Lord Speedaway." 

It had long been a matter of regret to her, that family 
arms were not hereditary on the female side. Soon after 
their marriage^ at her suggestion, her husband had applied at the 
Herald's Office for the family bearings of the " St. George's," not 
entertaining in her own mind the slightest doubt but they were 
in some mysterious way connected with the Dragon and Patron 
Saint of Old England ; and great was her disappointment to find, 
that while the St. George' pedigree could be traced directly up to 
that relieving officer for distressed families in search of gentility, 
the Norman Freebooter, they were simply, — 

Aems— Ar. on a bend wavy between five crowns, gu. three- 
half crowns. 

Crest — Two hands erased issuing from clouds ppr. dexter 
holding key or. sinister globe vert. 

Motto — " V argent fait tout.^^ 

SuppoETEES — Dexter, chest or. sinister, chest wings endorsed. 

Still Mrs. St. George well knew that if she could have traced 
an unbroken descent from either Shem, Ham, or Japheth, and 
have quartered on her carriage, in the shape of arms, legs, and 
pettitoes, all the hieroglyphics of heraldry, the simple coronet 
(she had her eye upon one of Cicero's lords for her second lovely 
daaghter, €ntre nous) would outvie them all ; every one knew 
what that meant, and very few understood, or cared about 
the other, beyond its "or." and " «r." ; hence she valued all such 
affairs just as far as they furthered her ambitious projects, and 
no farther ; she was keen, and far seeing — " cute" as Jonathan 
would say ; she knew pretty well that even more than in the 
days of the Wise King, " money answebbth all things," and a 
cloth of gold covereth a good many sins ; what then would not a 
title do in addition ! 

Having obtained her wish, as regards her daughter, it infused 
a stimulus into her exertions, 'till " Mrs. St. George does this, or 
that," "Mrs. St. George says so and so," became almost 
"household words'* in the town where her wealth and moral 
courage had long procured her considerable influence. Indeed to 
such mastery had she brought the latter, that if any one, 
particularly her modest husband, had hinted at the improbability 
of her accomplishing it, she would have set about the discovery of 
perpetual motion, squaring the circle^ or making two parallel lines 



214 A LIFE-LONG 8T0RT. 

meet in the centre, with a cool confidence in her success, that 
would hare delighted the fastest Prime Minister ; and yet, will 
it be believed among her own sex? she had not the fortitude to 
dare be getting old, or to allow such an outre idea to be recognized 
in her extensive circle I 

The poor young wife, feeling that neither husband, rank» nor 
Stansfield Park could fill the place in her heart, from whence 
Love had been so hastily driven, sought for some object to gather 
into its desolate enclosure, and monopolize its unsatisfied af- 
fections and yearnings ; hence when two ladies of the committee 
called to enlist her influence in furtherance of the object they 
hoped to accomplish, viz : the relief of the oppressed milliners 
and dressmakers, they found her not only willing, but anxious to 
play a part in so sacred an undertaking ; and in the course 
of conversation — ^pointing to one of Courtenaye's sermons that 
lay on a rich marquetrie table, she remarked, — 

"Those were the means of my conversion. I never felt 
the luxury of doing good 'till I learnt it there." 

Ah! title sacrificed one! Little did she imagine that the 
withering of her gourd was the " thorny road" leading her from 
earth to heaven ! Yet such it was. 

From the circumstance of her being one of the committee, 
she was brought in contact with the hard working pastor, whose 
earnest, unwearied exertions delighted and stimulated her, 
while his faithful teaching poured balm into her wounded heart ; 
and greatly to the annoyance of the Anglo-Popish " Rector, and 
his wife, (who in addition to meriting the degree of second in 
command " High Wrangler," was ever armed cap-a-pee, to enter 
the lists at a moment's notice, 

** And prove her doctrine orthodox, 
By apostolic blows and knocks)/' 

the startling hatchment-environed pew of the "long line of 
Vane's," was unceremoniously deserted for the humble one at 
Courtenaye's church, not only by its elegant and unhappy 
mistress, but also by the younger branches of the St. Greorge's 
family ; which heterodoxy gave such grave offence to the 
worthy pair, that the foam' of the ** orthodox" breakers abso- 
lutely rolled over the breakwater of good-manners, and the 
lady meeting the decided Mrs. St. George at a dinner party, so 
far forgot at once her courtesy and Christianity, as to ask — 
*' How Lady Vane's methodist mania prospered? "sneeringly 
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adding, she ^* hoped she would not convert all her charming 
sisters ? " 

Much ** put out" by this unprovoked attack on her gentle 
child, whose happiness she felt she had failed in securing, Mrs. 
St. George replied almost up to summer heat, she '^ only hoped 
to see fdl her daughters as good and consistent as Lady Vane 
bad become since she had attended Mr. Gourtenaye*s ministry, 
and left Mr. Anstruther's church ! " 

Here was an out-letting of water I not only her husband's 
teaching covertly impugned, that she coidd have borne 
with the meekness of a wounded dove, but her ** church," 
disparaged ! Oh ! that was the '' unkindest cut of all !" and too 
indignant, as well as too politic to make any reply, she contented 
herself with looking a galvanic shock of pity at the ignorance of 
her ofifending neighbour, which shock she took care not to feel, 
busily employing her vision in examining some rare exotics that 
flourished in an epergne decking the centre of the table ; but she 
took care not to be too unobservant, and soon discovered, like an 
amateur Delilah, where Samson's strength lay, and resolved to 
use it accordingly ; mentally vowing there and then, *' never to 
darken the doors of Mr. Anstruther's church again ! " 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



^* If the trumpet give an uncertain sound, who shall prepare hiniself to the 
bUUe ?'* 



With some shew of justice our fair reader may accuse us of 
entering too minutely into the character and teaching of the 

Rector of D ; hut as he is a representative man of a large 

family not yet quite extinct, and as we regard our said reader as 
a thinking responsible agent, not a mere scene-hunting, dressing, 
vapid fashionist, we earnestly beg a careful perusal of the few 
pages devoted to the portraiture. 

Considered by some people "sound,'* and "moved" rather 
late in life, by a noble Duke with a few dozens of livings in his 
gift, to fly through the good town of D with the " ever- 
lasting Gospel," — forgetting, if he had ever heard the grand remark 
of Archbishop Usher, "it requires all our learning to preach 
plain to dying men," or the inspired avowal of the Apostle, — 

" / ^nk my God, I speak with tongues more than you all, yet tn 
the church I luxd rather speak five words with my understanding^ that 
by my voice I might edify others, than ten thousand in an unhioum 
tongue, — " 

the Rector not only flew over the heads and hearts of his 
congregation, but often into the clouds altogether out of sight, 
neither enlightening the former, or lighting upon the latter. 

He had a not uncommon way of taking the majestic and eternal 
simplicities of the Gospel, which inspiration has declared "so 
plain that a way-faring man, though a fool, shall not err theremy** 
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and after winnowing tbem through sundry sieves manafactured 
from dogmatical abstractions and dim perceptions of past ages, 
he would throw over them a hazy web of his oum weaving, partly 
from the said perceptions, partly from subtle essences of obscure 
creeds, which may mean anything or nothing, that as the text 
stood before his hearers thus draped and '' darkened by the light 
of excessive learning," — between which and piety he had long 
repealed the union, the more educated of his flock were ready to 
ask, with sneering Pilate, " What is truth f " the less learned 
thought " the Rector a powerful clever man, they hadn't the pre- 
sumption to understand him," while those who were hungering for 
the " Bread of Life," left the ** gate of heaven,"* which was painted 
in curious blue and red letters over the entrance of the church 
to enter into some more macadamised road, and sought to satisfy 
their souls' cravings at ant/ place of worship where they could 
feed on the '* children's bread" unadulterated with the chaff of 
benighted creeds, and unmixed with the bitter tares of contro- 
versy ; in short, rejoiced to take refuge in the teaching of any 
pastor, by whatsoever name known among men, who left 
untouched their early child-like faith in the Word of Life, which 
they thought, simple souls ! led them nearer to the ^^ gate of 
heaven" than all the wonderful learning of their Rector, with 
Fathers and Commentators to boot. 

Whoever was, certainly he was not the spiritual Sibyl to 
decipher the mystic characters on the tablet of their unsatisfied 
hearts I 

He never dealt with the solemn and paramount concerns of 
eternity, or with '* those unfathomed and abiding emotions of their 
nature, shrining deep instincts written by the finger of God on 
the soul never to be utterly divorced from it," hence his flock 
trere starving in the midst of plenty— dying of atrophy— 
vrasting their spiritual solids ; and yet this man would have 
carried on ** war to the knife" to prove his direct Apostolic 
descent, and went on with his effete sermons, well satisfied that 
he was in *' the narrow road," no matter whether his flock were. 



* After lecturing his flock for frequently preferring a simple, earnest, 
gospel ministry found in a village near the "sphere of his own labours" 
within the h^erodoz walls of a chapel, the writer heard this model Rector 
use the following arguments one 8abbath morning:— *^ This church has 
been repaired and beautified, as you well know, and you can wallc to it, 
amid the graves of your forefathers; beside which, have you noc the most 
beautiful liturgy in the world V* 
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or were not — shouting over every action^ however pure, disin- 
terested, and holy in its object and end that did not spring out of 
his church, the ancient and hollow shibboleth, — 

*^* The temple of the Lord are we." " Great is Diana of th 
Ephesians.'* 

Tis passing sweet to fall back on the sublime and simple teach- 
ing of ** Him who spake as never man spake," finding its pre- 
cious truths just as they were in the days of our first love! 
The soul's hidden springs are touched, and rivers of joy flow 
out, sweeping away the " refuge of lies," dispelling our mo- 
mentary doubts, and clearing the mist from Faith's vision ! 

Oh, that teaching ! It " fills the hungry soul with good 
things," 

'' And brings our old simplicity again." 

Oh, for a revival of Gospel preaching ! Preaching like glorious 
old Baxter, as " dying man to dying men !" 

Preaching — not with every human sympathy lulled to repose 
by nasal intonations, in the arms of a cold, mechanical super- 
stitious mystified theology, ornamented with a semi-Popish, 
semi- Jewish ritual, but preaching with every sympathy in action 
— the heart of love, the tongue of fire — on the mountain, in the 
valley, — beseeching men, as of a common brotherhood encircled 
by the wondrous sympathy of their dying, risen Lord, — 

" To BE RECONCILED TO GOD." 

Instead of " forgetting the sermon, before we recover our 
f^ith," we feel somewhat like the kingly old Dreamer, — 

/' A little from heaven is better than a good deal from man: 
what is from man, is often tumbled over and over ; things that wc 
receive from God's hand, come to us as things from the minting- 
house : old truths are always new to us, if they come with the 
smell of heaven upon them." 

'* The smell of heaven upon them." How quaint ! How 
like the sweet thoughts of the Tinker's poet-heart ? 

But little, we grieve to say, of this ** smell of heaven" was to 
be found in our Rector's teaching ; the '' Rose of Sharon" and 
the " Lily of the Valley" never perfumed the theological stubble 
he presented to his flock ! 

The thrilling story of the Cross never melted the hearts, 
soothed the griefs, or spoke peace to the repentant sinner among 
his listeners ; indeed he openly confessed that he did not " sec 
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the necessity of holding up the Cross in these days, as some 
fanatic though perhaps well-meaning men constantly do." 

This mystery of Eternity — ** God manifest in the flesh" — he 
does not see the "necessity" of "holding up," as an incentive to 
a life of purity and holiness. 

He has no sympathy with the Angelic Hosts in their intense 
desire to look into this " mystery," as they bend their eager gaze 
earthward, waving their snowy wings, while bright and clear in the 
blue ether that canopied Bethlehem's manger gushed out their 
soft love-song : — 

''Peace on Earth— good- will to man!" 

He has no sympathy with them, as they follow step by step, 
the mercy-dropping path of the Man of Sorrows, wondering 
"where all this love and grief will end !" 

He has no sympathy with them as they surround the solemn 
heights of Calvary, and veil their faces in their wings as the 
Victor Victim bows his weary head, and — 

" It is finished," 
rolls over the quaking, sun-deserted, but redeemed earth I 

He has no sympathy with them, as they catch up the glory,- 
words, passing them on and on through all the shining ranks and 
golden streets of the City of God, while the spirits of " the just 
made perfect" cast their blood -bought crowns before the Throne, 
and the burst of the majestic anthem, — 

" Worthy the Lamb that was slain I " 
shakes its jewelled foundations ! 

He has no sympathy as the echo floats downwards, pealing 
through the dark caverns of hell, while its great red eye is shut 
in despair, and all its arches are hung in black ! 

He has no sympathy with them as they watch at the door of the 
Sepulchre, where reposed in Death's icy arms the " Lord and 
Giver of Life^ till commissioned to "roll away the stone," they 
form a glittering escort to attend the Conqueror on his triumphant 
homeward march, clapping their snowy wings exultingly, and 
shouting as they went up through the sky, — 

" Lift up your heads, te eternal gates, and let the 
King of Glory in 1 " 

No ! our Rector has no sympathy with these glories, and 
though he lives in the noon-tide blaze of the "day" that the "Father 
of the Faithful" saw, though afar ofl^and shadowy, and "was glad," 
-^the " day" that Kings and Prophets desired with yearning to 
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see, all this is nothing to him I He is is gone far beyond these be- 
nighted angels^ and kings, and prophets ! He smiles at the sim- 
plicity of the earnest Paul, who '* counted all things biU dross, so 
that he may proclaim Jesus Christ, and Him crucified.^ 

** Ceasing not for the space ofihree years in his own hired house, 
to warn men day and night, even with tears, to he reconciled to God^ 
and is thankful h^ is " no such enthusiast I" Tears, indeed ! no 
doubt this kind of thing was all very well in that state of society, 
it did well enough in those dark ages ; but now, in these days of 
enlightenment, and in this age of *' Fathers," and " Canons," and 
" Creeds," it wouldn't do for a moment ! " That's where St. Paul 
and I differ," are his sentiments. 

Moreover, though our Rector has solemnly vowed himself, in 
the face " of God and this congregation, to be moved by the 
Holy Spirit" to his sacred oflSice, he sees no ghry in the Cross. 

The Name that fills all heaven with music is never his theme. 

He never felt an answering echo in his heart to the expiring 
cry, amid the flames of the martyr-pyre, — 

" None but Christ I None but Christ ! " — 
and he preaches anything but this — ^now his Church, then his 
creed, anon himself; — ^but never Salvation by " t^ ordy name 
given under Heaven, whereby man can he saved,^^ 

What wonder, then, at the miserable soul-dwarfing that fol- 
lowed his ministrations I 

Oh, this pushing aside God's way to make room for man's 
teaching! What unto shall we liken a Ministry without the 
Atonement ? 

It is a Corpse holding in its hand a lamp whose rays serve but 
to reveal its own decay. 



But, however untoward in itself was the little /racas recorded 
in the last chapter, viz., the unprovoked attack on the banker's 
lady, its results were singularly beneficial to the furtherance of ^ 
the great work in which Courtenaye so incessantly laboured. 

The ladies' committee at this time numbered several of the 

principal families in the town of D , from the different 

denominations of Christians who wished well to this excellent 
reformatory movement, and who bound themselves strictly to 
adhere to certain rules, that, after much prayerful study, had 
been framed by the young pastor, and unanimously agreed to ; 
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but want of space forbids our reverting to more than the mere 
outlines of the machinery set in motion. 

Though "shy "at first, many husbands and brothers, regard- 
ing the project as one from which their sympathies were excluded, 
held aloof; but by and by the enthusiasm became contagious, 
and one after another, the gallant and the true-hearted found 
themselves helping-on the fast-widening, deepening stream of 
compassion flowing towards the white slave in the orthodox 
town of D . 

A French writer wittily says, *' that when a man has toiled 
step by step up a flight of stairs, he is sure to find a woman at 
the top." 

This may be but an outbreak of the gay Frenchman's con- 
stitutional gallantry ; still, daily experience demonstrates that 
woman often accomplishes while man abandons his projects in 
despair : their untiring patience, and passive endurance (we don't 
of course deal now, with the exceptions, of whom the indefati- 
gable Mrs. St. George was one) under trials and difficulties, ot 
which men comparatively know nothing, may form the substratum 
on which they arrive at the top of the stairs first ; and if 'tis only 
a myth that the wise Socrates was taught eloquence by Aspasia, 
there may a good deal of sober, matter of fact truth so poetically 
shadowed forth in the Iliad, where the Titan son of Jupiter, 
that " lame Architect" is represented as being given the " silver 
footed dame" with 

'^ Voice, and sense and science given 
Of works divine,** — 

and by whose aid (for notwithstanding her peerless beauty, and 
" sense and science" she seems to have taken the degree of " High 
Wrangler," and was constantly nagging at her sceptered lord) 
no doubt his graceful perception of " works divine" was in- 
fused into his " hairy breast" and " brawny arm," and dis- 
played in the starry crown of Ariadne, and the unique necklace of 
Hermione, even if she had nothing to do with the brazen puppy. 
Or woman of clay, rife with fire the Promethean pilfered, to his 
shame be it spoken ! and while our modern Vulcans are ready to 
accord to our modem Venus' s the gift of voice so liberally that 
a woman's tongue is almost a by-word and reproach, they 
should not grudge them the balance of power that was bestowed 
^with it,— 

" Sense and science of worlcs divine." 
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No doubt the poor lame Architect often found his peerless 
wife the ** greatest plague in life," but then, she had her redeem- 
ing qualities, and he was obliged to bear with her, for the 
wiser Jupiter had paired them. 



Now the premised crusade against inhumanity was, or ought 
to have been, pre-eminently womarCs ; and unless she exerted all 
her energies and interest in remedying an evil she had fostered, 
victory would never crown the struggles of Right versus Wrong. 

In the great " modern Babylon," many right thinking men 
who had thrown their talents and influence into the •* move," 
and who had engraved on their hearts *'no surrender," had 
failed in arousing, to any extent, a sense of responsibility, or a 
thrill of humanity in the breasts of those of whom a distinguished 
writer once said, in reference to Hindoo human sacrifices, — 

" There can scarcely be a misery connected with human 
existence, that the piety and the zeal of British women, under 
the blessing of God, is not able to remove ; and if this dreadful 
state of things be felt, as it should be, in every town and city 
of the United Kingdom, these immolations would soon ceasa" 

Noble testimony ! and so if these wrongs done to their sisters 
were felt as they ought to be throughout the land, the emanci- 
pation of the white slave would be a victory worthy to stand 
beside those glorious conquests that hallow the memory of a 
Wilberforqe, a Clarkson, a Howard, — a victory reserved for the 
"Women of England I 



It is but common justice to say, whatever might have been 
the under current or primary cause that agitated the surface of 
society, the exertions and conduct of the ladies in the town of 

D were beyond all praise ; those who recognized in the 

" move," the hand of Him who ** went about doing good,^^ were as a 
matter of course in it ; and many who never viewed it in this 
sacred light, and who acted from inferior but still lovely motives — 
sympathy for sorrowing humanity, — hesitated not to make 
sacrifices of Self that proved the true woman-heart still beating 
under tinsel, and gaud, and fashion. 

We here ifurnish an outline of the Rules on which the com- 
mittee determined to act, craving forbearance for their paucity, as 
we quote from memory : — 

First. That the town of D be divided into districts, and thai; 
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each ladj of the committee shall have one district assigned to 
her to canvass, for the purpose of soliciting every householder 
therein, of whatsoever grade, to pledge themselves to abide by 
the rules of the said Committee.* 

Second. Never to give orders for any dress, cloak, bonnet, or 
garment whatsoever, without allowing sufficient reasonable time 
for its completion. 

Thus rendering unnecessary the slave-market system of 
wringing fi*om the sinews of the helpless victims, an amount 
of work that would occupy as many days as they were given 
hours to complete it in, simply because the wearer " must have it 
home immediately" to display at the next ball, or flower-show, 
or fete, which she has known for weeks would come off at a 
certain time, but held back from giving her orders 'till the last 
moment possible, lest her costume should be one shade less 
fashionable in texture or "cut,'' than her neighbour's or friend's, 
never deigning to think at what a cost her momentary and 
small-hearted gratification was purchased. 

Third. Never to permit any dress, bonnet, cloak, or garment 
whatsoever, to be brought home from any milliner's or shop of 
any kind, after seven o'clock in the evening, or on Saturdays, 
after two o'clock in the afternoon. 

Thereby ensuring to England's white slave, not only the 
blessing of a half-holiday, but the free untrammeled Sabbath ; 
man's and woman's unalienable birth-right, which they hold direct 
from the God of the Sabbath, and 

" Woe to their kindred, and woe to their cause,*' 
when they sfiall surrender their birthright ! 

Fourth. Never to shop themselves, nor permit any member 
of their household to do so, after seven in the evening. 

Thereby ensuring to white slaves of both sexes, the free use of 
their limbs in the fresh pure air, so imperatively necessary 
for healthy functions of the human frame, and for the cultivation 
i>f mental capabilities and home sympathies. 

Fifth. Never themselves to purchase, or allow to be purchased 
by their households, any articles whatsoever, at establishments 
whose principals refused to comply with the requirements of the 

* Difficulties are not impossibilities, and what has been may be. Every 
woman in England '' whose heart is in the right place" may become the 
' nacleus for uprooting this crying sin, and in one year the evil would be 
amoDg the things that flourished in the dark ages. 
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committee; and that such names be published, to prevent the 
friends of the anti-slavery movement encouraging, by their 
patronage, the abominable existing system. 

Like all human compilations,undoubtedly these Rules were not 
infallible, but an impartial judgment should be given of them by 
their beneficial veorking, of which more remains to be said ; while 
we beg respectfully to remind our reader, that 'tis not the 
machinery, however perfect it may be, that does the work. 

The initiatory efforts of Mrs. Leslie, and a friend, were very 
discouraging, as they encountered a virulent rebuff from no less a 
personage than Mrs. Johns, the principal of one of the largest, if 
not the largest, millinery and dressmaking [establishment in 

the town of D , who, secure in the custom of fashionable 

patrons, and in her orthodox religious views (for she was 
a professing woman, that Mrs. Johns, and regularly '^ attended 
the table,") absolutely refused to listen to any proposals, or sub- 
mit to any interference whatever, either for the sake of justice or 
humanity, remaining firm against entreaties or arguments, as the 
Great Wall of China. 

" Cast down but not destroyed," the two ministers of mercy 
departed, and as soon as they were out of hearing, the Lady- 
principal commmenced a sort of jerking apostrophe, — 

'^Rights Kadi feelings ! What rights and feelings belong to these 
creatures I should just like to know! am't they horn to work? 
what else do I feed and pay them for, I should just like to know ? 

Rights and feelings ! the lazy, tiresome baggages ! half their 
time asleep over their work ! 

** Like to catch myself letting 'em out at seven to beat the streets ! 
No, no! Mrs. Leslie! These fine ideas about feelings, and 
rights, and nonsense, may suit your religion, but I am thankful 
to say they dont mine, nor never will while my name is Johns !" 
and with a significant toss of her well-arranged head, she swept 
into the workroom,J[ooking daggers at the ghostly girls augment- 
ing her gold, and declared, in a voice apparently well understood 
by her slaves, that " Miss Fitzjames's three dresses should be 
finished and sent home that night, before one of the 'prentices 
stept her foot outside of the doors !" 

Hopeless looks, expressive of loathed submission, were ex- 
changed by the cowering sempstresses as their tyrant swept out 
of the room, seeming to convey the idea, that her law was like 
that of Darius. 
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But tbe day that frowned so unpropitiously on earnest 
Mrs. LesGe and her friend, smiled on the efforts of Mrs. 
St. 6eo]^ and Mrs. Smythe Hope ; they assailed the proprietress 
of the French millinery and dressmaking establishment, whose 
rivalry with '' Madame " Johns had long been a matter of agree- 
able dispute between their respective admirers and patrons, in 
proportion as they each hated ** everything English/* or couldn't 
" endure that flippant Mam'selle." 

As soon as Mrs. St. George had stated the object of her visit, 
which she did with an off-hand eloquence and ready argument 
really most admirable, the little Frenchwoman, with the in- 
stinctive tact of her nation, foreseeing, from the energy and talent 
engaged in the movement it was Hkely to become popular, 
determined to coquet and temporize with it, and thereby gain 
time to watch the signs of the struggle, and fall into that side 
which proved to be strongest. To this end, without appearing to 
do so, she artfully contrived to draw from her loquacious visitor 
all the knowledge she posslessed on the subject, as well as the 
names of those engaged to support the move, assuming to be 
much struck with the idea and interested in it, promising to 
" tink well de matter over before Madame did her de honor to 
call again." By some of those hidden and singular agencies, 
through which people's affairs get talked over, albeit, each 
listener has been told the circumstance as a ** great secret," the 
same day, the little Frenchwoman scented that her rival had 
positively refused to have ** anything to do with the matter ;"^ 
which at once determined her to fall into the plan, and thus 
increase at one stroke her popularity and her trade by securing 
the undivided patronage of the influential names before referred 
to on Mrs. St. George's list. 

There was another gratification, too, last and not least to be en- 
sured, viz., a triumph over Mrs. Johns to whom she owed several 
business-grudges for real or imaginary injuries received ; not the 
mosttrifling of which was her arrogating to herself the title of "Ma- 
dame," instead of plain "Mrs.," on her perfumed, highly-enameled 
cards. Indeed, 'at times — such as Spring and Autumn — after the 
refurn of each party " from Paris" (they said, but they never got 
farther, en route, than London), so fierce did the stream of 
contention roll between them, that it would not have been difficult 
to realise the assumption of some old feuds, ripe with the 
memories of Poictiers or Agincourt smouldering in their national 
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breasts ; just as if there was not plenty of room in tbitf great 
world for French and English people too to live an^ let live. 

Now Mrs. St George, having a large family of ^ery expensiye 
*' girls,'' and an incalculable number of friends, set her heart upon 
using all the influence these facts vested her with, in an endeavour 
to enrol the two great rival houses as trophies of her successful 
diplomacy, and this not only from a real love to the cause she 
had undertaken, but from a certain naughty gratification of spleen 
she intended to wreck on Mrs. Anstruther for the unprovoked 
insult she had received from the tongue of that lady at the dinner - 
party before alluded to, the remembrance of which had rankled 
in her heart, and she had soliloquised herself into the belief 
that her dignity called on her to evince an utter disregard of the 
opinion or wishes of one *^ who could so far forget herself as to 
presume to dictate to her daughter where she was to go to 
church." 

The Rector's lady — looking upon the whole affair as a '' decided 
low church movement," and moreover fully believing ** from tht 
nature of the case that all this enthusiasm and fanaticism would 
cool down, and render its advocates the laughing-stock of the 
vnse and prudent," — not only firmly resisted the many attempts 
made by the members of her own church to interest her on the 
side of the ''right and true" (a circumstance much to be 
desired, because, whether for good or evil, a minister's wife is a 
potent influence), but was unsparing and open in her censure of 
those who did, and perhaps her opprobriums were not the less 
loud and angry because she felt sure that any cause advocated 
can amore by the active and powerful Mrs. St. George, was sure 
to leave the opposition in a minority ; and while she had not 
the remotest intention of coming to " daggers drawn" with her 
potent neighbour, whose carriage was the softest, whose dinners 
were the most rechercM, and whose purse was in no danger of 
d3ring of a consumption, she claimed the privilege of animad- 
verting ad UbUum on her and the rest of her acquaintances, 
who presumed to follow the dictates of their own consciences 
in the important matter of worship. 

From an excellent rule of dividing her patronage, Mrs. St 
George had no small amount of influence with the magnates of 
these rival houses. Ma'mseile Josephine Marie Delille supplying, 
at the trifling expenditure of about two thousand per annum, the 
multifarious items (induding the almost microscopical fabrics tA«i 



MORE PQ^ACHmG, ETC. 227 

called bonnets) which made up the millinery account against the 
Banker's lady and her "large, very expensive family of girls ; " 
while Madame Johns furnished the more weighty articles, such 

as robes, shawls, etc., at an average outlay of we are 

almost afraid to put the sura on paper, and indeed we have no 
right to name it, seeing the Banker, though by far the most 
interested of the party, knew nothing about it, and the Bank 
itself had a great deal to do with it. 

" Refuse to entertain any ideas on the subjecf, does she, my 
dear Mrs. Leslie ? Well, well ! we shall soon see I Leave her 
to me, if any one can bring her to reason, and manage her, I 
can ! *' and the self-reliant Mrs. St. George slightly elevated her 
stately head, as a confident, diplomatic-looking smile stole over 
her face : — 

" I will take her off your hands," she added ; and, concurrent 
with her determination, her handsome carriage rolls towards 
Madame Johns, deposits its active mistress and departs, thereby 
intimating that her stay would not be a " transient one," but 
like Venus when she paid a visit to Sappho at her " lodgings," 
'twas to be " long and confiding," a circumstance Madame Dacier 
considered something " very pretty." 

Qy. Did Madame Johns think the same after Mrs. St. George 
had commenced her attack ? 

Perhaps she thought her more like Cacus, the terrible son of 
the " lame Architect," who, we are told, breathed nothing hup 
flame! 

Some writer shrewdly observes : — 

" A man who is furnished with arguments from the Mint will 
convince his antagonist much sooner than one who draws from 
reason or philosophy: gold is a wonderful clearer of the under- 
standing ; it dissipates every doubt ; accommodates itself to the 
meanest understanding; silences the loud and clamorous; and 
brings over the most obstinate and inflexible ! *' 

Perhaps Mrs. St. George had an eye to this sentiment, and it 
produced in her mmd those sanguine convictions as to the result 
of her persuasive powers on Madame Johns, when other applicants 
for mercy's sake had failed. Perhaps, too, it is scarcely fair to 
enter into a detail of circumstances that produced this conviction, 
as it is expressly a " busine^ji transaction ;" and yet it may serve 
to illustrate the trite remark prefacing a former chapter, and as she 
has told her herself twenty times^ yrhenever she has plunged 
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deeper into the banking concerns thau sat easily even on lier 
elastic and easily :pacified conscience, " it is really no harm," why 
should we think otherwise? Surely she must know her own 
affairs best, and every one is aware, who looks round with eyes 
open, that there must be a good many " wheels within wheels" 
going to make up a circle in such odd days of display, rivalry, 
-and fashion as those we are describing. 

Not that had no such " wheels*' ever turned, our self-de- 
pendent friend would have been daunted by the difficulties that 
menaced her in her attack on her milliner^s slave-trade. No 
trifling droppings, even though they heralded a thunderbolt, 
could have done Ihat 1 

At the close of an unusually brilliant season, which had 
compassed many bridal, and more funeral orders, beside balls, 
private theatricals, and frivolities unknown, Madame Johns had 
the exquisite gratification of placing a snug sum in the bank ; 
an achievement she had driven, and scolded, and killed in the 
work-room to accomplish — ^panting for the moment when she 
would ,be able to roll the sweet morsel " my banker" off her 
tongue — give a cheque now and then where she knew it would 
" tell," and her credit would rise considerably therefrom ; but 
as this pleasant mode of elevating herself in the eyes of the 
uninitiated could not hold out with the constant drain occasioned 
by the long credit system, she determined to make a bold 
stroke, ere the last plank of her temporary altitude, which had 
long been an inclined plane, down which she was sliding with 
no pleasant emotion, gave way. She therefore contrived by the 
most obsequious flattery, flourishing statements, and professions 
of eternal gratitude, to represent to Mrs. St. George " what a 
mutual accommodation" would result if she would use her in- 
fluence, and allow her cheques to be honoured ad Ubitum-^ 
balancing accounts at the end of the year through the easy chan- 
nel of the millinery department : and as the lady — ^flattered by 
Madame' s artful, and evident acknowledgement of her powers 
ffor she was not insensible to the syren voice — even though the 
uttering lips were mean, and would by no means have been satis- 
fied with Plato's four kinds of flattery), saw nothing in this 
proposal but a fair and honourable accommodation, she at once 
consented to it. 

Most fortunately for the cause just now so near the banker's 
lady's heart, — ^though in the same inverse proportion, maloproj)cs 
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for Madame Johns, the latter had through the negociation just 
named, drawn a large sum to liquidate the cost of a plate-glass 
front, for which she had long sighed in secret, of such startling 
dimensions that it promised to stand suhstitute for the *' appalling 
sacrifices" that annually decorated the old one ; and moreover 
threatened to out-do, in quantity, if not in quality, the fanciful 
and elegant ** Magasin des Modes** of Mademoiselle Delille. 

In furious scarlet and ultra marine, **the force of taste" 
could go no farther in the embellishment of the good woman's 
shop ; and though she had decided on gothic letters in which 
to convey to her patrons an idea of the extent and variety of 
her show-rooms, she found it less easy to re-baptize the same 
shop in its improved and remodelled state. She turned over in 
her mind ** Emporium," " Establishment," but they were " too 
common :" she had gone far beyond them. She liked 
** Magasin " amazingly, but she scorned to take pattern by 
that '* contemptible little French minx," not having learnt the 
noble sentiment,— 

***Tis wise to learn, even of an enemy." 

They were not the days of " Symposiums," " Aqua-scutems," 
** Sponsalias,** " Towers of BabeV' "Multum in Parvos," etc., 
but the inkling for fine names in ancient, dead, and living 
languages had just begun to show itself; added to a foreshadow- 
ing of the violation of those wholesome and safe rules laid down 
with such perspecuity by Sir R. Phillips, in his ** Plain Instruc- 
tions for Young Tradesmen," which ultimately threatened, in the 
extravagant rivalry it produced, to realize the old idea of " all 
outside show," and to have caused the worthy propounder thereof 
to ** turn in his grave," if such could possibly be. 

Having, as already stated, promoted herself from the old 
English " Mrs." to ** Madame," why or wherefore nobody knew, 
she sighed to distinguished her house by something " quite out 
of the common way," in the shape of a name ; unfortunately 
she didn't dabble in Greek and Latin, and her knowledge of 
French was none of the profoundest. She was, therefore, thrown 
entirely on her own resources for the same, which at last came 
to her relief ; and one morning her admiring neighbours looked 
out upon the very racy announcement that Madame Johns had 
reopened — 

"The Fish with glitterinq tails,'* 
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'* groaDing under the richest products of the four quarters of 
the world, to which. she " warmly invited her patrons of the 
nobility and gentry to feast their sensibilities on the display. (!)^ 

How this very unique baptism came to pass is as follows : — 

In her school-days Madame was marrellously fond of learning: 
rhymes, or sentences with hard names in them, and she liked 
them all the better because she didn't understand them ; jost 
as the old woman who exclaimed, on comiBg out of church, 
^'What a beautiful sermon! that blessed word, Messopotamy^ 
it did come back so often !*' 

Thus, the little maid would repeat her acquirements with a 
pompous gravity to her honest country parents, who looked upon 
" our Mariar," as quite a wonder of the world in a small way — a 
sort of ''Infant Sapphire." 

Now it chanced that in ** our Marian's " spelling-book, those 
well-known signs of the Zodiac '^ done into rhyme," existed, and 
were admirably adapted to her peculiar idiosyncracy ; hence she 
committed them to memory, and would not only frequently 
fascinate the worthy couple by repeating them, but absolutely go 
to sleep in her little patchwork-covered bed, saying them over 
and over again, as some little mothers-taught ones do, — 

" See the kind Shepherd." 

While " Madame*s" mind was in a tornado of inquietude, and 
uncertainty as to the startling name she yearned to bestow on 
her shop, she had occasion to have recourse to the old spelling 
book to *' find out how a word was spelt," when lo and behold ! 
the said book " opened of itself in the well-thumbed page of 
the favourite lines of her childhood, which piles of rubbish had 
almost buried in the grave of her memory ; Jind, from habit, she 
at once commenced the familiar jingle, 

'< The Ram, the Ball, the hea?only Twios." 

She had no sooner pronounced the last words, ''heavenly 
Twins," than some most mischievous mental Puck whispered, 
" wouldn't that be a lovely name for the shop T" 

She caught at the idea as " quite a providential discovery," — 
looked at it in all its varied bearings and aspects with a most critical 
and connoisseuri^A eye. " Do ? to be sure it would ! It was 
just the very thing !" The heavenly Twms should be engraved 
on her cards as Fashion and Economy^ in the most romantic 
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and inyiting style, all in red, and purple and gold ; and she would 
have it orer the door, too ! 

" Oh ! what a triumph over that contemptihle little French 
interloper I" 

Madame paused suddenly in the midst of her upward flight, 
as if idea-struck — ^a cloud seemed to come down upon the hright 
picture. 

*' After all, she didn't quite like the word ** heavenly f " Wouldn't 
a certain party in the town — fond of talking ahout that kind of 
thing imagine she was toadying them, and wished to curry faxour 
by paying them a compliment? Perish the thought! But 
could she not substitute some other word for '' heavenly ?*' 
Wouldn't " sky-blue," " celestial," " azure," be as well ? No ! 
So on she goes — ''something else may turn up." 

" And aezt the Crab, the Lion shines, 
The Virgin and the Scales.'' 

■ 

*< The Virgm and the Scales !"— Would that do ? It would form 
a very classic group. The Scales could be Fashion and Eco- 
nomy, and the Virgin — Taste. 

It would look uncommonly imposing, too ! But (Ah I those 

** buts" and ifs " they are among Ufe's little chasteners) — 
wouldn't she run the nsk of offending all her mother customers, 
who paid by far the best, if she bestowed the palm of " taste" 
exclusively on their daughters — a good many of whom she knew 
didn't dare to be better looking, certainly not younger looking* 
than themselves. 

Beside — wouldn't the B«ctor think her very profane if she took 
any Hberties with the name of Virgin ! wouldn't he feel hurt, too, 
if she didn't consult him ? What will the world say ?" 

The idea is abandoned, and on she goes — 



'* The Scorpion, Archer, and Sea-Goat, 
The Man that holds the watering pot 



f> 



(** Whatever could they have put him up in the consternations 
for f One of the greatest plagues of her life — always throwing 
the water over the nice clean brass letters, and windows, from 
holding the pot so high, though she has told him of it dozens of 
times .") 

*< The Fish with glittering tails." 

Poor Madame was in a quandary : evidently she differed in 
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opinion from oar great Dramatist when asking ^* What's in a 
name?'' and seemed to know the modem value of fine soonds as 
well as most people, — 

Why wouldn't this last do ? She could hare a beautifu!, 
fashionahle-looking mermaid painted with two *' tails " instead 
of one, all glittering with spangles, and embroidery, to imitate 
the real tails or skirts of the laches' dresses, and thrown out with 
steel, and cane, and crinoline no end ! 

Oh! that's it at last! That will do! It will neither be 
toadjdng the canting party — nor wounding the vanity of her 
Ma customers, or paining the feelings of the sensitive Rector. 

That will do ! So, fortunately for the artist, she sketched her 
own desien, and forthwith came— 

" The Fisa with OLiTTBRiifa tails," 

and while no living or deceased naturalist could have recognised 
the idea of an animal, even though well acquainted with the for- 
mula of all the pre-adamite or post-deluvian creatures (Icthyo- 
saurus included) that ever flew through the air or swam in the 
sea, Madame considered she had achieved a threefold triumph 
over invention, art, and the '* contemptible little French Mam- 
selle ! " 

The facts relative to the '' mutual accommodation" between 
the two aspiring ladies were something substantial for Mrs. St. 
George to go upon, and it was perfectly refreshing to see tha 
bright smile that overspread the somewhat angular proportions 
of Madame*s face, as the superb carriage of Uie female banker 
drove up to the startling plate glass. She always kept a relay of 
these April smiles ready-made for her carriage customers, and on 
this occasion she came forward — absolutely came forward — ^to 
meet her patroness and best customer, a stretch of courtesy she 
so rarely displayed, — never to walking ladies,— -that it betokened 
great deference and profound respect, to say nothing of the extra 
hyper-smile power she put on for the occasion, Uttle dreaming of 
the attack meditated upon her free-will by the magnificent look« 
ing being on whom she showered both smiles and civiHties. 

As a legitimate conclusion to which she had arrived by a train 
of subtle and logical reasoning, arguing from cause to effect in 
true forensic style, Mrs. St. George felt perfectly confident of 
victory. She therefore opened her subject with a bold confi- 
dence, bom of the said conclusion, that perfectly paralysed 
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Madame for a moment, as she saw her citadel in danger of being 
carried by a single coup de mam; as, bowerer, the former con- 
tmed in the same bold, dashing strain, she secured breathing 
time, and determined to ** have a struggle for it.** 

It would be useless to follow in the wake of all the pro8 and 
eons that issued from each party in the gentle strife. 

like a true orator, the advocate of Right never lost sight of 
her subject. She put it in a most masterly manner through all 
its varied ramifications and bearings, moods and tenses, thereby 
hoping to move the better part of her antagonist by an appeal to 
the higher instincts of human nature ere she descended to use tne 
power she knew she possessed. The great cause in which she 
was embarked cast a reflex splendour over her little follies and 
weaknesses that almost extinguished them, and she never shone 
brighter than at the moment when, with flushed cheek and 
beuning eye, she pleaded for the oppressed of her own sex. 

But Uie more Mrs. St. George expatiated and expounded, the 
more Madame didn't comprehend ; she seemed suddenly innocu- 
lated with a wonderful talent for misunderstanding, till at lengtili 
worn-out by her dogged determination not to be convinced, as 
well as by a display of contradiction quite new to her, her power- ' 
ful antagonist delicately hinted at '< closing accounts before the 
ensuing year commenced." 

Taken aback, as she saw her concerns — startling plate glass 
window and all — caught in the golden meshes of her best patron's 
web, and tenderly alive to the conviction that her custom involved 
a sum ^' not to be sneezed at," Madame rallied the smiles that 
had taken flight all at once, like a covey of birds at the report of 
a double-barrel, protested she had never given the subject a 
*' serious " thought ; Mrs. St. George had '* certainly put it in a 
very different light from Mrs. Leslie ; " she would turn it over in 
her mind, and no doubt be able to fall in with the '' enlightened 
and humane views," of which such a powerful exponent stood 
before her. She therefore attended her most obsequiously to the 
entrance of the ^'Fish with glittering tails," and in a few 
moments, fast as the sinews of her horses could carry her, the 
potent lady was winging her way^ flushed with victory, to another 
refractory subject. 

Many were the writhings and tossings that agitated Madame's 
frame ere she cotdd bring herself to *' give in." How wotdd 
her guilty gains be curtailed I 
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How would her ailaye trade, just now so intensely ihriring, be 
cut short I 

What should she do with the soiled and damaged goods, oat of 
which she reaped such an abundant harvest by gas-light,, and no 
one would buy in day-light if she closed at seven I 

True, if she persbted in her non-compliance, her custom was 
imperiled. She would have to swim against a marr ellous strong 
current ; but had she '^ not a right to do as she liked ? " '^ Wliat 
had people to do with her business ways, she should like to know ! 
She would soon let them see, or her name wasn't Johns I " 

Poor woman ! her mind was quite a commercial Acteus de- 
voured by its own dogs ; and to such a boiling pitch had she 
stirred up her wrath, by adding such fuel to fuel as the above 
^' reasoning" that it is more than likely she would there and then 
have sent in her non-acquiescence, but that the memory flashed 
across her of certain hints thrown out by Mrs. St George in the 
course of her oration, tc tlio effect that ''Mademoiselle Delille 
had promised to be guided by the wishes of the committee, which 
would of course greatly increase the number of her patrons, 
almost all the families of any real importance in the town having 
advocated the good cause.'' 

What was she to do? Let her rival triumph? Never ^ 
Never ! Brutus' spectre at Pharsalia was a toy to this ! 

She is in a terrible strait — ^a small Scylla and Charybdis. 

Her gains (that is, certain kind of gains, the nature of which 
she could best appreciate) put an end to ! 

And then — ^her new plate glass window, which she int^ided to 
"get out of the next year's St. George's millinery account!" 
Oh I 'twas too much ! 

Tears of rage and disappointment took the place of those 
recent smiles : still they had a- good effect on the inner man ; 
she can look coolly on both sides of the question, now her anger 
has subsided, and, with the feeling of an " injured angel," she 
sends in her resignation to the will of her best customer, Mrs. 
St. George. 

Here it is well to remark, that all the likely-to-be refractory 
portion of the trade cotnmunity were given in charge to the most 
influential canvassers; no doubt the committee was moved to 
this arrangement by witnessing — and who has not done so on 
similar occasions ? — the magic efifcjCt of the key of gold. 
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I There were many in the town of D , and it is to he 

feared there are hut too many like them elsewhere, who laid down 
their opposing arms in the selfish fear of losing custom, who 
would have strode with stone-hke indifference through a whole 
file of pale, hollow-eyed diseased young creatures, while wringing 
from their toil-worn fingers the metal at whose shrine every 
feeling of common humanity is hlunted; every instinct that 
elevates man ahove the hrute creation is sacrificed ; every sense 
of right and wrong is prostrated ; every fear of God — ^insulted 
through his hroken laws and mocked by a profession of His re- 
ligion — is hushed. 

It will not, however, he imagined that an evil which seemed 
entwined with the fibres, and incorporated with the very being of 
the body commercial, could be out-rooted at one stroke, however 
powerful the arm that dealt it. " The great and crying sin of 
denying to the working classes feelings and sympathies and 
rights in common with all God's rational creatures, has produced 
the tendency in all ages, and in all states of society to look upon 
them as mere instruments and machines for the creation of 
luxury and wealth;" but a better day has dawned, destined 
to go down no more. 

Our committee had the satisfaction of seeing, at the end of one 
year, their humanizing rules reduced to practice by almost the 
entire trade population in the town, who were considered respect- 
able enough to exert any influence ; those few who had deter- 
mined to hold out, with a sort of dogged, ultra, hyper-radical 
spirit — ^resolved " to do what they like with their own," — seeing 
their trade falling off, their shops being deserted by their better 
and richer customers, at length gave in, without even the plausi- 
bihty of some of their brother traders, who made a "virtue of 
necessity." 

There was in our committee this sterling feature : its sympathies 
were not spasmodic. " He who says * enough,' is lost," observes 
Augustine, and it would not rest in HitLF-measures ; there was 
no truckling to expediency ; the principle they warred against 
was wrong ; God said so : God's men said so ; hence their un- 
flinching determination to fight to the last in the defence of the 
eternal truth, that man has no right to oppress his fellow. 

Though often buffeted and hardly set on by the Hydra- 
headed opposition that met him at his outset, Courtenaye was not 
disheartened, and he rose fresh from any apparent triumph over 
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him with invigorated energy. Having intensely and prayerfullj-' 
studied the subject in all its complicated and manifold aspects 
— deeply anxious not to fall into the error of ''staining one 
duty with the blood of another/' while striving to fuse the cold 
iron of political economy with the fine gold of humanity, he 
sought to secure the interest of the employer as well as the 
rights of the employed, each being dependant one on the 
other. This desirable, and certainly indispensable result he 
argued must follow, if unanimity among the former could be 
effected ; he forsaw that the issue of the proposed measures 
would lead to a steady, firm increase, instead of diminish ia 
capital ; but it was no easy work to infuse this belief into a 
body of money-getting men, who looked upon the movement as 
involving and infringing on their bom right to do wrong. 

It would be beyond the limits of a tale like this, to follow the 
devoted Pastor through the process of calculation, from which he 
so clearly deduced this desirable result : it will be more to the 
purpose to state the encouraging facts themselves. 

At the end of two years from the commencement of their 
labours, voluntari/ statements were made to the committee by 
those enlightened principals of the different houses of business 
who had entered into, and carefullv carried out their huma- 
nizing rules, that so far from trade'* having declined, capital 
diminished, or labour suffered, they found themselves in all 
respects in a better position under the new, than under the old 
system, having a greater amount of work more cheerfully and 
solicitously executed — the idea of repose and respite from toil 
at the close of the day, and the prospect of a half-holiday at the 
week's end, infusing into the labourers an inspiriting energy, and 
an active healthy industry, not in any way likely to flag by 
reflection on the gratitude they owed, and the requital they were 
bound to render to their master, who by this act of justice and 
brotherhood, had identified his interests with theirs, in a bond no 
English or any other national Legreetm ever yet attained 
unto.* 

* See testimonies to thiv effect borne by Sir M. Peto, Mesfirs. Price, 
CooksoQ, Shoolbred, and other distingalshei philanthropitts, to be obtained 
at the Early Closing Office, 15, Ladgate-hiil, London. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 



iea^? 



*• God's eye seeth every precious thing." 

Job, zxviii. 10. 



''Has Stephenson been into papa*s room?" was the question 
that sprung involuntarily to Mary's lips, as her maid entered her 
chamber, on the morning following the foreshadowings related in 
chapter eighteeu. 

" No ma'am, the doctor ordered him not to come 'till half-an- 
hoar later than usual, as he said he wasn't quite well," was the 
reply. 

Mary was dressed and leaving the room, when she heard her 
own name uttered in a quick, agitated voice by the doctor's 
servant ; and, with a terrible feeling of indefinable apprehension, 
she was in the act of flying to her father, when she met the 
domestic's look of horror, as he pointed to his master's room, his 
stiff hps refusing to give utterance to the intelligence she sub- 
sequently learnt, that he had found him quite dead, when he went 
to call him half-an-hour later than usual ! 

Alone, in the solemn stillness of the night-hour, the strong 
man met and grappled with the grim Foe, but was worsted ! 

Whether in the second or third watch no record remains : 
whether at the eleventh hour, when the waves and billows were 
passing over his soul, like Peter beginning to sink, he cried out 
^^ Lord save me! and immediately Jesus stretched forth hishandt* no 
voice may tell; or, whether when standing shivering on the 
crumbling precipice of Time, with the un&thomed ocean of 
Eternity outstretched all terrible and dark before him, he 
gathered his robe of orthodoxy round him, and took the tremen- 
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dous leap — whether, as the receding shore gate wa^ under 
his shrinking feet, he clutched, with the energy'of despair, at the 
loose rocks of his self-righteousness, or the rootless bushes of his 
morality to save him, and found them "broken reeds" that 
pierced through his soul — none may tell; he past silently 
away with his intentions for "to-morrow" all unfulfilled, and who 
may count the cost ? 

Alas I for that phantom ship " to-morrow," with its argosy of 
hopes and intentions never to be havened ! Alas I for that 
shadowy Phcenix rising from its own ashes, and flapping its 
misty wings over the grave of high resolves, and bright aspi- 
rations ; — 

" Be wise to-day." 

We learn the lesson in every sighing breeze that whirls 
the seared leaf to the ground, in every receding wave that 
leaves the pebbles dry ; dirged in the moaning grass over the early 
grave, distilled in the fading twilight, and the autumn glory, — 

"Be wise to-day." 

The sudden death of Dr. Grenville was soon extensively 
known ; no lack of kind enquiries, nor scarcity of notes of con- 
dolence, nor want of sympathy for the young mistress of the 
mansion, as Mary was believed to be; but nought from him 
whose slightest token of remembrance would have been more 
precious than aught on earth. Oh, how alone she felt ! 
Her friend and counseller, Julia, in Scotland ; between her brother 
and herself no sympathy of thought or consonance of feeling ; 
no kind breast whereon to lay her throbbing temples, and weep 
her load of agony away. 

How she yearned and yearned, poor smitten child! She has 
not yet listened to that invitation and promise of matchless 
tenderness — 

" Cojne unto me all ye that labour^ and are heavy laden^ and I 
will give you rest.^ 

Deeper, sterner is the crushing of her being from contrast 
with that dazzling dream of bliss, which so suddenly and meteor- 
like lighted up its whole horizon, and as quickly past away 
leaving ten-fold darkness for the momentary brilliancy ; just as 
the mirage-led traveller thirsts all the intenser at the quenching 
of the delusive hope that nerved him on. 

" Oh, my dear, dear father ! " she exclaimed in a burst of 
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tiacontrolable anguish, '* why did you leave your broken 
hearted child alone in this bleak world?" 

"Why did you not take her with you? all, aZZgone ! leave 

me not too— my God I my God ! — and falling on the senseless clay 
—it seemed as if death was indeed about to take her into his 
icy arms so terrible was the faint that seized her. 

Gently removing the sorrowing girl from the dead body of her 
father, the sympathizing domestics conveyed her into her own 
room, and she slowly recovered to find her burning brow pillowed 
on the bosom of Mrs. Leslie ; this true-hearted friend having 
left Scotland immediately on receiving intelligence of her favou- 
rite's bereavement, and travelled with the greatest speed, to 
minister comfort ; and how gently and judiciously did she pour 
into her willing ear the lessons of the great Sympathizer I How 
tenderly into the ground broken up by the ploughshare of 
bereavement did she hopefully scatter the seed of £temal life. 

Precious is the whisper of affection, mingling with the wail of 
sorrow, like a seraph's song *mid the lash and howl of the storm ! 

Precious is the murmur of a friendly voice, when death has 
dimmed the firmament of earth, and the soul's eye cannot pierce 
through the storm-clouds, to the everlasting light beyond ! 

Dear reader, hast thou a friend ? Poor indeed is the heart 
which owns not the God-given treasure — ^much " fine gold" may 
not purchase it, for the " price is above rubies." Ah, cherish thy 
friend! Let not whispering lips poison thy truth, or rear a 
barrier of cold suspicion concerning the faith thou hast tried and 
not " found wanting." Has the faithful one clung closer when 
the waves beat pitilessly against thy straining bark ? Hast thou 
listed to tbe loving song, — 

I have thee in my heart, when lone and low. 
Thy young head bows beneath its weight of woe, 

and wilt thou cast the treasure from thee ? 
Nay, nay I cleaye to the tried breast, and — 

'* Still believe the story false 
That oaght not to be true." 

Very deeply did Mary feel the kindness of Julia, who at much 
personal sacrifice had returned to D ■ , and she wept un- 

restrainedly on her breast, as her heart thrilled gratefolly at 
words of sympathy and counsel, nerving her to rouse and g;rapple 
with the stem life realities that demanded attention} and the 
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many sad duties devolving on her. She most order and wear the 
garb of woe ; and never was it more faithfully emblemed than 
when it draped the elegant form of the orphan girl. 

Not that she had ransacked the milliner's brain, and maga- 
Eines, and shops, to enable herself to mourn fashionably and be- 
comingly ; she felt that in the heart where true grief keeps vigil 
there is no room for the tyrant Fashion, with her sensibility- 
deadening brood, to enter. 

The name of Courtenaye had never been spoken by either: 
Mary tremblingly hoped that her friend would break the silence 
that sealed her lips, while the latter thought it better to wait for 
the confidence she felt would not be long withheld. 

Contrary to the wishes of her fashionable brother, she resolved 
to pay the last sad tribute of love and respect to the remains of 
her beloved father, by accompanying them to their last resting- 
place ; and leaning like a bent Uly on his arm^ she stood beside 
the " narrow house appointed for all living," where those dear 
remains were soon to rest in that mysterious sleep from whi^ 
nought but the last trump shall rouse them. 

As the bearers carried the coffin towards the vault, one of them 
stumbling, fell forward, and but for the strong hand of J. Gren- 
ville, who, being near, caught him, the man would have been 
precipitated into the open earth. The suddenness of the action 
startled Mary from her reverie of sorrow, and with a feint shriek 
she was in the act of darting after her brother, in the bewilder- 
ment of the moment scarcely knowing what she did, when a 
firm — but, oh, how gentle an arm, restrained her ! and she felt 
that he was beside her, though no whispered word broke the 
solemn stillness in that conflicting moment. 

When her brother returned she was as tenderly relinquished 
to his care, and her supporter dropped behind, but she knew in 
her heart that her beloved was near her, and even from tbat 
" broken cistern " she drank a draught to nerve her for the 
closing scene, and the smothered agony she endured as " Dvst to 
du80^Yi witheringly on her far. 



j"^ 



Mjudy hours passed after her return ere Mary could admit 
evea such a friend as Julia into the sacred ground of her sorrow^ 
or she cotdd conunand herself sufficiently to enter into the deso- 
late room where so late her father sat in health and strength* 
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When afc length she sought her friend, she glanced with an in- 
▼olnntary shudder towards his well-known chair, almost expect- 
ing to see him and meet his smile, as of old ; so like a dream she 
oonld not realise did the events of those few dark days seem; and 
deeply did she feel the thoughtlulness that suggested to Mrs. 
Leslie a re-arrangement of the mute but eloquent furniture, so 
that the '* vacant place'* was less observable ; and as she entered, 
she rose and put her arm tenderly through tiiat of the trembling 
^1, and in the gentlest manner led her to the spot from which 
she had at first shrunk in agony. 

We often meet with the sentiment of sympathy and feeling 
where neither exist in reality : both should be measured by the 
extent of the sacrifices of self that are made in the trifling events 
that make up every-day life. Few are called to do great things 
m the world's acceptation of the term ; but the heart that is 
loyal in the lesser — in ^* the small, sweet courtesies of life,'* as 
Sterne aptly calls them — ^may be safely trusted for all times and 
seasons. Put it into the furnace of bereavement or poverty, and 
like that of the blessed old martyr, it will come out entire from 
the flames. 

Mary could not speak, she only convulsively pressed the kind 
hand that clasped hers, clinging to it with a touching sadness 
that wrung her friend; and, atlengtli, in the hope of rousing her 
from the settled gloom that seemed to overpower her, Mrs. Leslie 
suddenly, but softly remarked,-— 

** Poor Courtenaye has sent twice to enquire for you mv love : 
he returned home this morning; have vou no message for nim ? " 

MaiT started, and replied in a low desponding tone,— • 

''what message can I have for him?" but the ice was 
broken, the flood-gates of pent-up feeling beaten down, and 'mid 
many tears out-gushed the confidence so long struggling for 
utterance. 

Much surprised and pained was Mrs. Leslie : she at once saw 
that by some unseen fatality a mistake had arisen, teeming with 
such trying results to her favourite ; and not doubting for a mo- 
ment, but that under any circumstances Courtenaye would have 
written, and had done so, she endeavoured to inspire the heart of 
the dejected girl with her own sanguine hopes that all would be 
satiafactorilv explained, and not a shadow of blame rest on the 
conduct of ner beloved. 
; Mrs. LesUe was right in her suggestions : on Courtenaye's 
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xetaxn from his unpropitioiis yiait to Br. GrenTille^ as befbie 
recorded, he found a summons^ hastening him "with all pos- 
sible speed to his father^ who had been so severely injured from 
a fall, as he was stepping into his carriage, that his Hfe was in im- 
minent danger ; and hastily penning a few explsnatoiy lines to 
Mary, which he concluded with, *'let us cherish h(^ that all 
will yet be well, my darling ; we shall have nought to fear, if we roll 
the future into the hands oif Him who has loved us with an ever- 
lasting love," he left D 

The bearer of this note was accidentally met, as he entered the 
gate leading to the house, by John Grenville^ who took it, 
remarking, as he did so, — 

" Miss Grenville is not at home, my good fellow, I will give the 
note to her when she returns," and putting it into his pocket he 
entirely forgot the circumstance. 

Arrived at Exborough, Courtenaye found his father's danger 
had not been exaggerated, but he recognized his son, and could 
not bear him to be absent from his side, even for needful rest. 

Four days and nights did he minister, and watch, and pray; 
but at the end of that time he was borne away insensible; a cold 
caught while traveling, and neglected (oh, those wholesale 
slayers, neglected colds ! ) had induced an attack of inflammation 
on the chest, to subdue which such severe measures were resorted 
to, that consequent weakness threatened to destroy the preciouslife 
disease had spared. 

Surprised and anxious at receiving no reply from Mary, and 
pondering sadly on the probability thEit her father had forbidden 
any communication between them, — to which cause he attribttted 
her silence, — ^prostrate in body, and hope-blighted within, never 
did he rest more unreservedly on the promise of the weary one's 

Friend,— 

» " Cast thy hurdm upon tM, and I uriU sustain thee ;" 

and never did he realise' soj entirely its faithfulness. He was 

rapidly gaining strength, when the melancholy intelliffenoe of the 

sudden death of Mary's father reached him. Intensely shodt^^t 

and anxious for her he so deeply loved, he wrote to Mrs. Leslie ; 

but hb letter, being addressed to Scotland, was returned, and 

only reached her on the morning of the funeral, when she ^did 

not thiidL it well to speak of his iUness to Mai}^ and thereby add 

to her load of anxiety. 

^ The improved state of his father's health gave hopes of a 
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speedy restoration, and as his son's stay was ne longer necessary, 
he took a tender leave, and returned to D ■ , arriring m the 
town at the rery moment wh«i the knell commenced its solemn 
toll for the man who had dealt so hard hy him. Bat did Comrte- 
naye think of this as his heart thrilled to the core at every nianke 
of the hell? 

Oh, no ! fervently and incessantly had he home the hard man 
on that heart at the mercy seat, wafting on the pinions of pra3rer 
the name of his enemy, — and who mayjtdl the effect of that 
wrestling with iivfikitb Mercy f 

" Men may live fools, bat fools they cannot die ;" 

and if the first act of the startled sool, as the grim eje of Death 
stared out npon it, was to cast itself naked, helpless, and smldi^ 
on the Saviomr of the 'Most," might there not, at the eleventh 
hour, have heen mercy, ** even for the rebeUkms ?** 

*' Who can deal with the mysteries of a passing soul, hut its 
Maker!" 

Does not the cry stOl echo over the sin-groaning earth, — 
" Behold, now is the accepted time f* 

** Shall not the Judge op all the earth x>o biohtT" 

Snch thoughts swept throt^ the mind of the yomig soldier 
of the Cross, blending sadly ^e past, present, and foture ; and 
hastening forward, he reached the old chnrdi, where the doctor's 
vault lay, just as the saUe train gained the gates of the grave- 
yard, — ^reposing in its still instructive beaaty, beneath the goldtt 
eye of the young Spring sua. 

Here was the wee grave with its *' daisy quilt," which had cast 
such dark shadows over the household nubrft, when its Htde 
imnato spread its glad wing to join the dandhig thnmg, aiKl kam 
to Hap— 

•< TlM hIesMd speech of fliavtft^ 

Here was the lone resting place of the tender and the tree^ 
file mother who, when she went home to God, left in heart and 
at hearth, a vacant place that nought on earth may ftlL 

Here was the rest of the aged pi^rim, whose dieerfol greetii^ 
and kindly sm3e will long linger on the memory of joyous sonny 
youth! 

Hcfe was the narrow home of the strong and bfave* cut down* in 
life's flush and pride, over whom the widow^s heart has \mik% 
and ** brokenly Uves on !** ^ 

B3 
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Here was the teuU of the rich and the noble, over whose silent 
dust the marble weeps in ** frozen poetry !*' 

Here was the last home of the pauper— whom, perchance, 
** nobody knew/'— for whom perchance *' nobody cared !'* 

Death is a marvellous leveler I . No conventional distinctions 
here! 

'< The rich and poor meet together/' waiting the moment 
when ** the harvest of the earth shall be r^ and the great reaping 
Angel shall put in his sickle, and all things shall be revved! 
Who can, untouched, contemplate such a scene ? 

Yonder mark where the hand of sorrowing love has planted 
flowers over the precious one that slumbers beneath I Listen ! 
the spring-bird is caroling its glad song, but thqr sleep on all 
unheeding. 

Oh I what memories gather and cluster round the heart, shaking 
its inmost depths as a " reed is shaken by the wind I " 

Does the worm indeed/' feed sweetly" on the cheek that 
nestled in our bosom I 

. Is ** corruption the sister" of the form that walked in bright- 
ness, shedding sunshine on our souls ! 

Are they cold and dead I 

** I hewrd a voice from heavm, saying unto me : " 

'' That which thou sowesty is not quickened^ except it die:** 

*' We shaU not all sleep, hut we shall all be changed: ** 

** The mortal shaU put on irrnnortaUty^ then BhaM be brought to 
pass, the saying that is u^ritten,** — 

" Dbath is swallowed up in yiCTOBY.** 

Meditating thus with thought's subtle swiftness, Courtenaje 
started, and uiToluntaiily moved towards the procession, as with 
mingled surprise and.pleasure he saw the el^^ant form of Mary 
closely veiled, descend from a carriage, leaning on her brothers 
arm; but he checked. the momentary impulse, desiring not she 
shoidd recognize him at that solemn moment In following the 
remainsof her&therbe had gratified an instinctivefeeling of respect 
to the departed, and of sympathy towards her, which he well 
knew she would understand, however others may not ; for though 
perhaps few men ever lived more entirely m an atmosphere 
beyond all the petty scandal and back-biting that agitated the 

town of D , Courtenaye valued to their full extent the 

opinions of all Christian people, studying to " give no offence that 
the ministry be not bkmed." 
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' Worn out with anxiety and fatigae he returned to his house, 
his love all deepened by the thought of that dear one's grief; he 
loDged to pour out his heart*s sympathy, bat alas ! it could not 
be; and not knowing that Mrs. LesUe was with Mary, he passed 
through a sea of conflicting emotion. 

*^ How should he act ? Oh, for a mutual friend ! *' 

Once, as for a brief blessed moment, his arm supported her near 
the grave, he fancied 'twas tremulously pressed, but he could not 
build hope on so frail, yet so passing sweet a fancy. The moments 
deepened into hours, the hours seemed growing into ages, and 
still he sat leaning his fevered brow on his hand, striving to hush 
the inexorable beatings of his heart, and insensible to the thought 
of all save her sufferings so tenfold dearer had those trials made 
her. 

A few hours had thus sbwly passed when he received a note 
from Mrs. Leshe, who had heard of his return^ telling him that 
^[ Mary was bearing up under the blow as well as could reasonably 
be hoped, and bidding him trust to her friendly offices to do lul 
she could for the happiness of both." 

This communication restored Courtenaye to his almost lost 
hopes, and though still yearning to whisper words of sympathy 
and hope, he schooled himself into patience, resting on the 
graceful sympathies of Julia, who he well knew would do all that 
was ''wisest, discreetest, best.'' 

Early on the following morning, the anxious watcher was sur- 
prised at receiving a letter from J. Grenville informing him of the 
existence of the '* Will," with its conditions, and concluding by 
suggesting that '' no doubt prudence would induce Mr. Courtenaye 
to cancel at once any engagement existing between Miss Gren- 
ville and himself, as Ihe contents of the said ' Will ' had for some 
time been known to her," etc. 

The appeal to his ''prudence," which had been thrown into 
the letter by way of goad, suggested by the infinitesimal lawyer 
£edman, fell powerless at Courtenaye's feet, equally so the 
proviso of the Will ; but the assurance that Mary knew of its 
existence, and had done so for some time, troubled him, and the 
belief expressed by her brother that " no doubt she would act 
with her usual good sense," went like an ice-bolt through his 
heart. 

" Could thisy then, be the causeof her long mysterious sQence ?" 
': Had the love that (measured by his own) he believed was en- 
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tvined rdOk tbe Tcrj fibres of esdakease^ Axmk fiom laying 
weakk oa iU akar^ a nilliiig ]M)]ocaust} 

*^ Was the wrattoeable affection lie bore her act worth this 
sacrifice f*' 

*^ Had he decked this beloved image with the costliest flowers 
in his heart's garden, and had she thrown them c^ tot chains of 
gold?" 

<< Oh I. when will that blighted heart know a aeeond Spring ? ' 

Sadly he mnsed, and 



*^0*er his brow, so downward hent^ 
Oft his beating fingers went/' 



*• 



Unlike Mary, who nnder noBlar einminrtances ne?erpermittscl a 
shadow of doubt for one instant to dim the brightness of her 
entire heart-trus^ Conrtraafe did her wrong; but then, man 
never tmsts and loves as woman does; hb lore is not his ** whole 
existenes" as it is her*% henoe thoa^ '' one of the best <^ men,* 
oar joimg pastor was but '* a man at best," and worn as he was 
in body and mind it is scarce fidr to blame him for a donbt, bora 
of his Tcary love : do they not often follow each other, like light 
and shade, this Love and Doabt ? 

Bttt hitler, nobkr though soon resume their sway : his well 
lagnlated mind swerving fcHr a brief moment from its centre by 
the strong insetting current of unlooked-for events, and untoward 
inflaoM^Sy was-like the needle to the magnet, true and constant ; 
and he gathers up its troa^ energies to look calmly on this blotted 
page of his life's history ; he kiwws that the cup, though bitter, 
has been filled by his Fadier's hand : imd shall he turn firom it f 

Now begins one of those confiiets for victory over the shrink- 
ing heart, which are hourly fought by tens of thousands on the 
world's great battle-field^ of which it takes no note. 

It sympathises not though the lifensitrings crack, and the &ce 
grows prematurely old in the stem stru^e 1 

It shouts not when the victory is won, that has cost more than 
mai^drfeatsl 

It smiles not approval, though the reeovding Angel exults as 
he inscribes the oonqoest in the archives of heaven f 

Night found Courtenaye Tietor over himself; and now he can 
find numberless excuses for the conduct of her whose love had 
shed such atender but evanescent halo over his Sfo-paA. 

''She had no doubt wdl refieeted, and could not aet otherwise : 
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guided Vty a sense of dn^ she had been able to sacrtfioe her own 
wishes to those'of her ftdier, and who could blame her ? " 

*' Had Ae Mieied too, aiul could not make known to him the 
ernel decree that separated them — how deeply must she have 
sofiered I A love like her's was no childish dream that the first 
passing pageant woald obliterate firom memoiy/' 

Oh, how this thought melted his inmost soul! and he 
resolved to hear from her own lips a record of the past — he " will 
effinr her his fidend^ip, and be to her the truest, the tenderest 
of brothers ; he will sympathize with her grie&--joy in her 
^adn«»'*— he is resolved. 

Beplying eonrteonsly, but shortly, to the vulgar missive of J. 
GmviUe, he also sent a few lines to Mrs. Leshe, entreatmg her 
tomtncede for him, and secure a lew moment's interview with 



Alas! for the faithful heart! How often is its footfiill amid 
briars and thorns on duty's narrow highway! may-be wh^i 
the skies were bluest, and the flowers bloomed fairest, they have 
snddenly sprung up, lacerating the feet, and tempting them to 
torn aside awhile, mto the quiet plains below ; but, ** onward *' is 
Ftith's banner-cry — " onward,'' though the thorns pierce, and the 
flowers fade^ and the light grows dim, and the lions roar — there 
is no halting-place till the goal is won : the voice of duty echoes 
loud, '* this is the way, walk ye in it ;*' but there comes, too, 
the whisper, sweeter than the songs of angels,-— 

*^I am with you alwc^s, even to the end,^ 

Often, too, lies duty's path over a stormfully howling sea; 
may-be the out-setting was calm and joyous — ^not a wave but 
rippled low music — ^not a breeze but it swelled the soul's outspread 
siuis with hope ; butj^ anon, a storm comes down upon the lake, 
and like the little church of old on Tiberia's tossing sea, we are 
in ** danger of perishing every moment." 

Ah ! if Faith's anchor be not now on the " Rock of Ages," 
it will not hold ; if she hears not above the shriek of the tempestj 
and the lashing of the blast, "It is I^he not afraid,** the hapless 
twrk is lost. 



^ Do Tou think you feel equal to see Courteni^e this morning, 
uqr lover asked Mrs. Leslie, her heart touched by the look of 
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hopeless sorrow that sat on the pale face of Mary. " May I 
send and tell him you will he happy to see him ai]ter luncheon V* 
Mary did not reply, but the crimson that mantled on her 
cheek convinced her friend that she would not regain the quietness 
of heart she so deeply needed, till all the mystery that snrouded 
the past should be cleared away, and she continued, — 

" Am I to consider your silence an assent to my inquiry, 
darling? I think it will be best for the happiness of both 
that you should meet, and all these mistakes be explained t 
may I say 'yes,' in your name, to his anxious wish for an 
interview ?" she repeated, affectionately kissing the varying cheek 
of Mary, who assented ; and it was with a heart pulsating almost 
to suffocation, that she heard the rich, low tones of Courtenaj* 
inquiring for Julia, with whom he remamed in conversation 
during the time she was summoning strength to meet him. 

At length, with footstep noiseless as the falling snow-flake, she 
enters the room where he was standing, sadly gazing out on the 
velvety lawn — ^bright with the variegated hues of Spring's early 
flowers, that turned their glowing breasts to the sun's warm ray^ 
all unconscious of the solemn change that had passed over hnn^ 
who so late they, with all the costly varieties of nature and art 
around them, owned as lord. 

'Tis ever thus : the sun shines as bravely, though our old life 
is gone— -with its household melody — ^its cheerful hearth. 

No change passes over the outer world when the storm-blsst 
desolates the lesser world within. 

Nature sympathises not when our life is shrouded in darkness 
by the sudden out-going of one lamp, that flooded it with Hght 
and gladness. 

The summer-bird tunes its notes as blithely, though the ear 
that so late drank in, with us, its harmony is cold and dull. 

As Courtenaye thus mused, his thoughts involuntarily flew 
hack to the '' sudden death" that had come down upon the man- 
sion ; the loud call it was to him and all to be " ready f* 
and so entirely did the solemnity of the event engross hiis 
thoughts, that he was not aware of Mary's presence till his 
name, uttered in a low heart-tone, caused hiro to start, and 
turning round he met her tender but troubled eye, and in 
ah instant, with a smothered cry like to a wounded dove, 
the impulsive and trusting girl sprung towards him, and threw 
herself into his out-stretched arms. All the past is forgotteaj 
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Ae reads in that momeintary gaze his undimmed faith and love ; 
she sees before her the only breast on which she can lean in weal or 
woe ; the only being in whom her life-pulses Hve and more — nay, 
who is that life itself; and as -the young child nestles on its 
mother's bosom, so she clung to the true and. manly heart 
beating close to her own. 

And Courtenaye 7 Ah ! he, too, yielding to the bliss of that 
unmistakeable outburst of trusting affection on the part of her he 
so fondly loved, forgot all his previous intentions of offering her 
his '' friendship," and ** brotherly regard," and murmured into 
her willing ear lore's own words of undying tenderness, which 
fell on the over-tasked spirit of the confiding girl like a sweet 
soBgof the morning bird, awakening the sleeper from a dark 
and fevered dream. 

Raising her loving eves, filled with tears, to the noble face 
of Courtenaye, Mary said, with touching grace and tenderness,— 

*' And can you take such a wilful, unworthy creature to youi 
heart, who has nothing to bring but a lifetime of love Y* 

Courtenaye's answer was so low that it did not reach us, and in 
^ood truth we had no right to listen ; but it may very fairly be 
mferred that he did not refuse this reasonable request on the part 
of his new-found treasure, for we fancied we heard Mary's voice 
murmuring ** where thou goest, I will go, — ^and thy God shall be 
my God!" and when he left the house, ^which he did in an 
inconceivably short time to our ideas or *' making it up,") 
his fine features wore an expression of tranquil joy to which tney 
had loufi: been truant ; while Mary sought the bosom of her 
faithful friend and counsellor, whom she shortly after accom« 
panied into Scotland, for the change and rest her tired frame so 
much needed, and at the end of twelve months she became the 
blessed wife 

''What!" exclaims some fair reader, ''is the matter-of-fact- 
author going to cheat us of ' all about the wedding !' " " How 
many bridesmaids there were?" {'What was the color of their 
bonnets T" '< What dress did the bride wear ?" " How did she 
look f " " Was she married in a veil ?" " Who gave her away V 
"Where did they go for their wedding-tour?" and so on. 

Yes, dear reaoer, for it was very quiet — ^just a heart-scene, 
nothing more; and perhaps you who have been accustomed 
to " such splendid weddings" might have pronounced it " a very 
stupid affair." 
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Bt8id% if year tMtes tie in tbe opposite extfeme, jm kmnr 
you can aimost ob any day gratify them (eapedally if yon 
reside in London, by wbUing away an hour in the sacred pie^ 
einctsfor fashionable weddings, ** St. George^ Hanover Square*^ 
and moreoTer you might have thought it ''very odd'*'--or 
" exceedingly silly'' of Mary, to countenance sudi a *^ homely 
wcddmg/' and allowing, as she did, the cost of a '^ splash" to be 
given to tibe poor and aged and sorrowful of her native parish^ 
in the shape of the necessaries of life : thus gladdening tiieir 
hearts and tuning tliem to gratitude and love. 

Beside, fancy for one moment that quiet though very dis^ 
tinguished4ooku^ young mioister of the Cross with a whole loom 
ef Honiton or Isle of Wight lace hanging on his arm m the 
shape of a wife ! The thing is impossible ! 

Not but lace is a meet and exquisite attire for a bridal — not 
but ** qplendid weddings" seem almost among the necessaries of 
society as it is at present constituted — ^but both depend on cir- 
cumstances : and as our unassuming Mary*s happiness eooM 
not have been in the slightest degree increased by oceans of 
show and grandeur, we just repeat the old assertion, eamesdy 
craving pardon if it gives offence, that at the end of twdve 
months she become the blessed wife of *'that canting^ metho- 
distical fellow, Courtenaye" — her worthy brother immediatdy 
availing himself of the circumstance to get release from some of 
the disgraceful embarrassments his abandoned] career had 
involved him in ; all the rich and costly appointments of her late 
home — of which he had gained possession in so dishonourable a 
manner, — being ^' brought to the hammer," and he left the town 

of D , to settle in London; while his respectable coadjutor 

Bedman was 'compelled to rest content with a moiety of the 
booty promised as his reward — *' that, or nothing!" being the 
concise alternative, with which his friend answered th6 abject 
whine of remonstrance John Josiah set up. Had he dared, he 
would have sought redress ; but he found it much easier to *^)sj 
down the law" before his simple little wife than he did before 
the stem madam, yclept " Law," h^rsdf : added to which he had 
just then another troublesome afiair on his hands in the shape of 
an action, to which he had exposed himself by a most illegal, 
and underhand attempt to nullify tbe will of a near relative ; and 
in his eager desire to clutch the few hundreds therein bequeathed 
to a party who would not submit to any of his shuffling, he trod 
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o?er the verge of legality^ instead of walking as he had done all 
Us life on its borders, and thus brought himself into " pleasant 
confiision/' face to &ce^ with a law suit ; and dreading to add 
exposure to exposure, and thus accelerate a catastrophe the 
moral police had long since convicted him of deserving, viz., 
being struck off the rolls, he submitted to his friend's terms, 
" that or nothing,'' nolens volens, the whole transaction between 
the legal pair forming one of those brilliant exceptions to the rule 
80 eloquently insisted on by popular writers, of 

" HONOUB AMOVG THIEVES." 
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CHAPTER XXin. 



^ife anl) \a: $sties.-|a8tor rnUt p ^nlapdsins. 



*' He who would do some great thing in this short life mast apply hinuelf 
to it with a concentration of energy, that to those who live only to amuse 
themselves looks like insanity." — Fobstbr. 



Th£re is ever a feeling akin to sadness in the pleasure with 
which we contemplate perfect creature-happiness; a whisper 
echoes through the heart, — 

^ Here we have no abiding stay." 

Who , when quaffing delicious draughts from the gem-studded 
chalice of earthly hliss, dreams that the *' golden bowl" must be 
broken ? Who, when Love's starry mantle wraps exiatenoe in its 
shining folds, dreams that the " silver cord*' must be loosed ? 
Who, loving and beloved, can seek a brighter world when the 
present is strewed with flowers, and Time bears on his perfumed 
wings the incense of honey-laden hearts ? Ah ! 

'' The close is dim. 
Bringing the wrong heart back to EUm." 

They must go into the " training school for immortaUty," and, 
in the doud, learn the great life-lesson that could not be learnt 
in the sunsUne so mercifully sent Jittt. The rain-drops must 
come ere the bow shines forth. 

There must be a vacant place at the heart's heartbi and house- 
hold voices must be hushed ere the spirit listens to the ademn 
whisper, *^ this is not your rest." 
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Such thoughts came unbidden as the eye rested on the picture 
of Mary's wedded life ; it seemed all too bright to last ; Love had 
planted an Eden around her« and she walked in the midst of the 
seventy palms of its Elim, plucking enticing fruits from their 
loftiest bough : how could she dream of a worm at their roots I 

She drank at the gushing stream of creature-bliss : how could 
she dream of a '' broken cistern ! *' 

Ah ! those delicious streams must be dried, or she will nerer 
seek the Eternal Fountain, and nought but '^living waters" can 
slake the soul's thirst. Yes! the mutations of every earthly 
happiness^ '' passing away*' stamped upon all — ^from the meek- 
eyed daisy to the star-worlds— proclaim it must be so. The 
stream must he dried. 

Then comes the peace that nought can mar, nor serpent 
blight, nor change affect, nor earth-bom care corrode, nor 
death destroy-^^tibe heart fixed on Jesus. And though the 
bird of woe may brood over the heart when fond hopes are 
crashed, and precious joys are withered, and the remorseless 
grave lies newly tenanted in the sun's warm ray, yet the believer 
sorrows not '' as others who have no hope;" anchored vrithin 
the veil, his heart has none of its sensibilities deadened^nay, 
they become] acuter by his union with the tender Sympathizer 
who wept over Bethany's lone grave, and 

''Heleamfl to kiss the chastening rod, 
Bat feels its sharpness still." 

'^ Alas I it is only in adversity we learn the important lesson 
prosperity never teaches : — 

'' He bailds too low who bnilds beneath the skieis." 

It is a hard lesson, learnt amid heart-shakings and heart- 
breakings ; so hard that the temptation comes to throw it all 
aside, and rush into the halls of pleasure, and drown the sorrow- 
ciy ; but softly, over the waste and desolate places, from the far-off 
land breaks a light arching them with sunshine, "these afflic- 
tiona^ whuA are hut for a moment, work a far more exceeding and 
eternal weight of glory T 

What though the road be thorny, and the skies stormy, and 
the events mysterious, 'tis " but for a moment." Nor is this all ; 
as regards the life that now is, the beUever can trust the Father's 
band^ he cannot at each variation trace : he looks abroad into the 
woridwith its conflicting interests^ its down-trodden virtue, its 
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gnilt> its giant (^pieasioiis, ks mi|^iiy vnmgi, its 
rarging sorrows : he looks into tlie narrow dede that bonndi 
the horison of the lesser world around Ufls, and sees the aanie 
jsfring elements, and conflicting strife between right and wsong^ 
bat instead of the sceptic's enquiry, *'ean tibere be a Gkni thai 
judgeth aright ? " he trusts, though he cannot trace, knowing that 
at best he *' sees through a glass dxMj" >&d that the finite 
cannot follow the Infinite. He feds it is as if a ddld-hand 
fdiould lift a comer of the veil q)read over Time, and coniuaed 
with the tangled mazes and many-coloipred hues of the wcmdioiiB 
web, let it fall, exclaiming, *^ I cannot tell whence it cometh, or 
whither it goeihP* Then a bolder and matnrer hand tans 
back another fold, and after days and nights of sleqpksa toil, 
writes the epitaph of its labours :^-^Alldiat we know is, nothing 
can be known :" but the bcHever's truat fidls not. Faith, with 
meek eye fixed on Calvary, sees the veil rent in twain, and on 
either nde the Eternal promise, "what I doj ikou knowest not now, 
hut l&otf ^uzU know hanafler" and on eagje'is wings she beans 
aloft the immutable words, whidi shme dearer and brighter as 
she soars above the mists and douds of earth, sweeping tbs 
stara with her silvery wing. Ah! it is only the Cross that 
sheds a ray strong enough to iUnminate the atrange writiag on 
Time's mysterious scroll. 

Troubled behever ! thou on whose heart life's storms have beat 
fiercely, take the promise into thy tremblii^ hand-— examine it^- 
qling to it — ^it was spoken for thee ui gentlest accents, ^' thou shalt 
know hereafter." Yes ! thou shalt know why 

*^ A cloud was sent to darken all thy years.'* 

Thou shalt know why thy sheltoriag gomrd was blasted ; and 
like the smitten prophet, thou hast bSA in thine heart,<-^^it ia 
better for me to die than to live ! " 

Thon shalt know irhy 

" Hearts from whom 'twas death to eevei; 
Eyes the world may ne'er restore," 

sleep their long sleeps but thon canst not read that ^ why** with 
mortal vision. *' I have many Mugs to say vsk^ thee, het tkiom 
eans^t not bear thom now,** 

How ravekmitaiily ike heart tskes vndi it wto tiia better 
world those wdiowmde 80 much of its heaven Mbw! and iOMlf 
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onr memful Creator intended it to be so ; did He give ob fneckms 
ones only to tear them* from ns for ever ? Did lie consecmte 
liousefaold affections and sympathies, and griefs with Bis presence ? 
Had He counsel for Martha, and tears for Mary, meaningless ? 
Did He restore the son of the widow, and the brother of 
Bethany's sister, and the fair child of Jairua^ and not intend to 
teach us eloquent lessons ? 

Oh ! foolish thought ! " If in this life only we have hope, we 
are ofaU men the most miserable,*' but '' aU thiitgs** are the behever's, 
'' whether things past, or present, or to come J* 

But to return to Mary. Yes, it was pleasant to look on her 
ia the sacred and responsible character of wife, and above aU, of 
Pastor's wife — ^she has no neutral ground, being either a 
'* savour of life tnto life," or of " death unto death," as his help- 
meet. 

Thus the young creature entered with all the heart-energy 
characterizing her, into the efforts and plans of h^ idolised 
husband for the threefold regeneration of the locality in which 
he laboured, devoting herself to the blessed work of redaimiiig 
the degraded, neglected outcasts of her own sex, many of whom 
she would gather round her ; and as she hopefu% sowed the seeds 
of virtue and honesty, not a few were won into the right way, 
through their gratitude to her, who so lovingly sought them out 
amid their guilt and misery. 

Then it was with no diminishing glass we peeped into her 
nursery, where, seated with her first-bom, on her lap, a merry 
cheerful-faced girl, and with her finger on her lip, pointing 
silently to her boy just betraying symptoms of waking dissatisfac- 
tion at the ringing laugh of the former, she played another part. 

The advent of these little pilgrims on the bustling, matter-of- 

£m^ life-atage (where they were destined to , but we 

ought not to anticipate) had filled the cup of Mary's haj^ness 
to the brim: she even held it herself tremblingly, feeling it was 
too full, too sparkling to stay I 

The Mexicans thus salute their new bominfiuits : ''child, thou 
art come into the world to suffer ; endure^ and hold thy peace 1'* 

Terrible salutation! but what mother who ''day l^ day 
watches her little bud put fbrth its leaves,'* can realize the stem 
teaching ? What mother would be wise if she attempted to do so f 
.tibe thoiy^t indulged would poison IhtboHai npnagsiot creature- 
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afieetion at the fountain-head. Oh, no ! strong in maternal ten- 
derness, full of faith and hope, she hears the voice of the houn- 
tifal Giver of this new well-spring of joy, saying ''take this child 
and nurse it for me—'' and her head is bowed — her entire mother- 
life an embodiment of the principle that will enable her, at the 
great reaping day to say, — 

''Behold, here I am and the children whom thou gavest me." 
But then, to attain unto this, she knows she has a sinful nature 
to train, and a spirit ))rone to evil, and that bears indigenous every 
unwholBome weed, to purify and make meet for glory ; she feels 
that the first lasting impressions of her darling's moral existence 
must be written by the mother-hand, and she ^'begins at the be- 
ginning : " she has seen in her father's family, as well as in that 
of others, the fearful consequences of allowing every weed to nm 
into luxurious rankness in the heart of the chUd, while its mother 
deludes herself into the belief that "When Harry, or Freddy, or 
Jenny gets older, he or she will know better, and not do such 
naughty things." No such thmg ! when Hany, or Freddy, or 
Jenny gets older, he or she may know better, but will not prac- 
tise better, because the twig has been bent crooked, and crooked it 
will grow, unless a mighty hand interfere to set it straight, and so 
Mary " begins at the beginning," spending all the time she can 
spare from her manifold duties with these cherub-like candidates 
for eternal life, who have already learned from their bright young 
mother the wholesome normal lesson, that " No'* means "no," 
and "Yes" means "^ei.'* It is a simple, but most important 
beginning. 

Not that under any circumstances she could have degenerated 
into one of those blots on human nature— an indifferent, fashion- 
able, pleasure-hunting mother : she had too much heart for that! 
ahe recollects how pained and surprised she once was at being told, 
by a specimen' of these singular creations, on her enquiring the 
age of one of her beautiful children, to " ask Williams the nurse, 
for really I have forgotten T* and she had heard of another, who 
replied, when a bright boy with flushing cheek and dewy eye, 
asked, " Mamma, will people who are buried in the ground ever get 
up again, and if they do will grandpapa and Willy and Lilly get 
up too; ?" — 

" Run away child, and don't ask such foolish, sOly ques- 
tions ! '* 

Ah ! how many an opportunity has been lost for sowing seeds 
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to blossom in eternity by the mother's spirit-chilling ^* don't ask 
sach silly questions, — run away ! " 

These lessons have not been lost on the young mother, as she 
sits there, with her finger on her rich lip, ministering to the wee 
pilgirims, who, spite of their sinful natures, look like " two stray 
babes from Paradise,'^ lind she *' begins at the beginning," that 
the end may be with ''joy and not with grief." 

'< Mother! watch the little heart, 
Beating soft, and true for yoa ; 
Wholesome leseons now impart, 
keep, oh ! keep that young heart true* 
Harvest rich thou then Shalt see^ 
Ripening for eternity ! " 



i^l 



Few places, in some respects, could hav^ been inuch worse 
adapted for successful labour among its dense, dark popu- 
lation than the town of D , arising from the dissensions 

among the religious sections before named, vnifyf being the very 
forecast and secret of success ; istill the legion antagonisms did not 
OTerbear the spirit of the [right-hearted ; and never was there a 
finer denonstration of the vast amount of good one real de- 
voted influence may effect than the improvement sprung rapidly 
up therein. 

With true insight into the secret springs of action and cha- 
racter, Courtenaye had early discovered that the way to the soul 
was easier through the heart than through dogmas, or creeds, or 
any ecclesiastical machinery. 

The religion he practices is one of Love ; thus, when he looks 
on the large flock " over whom the Spirit has made him bishop," 
and marks the forest of bronzed weathei-beaten faces, reading 
^'spirit and life" in the intelligent eyes fixed on him, as he points 
them to the " true Bread that came down from heaven,*' and 
the " Living Waters' that no thirst succeeds ; whatever others 
may do, he cannot " resolve the whole terrestrial existence into 
an affair of mechanics, chemistry, and phvsiology, cut off from 
all influences human ^d divine." No I he recognizes beings 
capable of being raised, by the powerful lever of Kedeeming Love, 
rom the lowest depths of human degradation to the heights of 
be eternal hilk j and he meets his poorer brother as his fellow- 

B 
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pjljpim in die. " nunow vmd^^ giving him the ridit hand of fellow- 
ship. What, though the hand he soiled^.the '^hornj palm" shall 
aome day sweep the ehordfei of that majestie hiurp, whose loft]^ song 
nonote of discord jars I Qouu no respecter of persons, but imlkth 
that aU men should be saved," 

Then, too, in Coiurtenaye's visits and dealings with the poor — 
the terribly poor, those who '^aint got no dothea to go to 
church, among they there fine folks," and who never goto any other 
sanctuary " for fear of changing their reli^on," (poor, ignorant 
souls !} — ^he never attempted rudely and dogmatically to drive 
them out of th^ prejudices into those of some other self-sufficient 
teacher. His whole life was a walking sermon, stamped with 
the Cross ; and he was ever ready to commiserate their igno- 
rance, and sympathise with their wrongs. Little did he care to 
which place of worship they went, where the Gospel was faith- 
fully proclaimed, so that they could be induced, to leave their 
aool and body-deeftroying habits, and go at all« He didn't want 
to hear the party shout of sectarianism, but to see the sinful re- 
claimed, the miserable hiq>py, the careless awoke, the dead alive. 
He laboured to arouse them to a sense of their dignity as immor^ 
tal beings ; and strove tp induce the clean home, the tidy appa- 
xel, the decent appearance ;^ while probably the consideration he 
invariably evinced to the feelings, and even pr^udicea of his 
fellow-sinners, helped to render his success among Ifiem so 
signal. And it is surely not wonderftil that it was so ; his refine- 
ment was heart-worky and ecclesiastical etiqtiette is (or ought to 
be) very nmdft like social etiquette, the o£&pring of right feeliBg. 
To go among the poor with iU-disguiaed superiority, and an evi- 
dent sense of immense condescension, towarda them — ^to wander 
round their guilt and misery, as some siqiezior planet mystm- 
ously out of its orbit, shot into an uncertain region amid lost and 
wandering stars, will never win its way t& the soul. And when 
our earnest young man, his &ce beamii^ kindly feelings would 
flit down on the old crasy stool, or the ridcety box turned upside 
down, beside the bed of the aged, the dying, the friendless, and 
point the sinner's eye to the nnner's Savioior,-^when he would 
Jdndly call about him the tattled, shodess, neglected urchins of 
l&e squalid hut, asking their mother *^ all about them/ and 
thereby paving the way to the humanizing Bagged School,— whai 
he hastily withdrew frt>m the cottagp) ov hovel^ if he saw the un- 
finished meal or the scanty repast in their bony haadS) lest hii 
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pitos^ce should add to iheir sufiferings a sense of shamej-r-when ' 
he treated them as ^^ flesh of his flesh/' was his success much to 
be wondered at?- or was it surprising they should' name him 
m^ tears of afi^tion, and determine to do all they could to meet 
bis wishes! They to be treated with respect and sympathy !— * 
2%, ihe outcast, the needy, the unfortunate ! Thet/ who, if ever 
they had thought of a parson at all, &ncied him some wonderful 
ideal in silks and lawn, that flesh ij^nd: blood (]^oor flesh and blood !) 
piesmned not to contact with I 

Was it astonishing, we repeat,, that this house-going minister 
should be blessed with a church-going people ? Hence hundreds^ 
of the poorer sheep were unanimous in this opinions of a wretched 
widow, who, as skirt-runner to a feishionable milliner agonized a 
skdeton living for herself and four white-faced wee tlungs who 
called her mother^ — 

** H^'s one of the right sort for a parson ! He knows as how 
poor folks has got fedins' as well as the rich« and douH stick 
hisfielf up above us, and tell us we he ' poor^ mji^erable sinners/ 
We knows that well enough ourselves." 

'' Iior, he talks to me just as if I was his own flesh and blood ! 
and if I lives till Sunday Til go and hear 'un preachy for he says 
helove^ to preach to we poor people, because his Master Ipved 
the poor !*' 

Follow him into the wretched ^abode of that*' ** out-ofrwork '' 
labourer ; mark how the sickly wife strives to hush the clamour 
of those young voices wailing; for bread which she has not to 
give. He knows a bundle of tracts won't meet that wmt, or a 
homily on patience still that cry, and then, from the well-hjus^ 
bandcNS store of his charity sermons, he meets the body's great 
need of food. Here was an argument that went straight to the 
most sensitive part of human nature, an appeal which touched 
the springs of &eling, and gratitude gushea out of wasting hearts 
long unused to sympathy's sweet voice. Now, 'tis easy to point 
to tne '' Bread of Life," so forcibly and feelingly illustrated by the 
''bread that j^risheth." Ah ! his fellow sinner bears about with 
bim a mystenoua^innity that is to exist for ever, and ^all he 
meet lum> only on the grounds of his spiritual nature ? Shall he 
divide what God has iomed ?" 

'' Whosoever aeeth his brother have need, tmdshutteth up his oom:- 
pasdonfrcm hm^ how dweUeth the loveofQodin himf* 

Perhaps fbw understood better than our young pastor the 

■ 8 
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softening effect produced on the poor by respect shown to their 
feelings and prejudices. 

To win, witn unconscious ease, the hearts of all who came 
within the sphere of his influence, 'mid his equals, seemed part 
of his very nature ; what, then, when he contacted with those 
to whom sympathy and kindness were new ; and instead of meet- 
ing his fellow-sinner with the sickening truth, none knew so 
bitterly as he did, ''you are a poor, guilty, lost, miserable soull'* 
'' you must do this or that ;" he ever met them with, *' we 
all need the same precious Saviour ! we — ^my brother, my sister. 
Has he not at all times an indwelling sense of his own need as a 
sinner ? Has he not ever before him the gulf from which Infi-> 
nite Love snatched him ?" 

Shall he assume a sanctimonious superiorihr in his dealings 
with his fellow-worm ! Who made him to differ, and what has 
he that he did not receive ? Forward, then, he goes, invigorated 
by his Master's promise, '* I am with you always," and encoa- 
raged by the help and devotion of his true-hearted wife ; so that 
when hostilities threatened to overwhelm his ardent soul, or ridi- 
cule shot her subtle arrows, tipped with *^ Folly ! " '' Fanati- 
cism ! '* '* Madness ! *' (oh, glorious madness — ^beside oneself for 
Grod !) vain was the attempt to bring down or transfix his up- 
ward sweep : he had but to turn to these sustaining fibres, '* and 
all was rieht again.'' 

Like aS well-tuned spirits, Courtenaye was not insensible to the 
witty sarcasm, the covert sneer, the lying tattle, and the coarse 
insinuation, but they had no power to reach his loyal heart ; that 
never shifted its moorings when the black squall of intolerance or 
bigotry lashed fiercely against its gallant sides ; the narrow, one- 
sided reli^onism, the party strife, the incessant attritions that 
surrounded him, what were they to a soul whose wings were ever 
sweeping the horizon of Eternity ? Hence he blows the Gospel 
trump, and " whether men will heavj or whether they will forbear^^ 
he knows its echoes shall reverberate till <' eoery valley shall be 
exalted, and every mountam made low,^' for '* the mouth of Uie 
LORD hath spoken it;** and lA brettthed an atmosphere of peace 
and joy in believing. With him liC&'s key-note was not ever a 
monotone, its skies of a neutral tint, or its seas of a leaden hue ; 
he did not clothe Religion in the gloomy garments of asceticism, 
or embody it in a morose, exclusive bearing. No ! such a develop- 
ment is a travesty : God is " Light " as well as " Love,** and 
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trae Religion incorporates these glorious essences. It is the '^un- 
pardoned " who should he gloomj, not the man who walks with 
bis Maker as a '^ fellow-worker " with Him; and while the 
ftithful pastor lahoured and prayed for those who would not 
listen to the messages of salvation, he cheerily worked with all 
who worked for his Master — ^whatsoever men called them little 
affected him ; full well he knew that it is the presence of Ghiist 
tkat constitutes and consecrates a churchy not any superstitious 
lite or denominational distinction, for he reads in the unchanging 
record of the Great Head of the Chaxch,--^*^ wherever two or 
Arte are goAered together m Mjg nam^ there am I m their 
mdetr 

'< Wherever",— on the lofty peaks of the snow-breasted . 
Himalaya, or in the sultry savannahs of swarthy Africa; 
whether ^' in Greenland's icy mountain," or in the Prairies of the 
fior West ;" whether in the lowly valley on the bumside, or 'mid 
the ** garments rolled in blood " on the battle plain ; whether on 

*' The ever somidlng and mysterioiu sea/' 

xifi in the miserable garret-home, if ''two*or three are gathered 
together" in the name of Christ, He is in their midst, and there is 
a consecrated church !" 

But, like other right-hearted men who are now nobly breasting 
the war-tide in the front ranks of Right aeainst Wrong, and bearing 
the *' heat and burden of the day" whicn will close in a sunset of 
l^ory, Courtenaye soon found that ardour and enthusiasm in the 
most important of all interests was not only at a discount, but 
absolutely in danger of being scared away altogether by the 
hydra heads that dogged his every step in the right direction ; 
and while he might have been an enthusiastic supporter of his 
favourite candidate on the hustings, or an ultra^ energetic better 
on Sky-Sealer in the race, or a rabid speculator on 'Cluinge, or an 
impassioned pleader for the life of the double-dyed murderer ; 
wmle he might have poured fortib a lava-torrent of eloquence in 
prajii of beauty, wealth, or power, and men would have clapped 
Juudda, '* eneering " and *^ bravoine *' no end ; to be an enthusiast 
in the work of God, and earnest m guiding immortal souls into 
the peace-pastures of forgiveness ; to be zealous in seekine the 
'* lost,** and bringmg them back from the gates of hell ; to mllow 
flim who wept ovi^r suicidal Jerusalem, or the prophet whoM 
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(< qres ran down rivers of water" over «iDn«» in the himdred- 
,f;ated ritji Oh I what a hodt "up in arms " opposed him ! 

Fhrsty— ^ever " loving to '^have the pre-eminence/' comes 

V your, "orthodox*' religionist, traveling hy parliwEnentary tnin, 

*withhison« idea, all bound round and round with old musty 

. ecclesiasticiil red tape, and with a marveUonsly Smithfield- 

infosing sensation, he exclaims,—- 

'^All this abominable ranting, ought to he put down! Suoh 

low fanaticism is disgraceful ! This ignorant ^ithusiasm only 

.;infiames the minds of the vu%flr and lower orders! 'lis the 

;height of folly to let it go on ! They'll be cotniog to * take awiy 

both our church and nation* if it is not put a stop to!" and 

! so on. 

Poor man! He cannot believe in the possibility of a flame 
ascendii^ to heaven, unless the dltar vrherecm it is Mndled be pf 
carved- work, covered with purple and gold. 

Next flutters in your fashionable religionist, who travels 
express, and he exclaims, — 

" O9 but I say, that's a good deal too bad! Coming it too 
sttiK)ng ! These jnodern hot gospellers are a teuable nuisance ! 
' Too much of a good thing, by Jove ! Pt£7eaching down all oar 
amusements! Righteousness over much may do well enough 
for the poati;, but t(;eally, for us, it is going a little too 
far !" etc. 

Then struts in your commercial, reasoning religionist, poor 
fellow ! and, although his brain is oidy a portable couuting-hoase, 
and his body a locomotive ledger, he fondly believes that he is 
an " angel of light,*' and one of the very few specimens left ; so 
he prefers a creed of expediency-^one that allows a compression 
of all the sanctity of life into a couple of hours of ehnrch-goiiig 
on the Sabbath morning. He has no idea of devoting the loftiest 
and noblest powers of man to religion, not he ! 

" To do whatever his hand find^ to do with all his nUght,** he 
obeys only with his cash-box before him, taking his business into 
•lus religion, but never his lasligion into his busihess. Some- 
times our reasoning rel%ionist is a sort of First Form metaphy* 
sician, and he delights in abstractions that would confoli^ s 
German psycologist, having practically ignored 'the^teachivglfof 
4he Bible, and, like the Jews of old, "will not- have this mairio 
rsle over " him, he is trying hard to pooh I pooh 1 away'his ioel, 
aa4 now and then gets up a little contvoverifwith-his eon sfli sa rfr 
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about the ^'possible nrjrth of its beii^ immortal;*' but somehow 
oonscience always gets the ''best of the argument, and speaks 
louder than all me metaphysical abstractions in the world. 
Reasoner says-*-'* What's 'the use of all this stuff and i^onsense 
about salvation? Who knows if theie is a soul? No one ever 
came back to tell us so, and why shouki a man give up all the 
pleasures of life for visionaTy ■ ■ ' ■ V* Bnt jconscienoe 
whispers, " Man, tKau art immartair 

Reasoner parleys a little at the mysterious vdiee 'he cannot 
hush. ''And^ even if there shovdd~be a hereaftei; md a Grod^ no 
doubt He is very -merciful, and woii't condemn a man for 
.enjoying the things of this life, er why did he ^ve them? 
it doesn't stand to reason! Besides, ^re we not told to be 
'* diligent in business?' and what's ^e good of tXL this fuSs 
about neglecting the soul, when in refdity we are nqt sure • • 
*• . 4 • ." Again, conscience whispers, louder than hefore^ 
"Man, thott art immortal!" 

Tet, notwithstanding all this hard trying io ignore lus immor- 
tality, there are moments when even our Reasoner feels 'a strange 
gracious sofUiess steal over him, which all his prosperity cannot 
tafasfy^ though he looks upon it as a proof of his being in high 
favor at the Court of Providence, There is a craving inner-want, 
his Nourishing estate and sumptuous entouroffe will not answer-^ 
they are not heart things. 

One day a tear dimmed his eye, as he read an account of ihe 
heroic death of one of his boyhood*s companions in tbie 
vain attempt to save a drowning shipmate. On another — when 
from among a whole Babel of papers, there dropped a wee. shining 
earl, which he had cut from the unconscious head of a yoiing 
sister,. ere«^ 

^< All ita wavy looks of geld,'' 

. . ■ » • 

wei» laid in the narrow house, and this Reasoner trying so hard 
to pooh-pdoh away his soul! ||pws his head over the mute, yet 
eloquent relic of hia playmate and boyish idol, weeping Hke 
a child, while ccmsoieBee whispers in genttestacoents, '^tian, tfati^ 
art knmortal." 
Ah, listen " ReasoaeE 1" \8Bd through tiie «hinks 6t thine iroti- 

.Bbbed heart shall^fiear ia v^ts a river, *' the peace that paneAdll 

kmkmkmdmgr 
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'^ Well, bat what are all these trite, threadbare ideas about 
men and things to us ?" exclaims some impatient reader. 
« We do not care aboat the moralizing, or the nerve and sinew 
of a book I we prefer the lighter reaung— scenes, poetry, and 
so on," 

Nay, dear reader ! nurely this is ^^ writing hard things against 
yourself," and kind ! Surely the ^* nenre and sinew" of a book 
ever touch an answering chord in woman's heart— or what meant 
^e simultaneous burst welcoming to her mother-land that 
uncompromising oonservative ot human rights— Mrs. Beecher 
Stowe 1 Bid her tell you whose hearts thrilled deepest, whose 
compassions gushed out in generous deeds and noble aspirations, 
as tier master-hand awoke an electric thrill, destined to 
yibrate till the blood-cementeid slavery* system, whether in 
sugar, cotton, or millinery shambles, shall cease to] blot 
the brow of mother and phild. Ask her whose sympathies 
swelled and hallowed the ovation waiting her on Britain's shore ! 
Ah I it was not alone the melting pathos, the intellectual sweep 
and compass, the burning eloquence, the brilliant and artistic 
yariations of light and shadow scintilating on her pages, that 
appealed to England's women — ^it was her close contact with the 
sufferings, and sorrows, and wrongs of oppressed humanity, — it 
vras the power-grasp with which she seised, and the skill with which 
she grappled the Cerberus in her dauntless advooicy of the 
rights of numan kind, that touched the magnetic wire running 
through the warp and woof of woman's existence, and linking 
her to the skies — demonstrating the premise : and not only so, 
hut proving that her heart is ever the same, whether pulsating in 
anguish, as the quivering flesh follows the bloody thong from the 
back of the first-bom, in that great lash manufactory, whose 
motto is {" Give ear. Oh Heavens, and listen. Oh earth !")-— Ali. 
MEN HAVE EQUAL RIGHTS — sud with thesc swelUug words of 
sham freedom on her lip, burlesques them by intertwining 
Slavsey in her legal constitution! "That only nation upon 
earth, professins; the Protestant faith, where slavery is found 
standing; a foul blot on the Christian firmament." The heart of 
woman, we repeat, is ever the same, whether bleeding and broken 
in the judicial slave-markets of America, or in the anti judicial 
shambles of Britain — the mother sinning in act, the daughter in 
principle ; and while there are streaks in the cloudy horizon pro- 
phetic of a bright mid-day, purely it well becomss the dang^ten 
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of both great countries to help on, by influence and prayer, that 
promifled hour when all nations shall learn the grand truth, — 

" He is the freeman whom the truth makes free, 
And all are slaves beside." 

^' Truth," propounded by the Maker of all men, from one bloody 
and kindreds, and tongues, and nations, — 
"Whateter ye would that men should do unto tou, 

to YE ALSO UNTO THEM." 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

''And wilt thou judge one whom her God forRrives ? 
Oh ! man, bethink thee how beyond von sky, 
Pleading for sach as thee, thy Saviour lives, 
Covering the sin of which He bore the pain.** 

« 

" Dearest Mrs. Courtenaye," remarked Lady Vane, " do you 
remember promising me the history of the poor girl whose dis- 
tressing death cast a gloom for a«while over our spirits ? Will 
you redeem your promise nowf' she asked, seating herself in 
Mary's cottage drawing-room, and taking from a curiously wrought 
basket a garment she was making for the sick baby of a labourer 
on the impoverished estate of her husband. 

" I will tell you all I know," replied Mary, " though you must 
scarcely receive my account as fact ; part of her history I heard 
from my maid, and part from the woman with whom she lodged 
at the time of her painful death. But why are you anxious to 
hear a mournful chapter from the book of human life, when there 
are brighter and happier?** 

" I seem to have no sympathy now in the bright things of life," 
sadly repUed the title-sacrificed wife ; ^' my greatest pleasure lies 
in doing what I can to lighten the trials and griefs of those who, 
like myself, seem to have been bom to prove the truth of that 
mournful Scripture, ' In the world ye shall have tribulation.* *' 

Deeply touched by the desponcUng tone and words of the 
elegant creature at her side, Mary took her handi and presaiDg 
it, replied in a yery gende Toice,— .. 



daisy's story. 267 

'* But, dearest Lady Vane, if these trials have been tlie means 
of weaning you from the unsatisfying pursuits of pleasure, and 
leading you into the footsteps of Him 'who Jed tlie hungry and 
clothed the naked/ will you not rather try and look on the bright 
side of the picture ? It is not' all gloom ; you still have many 
blessings. You can feel satisfaction in these things, and can 
point the sinner's eye to the sinner's Friend. You might have 
been ' vnthout Ood and without hope in the worlds " 

"Not if I had been hk — = ." She did not liberate the 

Word ''wife." Her cheek burnt for a moment as she heard 
herself giving utterance to her thoughts, and then became deadly 
pale, while she continued rapidly and sorrowfully, — 

'* Oh ! what should I have been had I rushed into frivolity and 
dissipation to drown the cnr of my heart ? I should have gone 
mad ! It was your husband saved me, and directed my weary soul 
to the sure Resting-place. He taught me how to make life's 
pressing burden bearable, by filling up its desolate hours in 
employment for those more wretched than myself. He stimu- 
lated me in my efforts for those ill-used children of toil and 
oppression, the milliners and dressmakers; and, indeed," she 
added in a less excited, but still very sad tone, '* I do try to 
banish thought. I know it is sin now to dream of old joy-days, 
and it was only your look of sympathy that involuntarily drew 
from me that precious, yet sinful thought ;" and she laid her 
beantiful face shudderingly on Mary's shoulder, weeping like a 
chastised child. 

Mary allowed her to weep ; she put her arm softly round her, 
' and printed gentle kisses on the flushed, throbbing brow. 

It was a heart-sight those young wives ; a painter might have 
caught inspiration from it, and embodied Sympathy on deathless 
canvas. One in the flush of full-blown happiness, like some rich, 
damask rose, so dew-laden, the beholder trembled lest the first 
breeze should scatter dew and leaves together ; the other, in her 
titled sorrow, hke a lily 6ver which the storm had unfolded its 
scathing wings, beating its graceful head to earth, never more to 
lift itself in the glad sunshine. 

Ah, Mrs. St. Greorge I with all your successftil diplomacy, are 

there not moments when, looking on that melanoholy wife, y^u 

•feel you have much to answer for ? What right had you to turn 

the sweetest stream that murmurs through the heart, and divert 

'it into a rugged embankment? See yoa not*now it is too late 
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that the stream has flown back, foaming and hissing, upon the 
parched soil — ^all its gushing brilliancy dimmed — devastating 
what it erst made glad with its sparkling smile? 

Look on the wreck of that young heart, ye title-craving 
mothers, and sacrifice not the sweetest flower blooming this side 
Paradise on the empty shrine of a sound, lest it become a thorn 
piercing through your own soul when '^ there is none to help T 

After a pause, Mary said, in a confidence-inspiring but gentle 
voice — she found it easy tA€9»— '' 'Cast all your care upon Hmjfir 
He careihfor you ! " 

" I do I I do I ** meekly replied Lady Vane. " What wonld 
become of me if I did not ! But oh ! dearest Mrs. Courtenaye, 
if my husband would only take some interest in me, and talk to 
me as he does to his groom or his dogs ; if he would say any- 
thing but sit hour after hour with his sporting paper or racing 
calendar, I could, I woM be happier 1 " And again tears of 
blighted affection gushed from the heart that might have been 
such a banqueting-house for Love, but for the curse of ambition. 

Now that the ice was broken, Mary ventured to step on that 
exceedingly delicate ground, the exclusive property of man and 
wife, and she remarked,— 

" But, dearest Lady Vane, Sir Wilbraham is very kind, he 
never seems to oppose your wishes ; you may yet be the means 
of interesting him in behalf of ' whatsoever is true ; ' and as yon 
know ho loves you, let this assurance animate you to increased, 
prayerful exertion for him; perhaps you had never directly 
asked him either to accompany you in your visits of charity, or 
to hear your favourite pastor ; " and she smiled a happy smile. 

" No, I am afraid to do so/' replied her friend, *' he is so 
cold, so uninterested in anything I say or do now. If I ask him 
to walk or drive, he answers, ' Just as you please ;' if I say, ' Shall 
we dine with mamma to-morrow ? ' * Just as you please * is all 
the response he gives me. Can you not fancy how trying this 
indifference must be ? " 

" Well, but you know he loves you, and this very willingness 
to do * just as you please' may be easily wielded for good. Sup- 
pose you try, tiie next time you are going to visit any of your 
^ooTprotiges^U) induce him to accompany you," affectionately 
xeplied Mary. 

** But he never cares for what I do now, and I should be afiraid 
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to ad: him; he would betray no interest;" was Lady Vane's 
desponding response. 

^* But wSil you not try and interest him, my dear friend 1 Loye 
is a powerful pleader, you know, and suppose the next time yon 
are going to church, or to visit some of your poor proteges, you 
put your arm through that of your husband, and ask him* to 
accompany you ? I feel assured your efforts would be successful," 
and she added in a cheerful tone, ** what a blessed reflection it wUl 
be if vou are made instrumental in weaning him from his frivolous^ 
unsatisfying pursuits. < Do you recollect the long conyersation we 
had a little time ago about 'influence,' and the 'indwelling 
principle?' ** 

** Oh, yes," replied Lady Vane, '' I remember it perfectly well, 

and I tried earnestly to reduce the principles to practice ; but it 

is so very hard ; I will, however, do as you wish, and God grant 

the result may be——" 

Ere she could conclude, a cheerful voice from the garden, called-^ 

" Mamma ! mamma ! do come out, and see what a fine new 
flower I have brought you I" and then came a low, ringing laugh^ 
Stealing into the heart like the music of a wedding-bell. 

Mary knew that voice, and rising, she put her arm through 
that of her friend, gendy drawing her towards the window, 
leading out on the smooth lawn, and a smile played once more on 
the pale cheek of the titled victim, — ^while Mary laughed out- 
right at the " new flower " Cpurtenaye had brought; He had 
entwined the curly head of their little girl with some of the most 
beautiful flowers from the garden, and she was sitting on her 
constant playmate, a large Newfoundland dog, that was crouching 
in the centre of the lawn, the intelligent eyes of the docile 
animal seeming to express his share of the fun, while she clapped 
her little hands, shrieking " Papal Papa ! Make Jet toide me ! 
I want to mde on dear Jet I" And then, at Mary's request. 
Lady Vane ** held on '* the joyous child, while Courtenaye, as 
pleased as either, led them round and round the garden ; thus 
the child became a ministering spirit to the sad being who ''held 
her on," and the young pastoPs dignity was as little imperiled as 
was that of the old Spartan warrior, who rode on a stick for the 
amusement of his children, while dictating terms of peace to thc» 
ambassadors of a powerful state. Oh, no ! it is refreshing to see 
a mine of affection spring in the manly, yet tender heart, at the 
clasp of a wee hand, or the kiss of infant lips— pleasant to look 
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OIF the outigudfaings of home afifbctions and sympathies from tlle^ 
hreast that bares its unblenching front and qoaik not whem 
dangers tilireaten. Itike some stately rock defying the tempest, 
anill smiHng at the storm^ yet cherismng at its base fair dnslerii^' 
flowers^ Traose perfume rises an incense of gratitude fbr its 
sheltering care. It is at home that man as well as woman shine* 
brightest ; in this H>3sperides he throws off for a while the cams- 
and trammels ; Le forgets the disappomtments and vexations of 
life, and becomes a child once more. 



At die reiterated request of Lady Yane^ Bfiuy repeated all* th^ 
knowledge in her possession of the unfortunate dressmakei^s 
eT«ry-day history ; but as her information was gathered &om 
sundry sources, and as frequent questions from her interested 
auditor interrupted her, we think it better to give it in a consecor 
tiye form. 

'At'the age of twelve, Elinor Snow was considered by all who 
knew her, as the *' preUiest creature, either, in the village of 

Dide or in the ac^acent town of D /' The poorchild^s entraaee 

on the busy stage of life was but the harbinger of her tatoate 
sorrows ; her- mother died two hours after her birth, from con- 
tinued grief, it was said, at the loss of her busband^^killed by a 
fail from a scafifiolding four months after their marriage, mte 
^' the pitcher was broken at the ibuntain/' the dying woman 
pointed to the helpless little stranger just drifted on the shores 
of ^me, and in a faint whisper, thus besought for it &e care of 
her own finthfhl mqtiier, who b^t in speeehless grief over hepti-— > 

** She will soon be your &nfy child, mother, deu" ; bring het vp 
for God as you did me.'* 

This sacred charge was faithfUly kept, till llie grey-hmred 
guardian^ too, went home to Cot, and then the Utile Eiiaor, 
now six years of age, became the sole care of her giandfatli«r« 
"^^l^am Snow, who exclaimed, as he lifted the wmHng orphan 
from the dead bosom to which she clung, twining her child- 
arms round the senseless clay, as the young flower wreathes the 
broken column, — 

** Come to your grandfather^ my poor Rttle Daisy t 
There, layyer head down upon his old hearty and it shall be a ' 
rough storm that tears thee away I ** 

In a snug- cottage> or lodge, as it was called, at die 
entrance of the estate of Colonel and Lady EmSy Axfingten, 



lived l3ie said WilUam Smxw ia: the onpacUy of gardener;: and 
nHch was he re^jiected by the great mmilj: miinHbose seraoe he 
had ^nt his li^B^ and who were nofc aboye^ taking ai kindl]p 
interest in the eoncema of their humble defiendents.. Thte 
" almond bksaom" had ^itwined itself amid the dark locks of the 
good old man when he became the sole protector of the orphair. 
^^ Daisy," a name he bestowed on her because, to use his ownt 
words, '^ she is jpst as meek4ike and weleome as the little flowes.^' 
As the child graw in years, she grew into; his heart, beeoming* 
part of it — a hcMM^uckler clasping round an. aged tree,, stealings 
its tender fibres into the: gnarl^ weather-beaten trunk, and 
shedding on it speifianed glory/^as^of early youth; asud iio< 
wonder, for ^< Dmfy* all grace and beauty-laden as she was^ 
would have er^t into< a gless susceptible bosom than that of 
William Saow^ and he gratified at onee his affection fmd his 
pride, by sending her to the. best da^-scho(^ in. the rommtic 
Tillage, where, at the amsH cost of threepence per week, she learnt 
to read, write, and crochet, beside ^' gnammar ;" but she had 
soon imbibed the entire stock of the good dame's knowledge, 
who, never imagining any of ?ier pupils would require wordsr of 
more than two syllables, considerately allowed them to '* skip" 
all and any that chanced to monopolize more than the gv^en* 
number. Naturally ^ck, the child sighed to learn something 
more ; and was enr^ enquiring about tlungs that interested her 
of the said dame, who would shake her head and become q^jit/^ 
ruffled, Jbecause Daisy looked ''just as unbelieving as caix be»" 

Poor child! and well she might look ^* unbelieving," when 
gravely informed, in reply to her question* ^' nease.ma'am»what. 
makes thunder and li^tning ? "-— 

*' The rhumatua in dd people's bones,*— «nd that's why^ 
th^ always knows when bad weather's a coming I" 

The dear old grandfather mstilled into the ear of the: Gttle 
inquirer many benutifiil lessons of natural philosophy from his 
''beat friend," as he called hi& Bible! and she would stand, with 
her eyes fixed in solemn awe, "as he told her " all about the 
'^ morning stars that sung together," or the ^' clouds and winds 
that do His pleasure;" but to her hundred-and-one eager 
questions^ such as a little spmt thirsting for knowledge would. 
aiak, he was wholly adrift ; and he could only turn up hia 
eyes and hands in wondrous admiration at '' such kind o' things 
coming mte her head,," whiloi to say the truth) we don!t beUeve 
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he would have cared one fig to haye folly tmdentood the 
*•* phyucal construction of the rainbow; " the exact* depth of the 
emanated lunar volcanoes ; or how long it was ere the light 
from certam stars reached our planet. The single-minded 
Christian read in these glorious creations only the power and 
wisdom bf God. To him, the rainbow was a gracious pledge 
of love and mercy, nothing more ; the modn '^ walking in 
brightness," talked of his home above the skies ; and the stard 
ever seemed but rays from the glory of the Crucified ; he saw, 
nor sighed to see, aught beyond. Simple William ! 

Thus poor little Daisy's mind went into itself and she would 
often think herself to sleep about the " Why's?'* and « Where- 
fore's?" dear old Farley has made so plain for us ; and those seed 
pearls, " Line upon Line," and '' Mimpres' Mothers' Conversa- 
tions," were not feeding craving little spirits in those days. 

Not that the unlettered rustic ever threw over the enquirer 
the corrosive add, '^ don't ask such foolish questions, child ! 
run away, do ! " He left these displays of enlightenment to ihe 
' learned, scientific, and polite ; " he knew there were such 
things as fountains of knowledge, but not for poor people like 
them ; he had never drank deep, he could not therefore quench 
her thirst ; and one day when, wearied with thought, she came to 
his side, and resting her little hands on his knee, demanded,-— 

" Will you tell me, grandfather, why God ever lets the 
flowers dief" 

He exclaimed, patting her fair head,— - 

*' Bless thy young heart, child I how much ihee will have to 
learn when thee gets to heaven I " 

Then, William had some excellent orthodox notions about not 
liking to give the little thing <' too much leai^ing, for fear the 
family should think as how he was bringing her up above her 
place, like." He would not have displeased Lady Emily by such 
a crime for the world ! She was so kind, and took so much 
notice of Daisy, often giving her childbh story-books— the best 
to be had in those days — ^and William was grateful, though he 
evinced his feelings in rather a cramped way, inasmuch as the 
large-hearted womaUj of whom he stood in such wholesome fear, 
would not have dreamed of interfering to prevent the child being 
educated to the best of his means, for she took a warm interest 
in her ; the extreme loveliness of her orphan face, the elegance 
of her rounded limbs, awakening her admiration, simultaneously 
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"vitli the old man's fears, aad he nerer cared abont her miBgllng 
K/Uti the -village children ^< after schooL*' Nenither did Daisy 
herself desire companionship. When her two-syllable lesson was 
Igot by rote, she spent her time in tending her '* lambs,*' as she 
called the dowers ; and oh ! her lore for them I it was poetry's 
essence. She wonld ta& to "^em about €tod, ^* who made l^iem 
such beauties," bending her sweet head down to them, as if lis- 
tening to thdr spirit-whispers. To her Ihey were things of Hfe 
and joy. She went to sleep with them in her hand, wept over 
them when they withered. Perhaps living, as from her bir(& 
she had done, among thein^ had given her mind its dreamy, 
^ilritaal torn. She breathed an atmosphere of beanty, and what 
wonder if she imbibed its tone ! 

The only thing that had power to wean her from her ^ lambs" 
in the bright summer-time was the sound of music brought into 
the village by some itinerant musidan ; then she would bound 
towards the gate^ and stand with her full eye fixed, pensive^ 
and humid; her beautifully [modeled lip tremulous widi the 
intensity and depth of every varying emotion, as the melody 
changed from grave to eav. 

Sweet Daisy I methiuRS I see thee now, as of yore. That 
flashing cheek, that brow of deep, but childish thought, those 
wavy locks, gently lifted by the summer breeze, as it pkyed 'mid 
the shiniBg &nds. 

Sweet Daisy 1 What must thy beauty be now, if 'twas all we 
dream of an angel's here ! 

^ No doubt her eager delight at the rude melody would hate ex- 
cited a contemptuous smile from the accomplished season belle, 
whose "ear had been accustomed to correct, sdentific displays of 
music-power ;^so accustomed, indeed, that she thought "nothing' 
of talking incessantly, if not too loud to be well bred, during the 
whole performance of some marvellous piece, to master which 
the poor performer had spent a whole hecatomb of hours, and 
fondly calculated on winding up his audience to electrifying 
pitch ; but better days have dawned, and the majority of our 
readers will sympathize at once with Daisy and the performer. 
The sylph-like figure of the child decided William that she 
would never be able to **go out to service to earn her living," 
when he was " dead and gone ;" he therefore decided on appren- 
tiring her to the dressmaking and millinery business, which not 
only seemed to him an easy way of getting her living, but also 
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secured the Utile sunbeam near him, whom he frequently vowed 
was the ''best housekeeper in the world;" beside, he *' should 
like her to close his ejes whenever it pleased God to take him.'' 
Poor, old man ! He did for the best, and little did he dream that 
the very means he took to keep his sunbeam near him, would 
bring down a cloud of grief, and end in dark despair. It is often 
thus with the best concerted human plans. Overturned ! over- 
turned ! Why ! — " thxm shaU know hereafter/* 

At the age of thirteen, Daisy was duly victimised for two years 
as apprentice to Miss Frillins, the Frulins of the village, who, 
thougn she was no worse than more stylish principals, such as 
Madame Johns or Ma'mselle Delille, was quite as bad in the 
exaction of a vast amount of labour in an inconceivably smsll 
space of time, from the hands of her *' young ladies ;*' and for 
several consecutive weeks, at the gay season, when race and 
subscription balls, concerts, open-air breakfasts, etc., etc., de- 
luged the county, she would extort sixteen, eighteen, twenty 
hours' work from them. Little Daisy soon began to droop under 
this Legree system: the transition from the atmosphere of 
flowers and purity to the close work-room, the incessant sitting, 
the hurry and drive to accomplish orders that at these times 
poured in, *' to be done and sent home immediately," told fear- 
fully on the body and mind, both too tender for such an ordeal ; 
and at the end of ten months, after vainly striving against the 
inroads of languor and pain, she was obliged to give up all 
employment, and could do nothing but sit and watch her grand- 
father tend his flowers. 

'' I be sadly afeard I'm agoin' to lose my poor Daisy, too, my 
lady," said William one day to his kind mistress, wiping away 
the tears with the back of his hand, as he answered her inquiry 
for the child's health, *' I be sadly afeard she is agoin' after the 
others in the old churchyard, my lady !" 

'* You must not be desponding, my good William," replied the 
high-born woman, in a kindly tone, " I will go to see her, and 
if she is as ill as your fears seemed to imply, I will send Br. 
Armstrong; but I am sure you will keep up your spirits for 
Daisy's sake." 

** God bless and reward your ladyship for all your goodness to 
me, and them that's gone!" fervently responded, the old man, 
and as Lady Emily turned towards the cottage, a tear dimnung 
her eye, he leant his white head on the top of his spade, and 
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from the depths of his overflowing heart went up the prayer for a 
shower of blessings on that gentle woman's path. 

At the door of the lodge Lady Emily involontarily paused to 
look on the sweet picture its interior presented. Berore a chair, 
whereon a collection of rare flowers lay scattered^ as if arranging 
them into something like order, on her knees was Daisy, who 
thougli now nearly fourteen, looked scarcely more than twelve, s6 
innocent and childish was the fair face peering out from a mass 
of eolden hair, which lassitude had suffered to float wavily almost 
to her waist ; her eyes, of the softest hazel, wore that dreamy, 
spiritual expression which brings into the gazer's mind thoughts 
of heaven; but when any passing word or event touched the 
tremulous chord of feeling, they would kindle and dilate, 
throwing into the countenance a radiance from the indwelling 
fineness of spirit, that reminded the beholder of those vases 
painted by the Chinese that require inner illumination ere their 
exquisite penciling becomes visible. 

Lady Emily paused to contemplate the cottage child ; weariness 
had given to her figure a touching grace ; and as she leant over 
her flowers, unconscious of any observant eye, she seemied to the 
gazer too fair and fragile to battle with life's stem realities. 
Grently tapping. Lady Emily entered the little room. 
Daisy rose, blushing, to receive her distinguished guest, and 
placed a chair, enquiring as she did so : — 

'' Shall I run and call grandfather, my lady?-— he is only in 
the garden.'* 

** No !" answered Lady Emily, ** my visit is to you to-day ; he 
told me you were not quite well, and I am come to see if I can do 
anything for you ; sit down near me", she added kindly, *^ and tell 
me all you feel." 

Obeying the considerate command, Daisy sat down, tears 
sprinnng into her eyes as she said :— 

** Oh my lady ! how kind of you to take such notice of a poor 
girl like me that isn't worthy of it ! " 

^ You must not think that, my good child," respAded the 
noble woman, in the softest tone, '^you know we ought all to be 
kind to one another ; our blessed Lord left us an example, and 
we cannot be his disciples if we take no interest in our suffering 
fellow-creatures ; tell me, then, where you feel pain," and she laid 
her jewelled hand encouragingly on the meek young head at her 
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Be>Miiured by the maimer and worda^ Daisy answered^ '* I 
hayn*t any pain, my Lady, I only feel Tery tired indeed, as if I 
must lay itown and die ; and if it wasn't wr dear grandfaAer, 
who would eiy for me sadly, I wenld like to sleep in the quiet 
^rave beside my mother/' 

Lady Emily asked many questionfli, and elicited from de 
child's replies the &ct, that she was now suffering the redaction 
.of her over*tasked energies, and at her departore she promised to 
*'come i^ain i?erT soon/' Consulting first the honest servitOKi 
and then her husband, the thoughtful Lady Emily proposed that 
Daisy jbauld be transplanted at once to their house, plaeed 
under the care and trainiiig of the housekeeper, and as soon as 
her strength was suffidenUy restored, be instructed by her present 
maid, in order to take her place about her own person, Mn. 
Simpkins, the said lady's-maid, being about to be transferred to 
Miss Arlington on her marriage — ^then on the tc^. 

This arrangement was hailed with gratitude by William, who 
saw in it an earnest of his grandchild's future maintenance, when 
Jie should be gathered to his &theni ; and as Lady Emily begged 
Urn to come " wheneyer he liked," and always to dine at 4iie 
great house on Sundi^'s, Daisy left the peaceful cottage, shedding 
fewer tears than; she would have shed but for the kmd con- 
sideration shown towards her. 

The entire change, healthy, active cmi)lojment, and nutritioiD 
food soon restored the weakly maid to vigour^ and at the end of 
the year she accompanied the famOy in their stated yiait to 
London ! Never did a purer creatim enter that head quarter of 
iniquity than Elinor Snow. 

Shortly after Ihe above migration, the youngest son and pet 
of Lady Emily— a fine, promising lad — came from Harrow to 
spend some time with ms £unily, previous to his departure to 
one of the Universities to be duly oualified, or to qual^ himself 
lor the Church ; his maternal grandfather, a noble Earl, having 
twenty-nine livings in his gift, the richest of which he prudently 
reserved for the j^oungest, or stupidest sons in the Bamborougn 
family, who he piously hoped would be mysteriously " moved to 
the office^* the moment they had imbibed quantum sti^kit of 
learning : and as it is just possible our reader may not have any 
idea of the no end ''curiosities of literature/* the said inibibiii^ 
.grasped and grappled vrith in those duk ages, suppose we give a 
passmg glance at its most remarkable traits, it may not o&ljr 
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amose^ but be a soofoeof rgoiciiig^^ that ''mattevs are managed 
better now-a-days." 

'^ Facere c^iquid oeLvmwnpietaienifeu doctrmanif Chrosod pothia 
quam alid Ungud hquiy*^ said a/mse iiia]i».centane8 ago ; and we 
hope we may not pain the feelings of oar fmnmdBim hy giving 
a translation as well as we can^-— 

(Fcfr) '* it cannot he supposed that speaking^ or wril&ng in die 
Greek language, in preference to any other, can ha^e any pecum- 
liar effieacy in promoting the intecests of true piety or 

Now, mcUgre this sentiment had been propounded and insirted> 
on by many good men, whose- gri^ it was- tO' see sixdt undue pro- 
portions' of precious seed^-time-wasted iji thttaoqoisi^on; of ancient 
knowledge, which neither fed the flmne of piety nor pcomotsdi 
the interests of the highest learning, these young candidates for 
honours were expected to exercise the most unheard-of industry 
ia the s^d acquintion, ere th^ could: attain distinctiDn ; to wit, 
an incakulable amount of knowledge about heathen gods and 
goddesses, in the ori^bal,, imbibed simultaneouidy with the art 
of smoking, drinking, and gambling ! 

Ditto of ancient geography : giving the exact position of the^ 
ate of Heliopolis, or any other City of the Smt; measuring, to a 
hair's-breadth, the dimensions of the famous fountain fbrmed by^ 
the kick of the winged Pi3gasu%. wish, the art of shooting, racing^: 
and ''boxing made easy I" ^ 

Ditto of '' doing " Greek hexameters into anti -Saxon rhyme^ 
(emphatically small '^ curiosities of literature "), and confiding 
tradesmen at the same time 1 

Translating the tragedies of Euripides into imcouth English, 
and the reversionary interest of their estates (those who had^any) 
into the hands of Jews! 

But we really cannot foUow these young heroes ^' fast** enou^ 
in ih^ career at these seats of andent learning. We must panse^ 
leaving our readers to be' the best judges of their capabilities fbr 
solemn and responsible offices, and finish with one laughable 
anecdote demonstrative of the extreme utility of these kinds of 
learning :^~- 

^^ Eustace, can you tell what hail is ? " enquired a bright*- 
faoed little girl of her brother, just emerged from one of the- 
Uniyeisities wil^ the degree of M. A., strong in the classics and; 
self-importance. 
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'< Drops of water frozen, you little goose! '* answered M.A.y 
laughing. 

<' Then, what is snow, Eustace ? ** demanded the child. 

^' Drops of frozen water too, to be sure,*' M. A. responded. 

*^ Then, why is one soft and the other hard? What makes 
them so different? " asked his tormentor. 

'< By Jove, I don't know ! Do you, Miss Sharp-pins?^* ex- 
claimed M.A* 

'' Tes, yes ! ** shouted the delighted child, clapping her hands, 
" nurse told me all about it, and what makes the wind blow, and 
the rainbow I ** 

H. A. declares he must '* invest " in a catechism of ^^ Common 
Things," whidi soon suppknts Anacreon and Ovid at his usual 
hours of study, vis.> at mid-day, in bed, luxuriating in solitude 
and meerschaum! 



But the early youth of Charles Arlington bade fiur for a bright 
meridian. Fond of study, quiet and thoughtful, with talents of 
l^e highest. order, added to great generoHly of disposition, he 
seemed well calculated to shine in Ihe professioii chos^i for him 
by his doating mother. 

On the first morning of his arrival home, the youth was 
struck with the innocent loveliness of the child-servant, as she 
rose from her knees at family prayer, and he made many Siquiries 
concerning her of Ladv Emihr, who «poke with all the warmth of 
kindness she felt for the orphan. ^ A^few hours later and he was 
in the housekeeper's room, with a hundi of flowers which he had 
brought to introduce himself, and he could not have chosen a 
better medium. 

** Lady Emily tells me you are very fond of flowers," said 
Charles, as Elinor rose, blushing, and ^' I have brought you a 
few — much better than those," he added, pointing to a glass of 
withered beauties ; ^' will you allow these to take their place, and 
I will often brins vou more : I doat on flowers." 

** How beautiiul they are!'* involuntarily exclaimed the girl, as 
she recognised her old friends, raising for the first time her meek 
eyes, beaming with that peculiar expression for which we can 
find no nearer definition than lighting up from within ; but she 
immediately added, " Does Lady Emily know you have brousht 
them, sir 7 Will she like you to give them to a poor girl hke 
meP' 
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This question, prompted bv an instinctive sense of propriety, 
8)H>ke at once to the heart of the generous youth, and he replied, 
with a bright smile, <' it was such a trifle that I did not ask her, 
but I certainly will, and bring you some very often." 

Tme to his word, he constantly supplied the room with choice 
flowers, all unconsciously to himself giving affection with them ; 
and in the orphan's gratitude, love meekly blended, though not 
oae word had been spoken, nor one love-look exchanged. 

• Short-sighted lady-mother ! How could she contact two such 
yoaog, inexperienced beings 7 

True, she looked upon them as children ; she knew the unde- 
ffled pnrity of the orphan's heart; she rejoiced in the open, 
noble character of her favourite boy, while the disparity of rank 
presented to her a barrier nought could leap over, or throw 
down, and if she thought at all of his question,— 

<' Mother, your little waiting-maid seems quite as fond of 
flowers as I am ; may I take her a few sometimes ?'* it was only 
to admire the kindness and thoughtfulness of the action ; and 
re|oice that he could find pleasure in such a simple act, at an 
age when the majority of striplings were caricaturing manhood, 
by an extra profuse use of " Latakia," a conventional drawl, 
and excessive nonentitytm. 

Poor Elinor! just as she loved and looked upon the flowers, 
80 she loved and looked upon him who brought them ; no 
thought of the future clouded her mind ; she never sought to 
know whether he, who, by trifling acts of kindness had planted 
in her unsophisticated heart a seed that had taken root, striking 
oat fibres in that rich soil, soon to overrun all beside, ever gave 
one thought to her, or knew how every pulse quickened as his 
footsteps fell on its pure depths. She knew, nor sought to know, 
aiaght of him beyond her own ideal world peopled with his 
image, unconscious that the chains now so light would some day 
become iron and eat into her soul. 

And Charles? Prompted at first by the desire of giving 
pleasure, so natural to the young and generous, he had simply 
^^ratified hb felings. Lady Emily's account of the orphan ap- 
pealed to his romantic nature, and interested him ; and as day 
by day he saw fresh traits of the innocence of her character, his 
interest deepened till at length, all unconsciously, he found her 
fair young image blended with, and looking out upon, all his 
libgr-areams of future glory and bliss. 
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Ah I bow frequeoidy these ^breams— -pooh-poah'd as '* \Ki?/iA** 
and ** childish*'-— colour and ittfluence the after«life! nay, cobwr 

iEftemity ! 
Never^ by word or look^ had either of these iog^mous beinga 

biliai^ed tlie secret nestUjig deep within* while happy moiitlis 

flew by, and the departure of Charles drew near.. 

On. the morning of hia departure be sougbib the weE kaowa 
room, and hastily placing two or t)»ee of her favoante flowess. 
on a taUe near wbieb she sat working, he said, ** I am going 
away, Elinor, for a long time, and X have broi^ht you a £ew 
flowei!8-*-*{»arhap8 the last I may ever bring you. I hope you w31 
not forget me, and will be as happy as I wish and pray you may 
be/* He did not wait for any reply, but casting a look full. of 
love on the face of the agitated siri, he left the room. 

For some time after he left, Elinor sat 8(;atue4ikey then t^deijy 
gathering up the last gift of love, she pressed the fragile treasures 
to her qiuvering lip, placed them in her little trunk, and con* 
tinned her work, none reading in her meek eye and paler cheek 
aught of the pure passion smouldering within. 

Lady Emily's hejEdth becoming a source of apprehension to her 
family, she was induced to yisit Malta, whither Elinor accomr 
panied her; and as Charles spent much of his leisure at the 
seat of his grandfather, which afforded him more amnsement 
than the quiet maternal home, some time passed away ere they 
met again ; and what a change that period had wrought I 

The pure-hearted boy had grown into the bold young man- 
all the ^' fine gold'* of promise that strataed his early character 
had been smelted down in the crucible of ancient learning,, and 
fused with grosser metal. The freshness and beauty of those 
sacred feelings that nestle in the breast of generous youth had 
become sullied, and when he again met the subdued glance of 
his " old flower-girl" as he jocosely termed Elinor, there was an 
expression in the passionate gaze of his beautiful eye thai 
bKH^^h^ the blush of offended innocence into her fiice> and then 
reeecSng, left her deadly pale. 

From, that moment EUnor determined, if possible, never to w» 
him ; that look desolated and scattered the bright mosaic of her 
ideal world, and opened up a gulf of woe ; and as the dehcate 
leaves of a rose-bud, which has been carelessly plucked, and 
thrown down to be trodden on, fold closer round the crushed 
heart they erst shielded from the storm, so, over the mins eC 
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hef' entrancing dream she drew the veil of parity^-— pressing 
ito many shrcrading folds closely on her heart*, from whence she 
nescdved to wrendi the image whidi had so long reigned there 
its imperial lord. 

Ah! ndlat a moval gvandness did that resolv« display I what a. 
refinement of sod, whispering snch a sacrifice was necessary ! 
No jnother^s gentle voice of warning or enconn^pement I no faith-' 
M hand to wipe away the hurning tearsl no warm* loving hieast; 
whumiiiii to Isy the bcow, as the. dew of sjnnpaidiy Alison the; 
parched soul. 

The addiiration of Gharies was only increased by her e^ent 
asroidajice. In vain he sought an opportunity to pour into her 
ear the love that was becoming every day wilder and strcmgex:.. 
Net that even» in idea, he then had any intention of polluting her 
mih the words of unholy passion; he had not yet cast o^T all 
generosity of youth, and respect for virtue. No man becomes a; 
profligate at one bound ; step by step he reaches that goal, from 
which he looks back on all Ufe's purposes counteracted, its 
noblest and best aspirations trampled on and destroyed by th») 
ison heel of brazen-fronted Vice ; and what devastation and 
an^;nbh attend its footsteps! — ^' grey hairs brought down with. 
sorrow to the grave ; '' shame's burning spot scorching the cheek 
of youth ; the desolated hearth and homestead ; the tale of un- 
told suffering in the meek mother-eye f the -but why* 
describe a progeny too fearfully numerous and well-known I 
Ghf what a scene the life of the profligate presents in liis (some- 
limes how short I) journey to ^t Eternity where '' every nuxm 
shall he judged hy the deeds done in the body/** 

A few months after the return of her favorite son to College^ 
Lady Emily, who had long been declining, died almost suddenly,, 
aad Elinor lost her kind protectress^ &e establishment being 
immediately broken Up. She therefore decided on returning to 
her grandfather, but was sixongly advised by her ci-divant friend, 
the housekeeper, to apply for employment at one of the '* fashion- 
able West-End houses," where her ^^ long services in Lady Endly's 
family would be a recommendation*'* 

No doubt this was but sorry advice for the fri^idless, inexpet* 
rienced girl ; but in addition to her real '^ liking " for her, MrsL. 
€k>odenough had private reasons for not wishing her to taka ax 
'^&eah place." No one more duly appreciated^ or encroached om 
the good taste and skill the little mUimer displayed, not only int. 
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her art, but in making-lip and remodding sundry suspiciaas 
remnants of lace and ribbon, dignified with the name of ^' dress- 
caps," than the worthy woman ; and she did not like the idea of 
these supplies being cut off, which would be the case unless 
Elinor located in London, where she had already domi- 
ciled herself in a snug coffee and eating-house — ^set up for life 
out of her savings and '^ perqtusites " during her servitude in 
Lady Emily's family, and where she fully intended to be sought 
in marriage by the obese butler, who called the Earl of Heedless 
master, but who in reality was master himself. 

When the sad intelligence of the death of his kind mistress 
reached William Snow, he wrote to his grandchild requesting 
her to return to him» as he was ^* kept on ** till the place was let, 
^ and if you can find a little work just to help, dear Daisy, we 
shall get on well enough ; He that took away one friend will 
raise us up another," said the trusting old spirit ; and Elinor had 
decided to yield to the wishes thus expr^sed, when the good 
woman before-named over-ruled this intention, by representing 
in glowing colours, what a '^ miserable life she would lead, shut 
up all day stitching and slaving, and never earning her salt after 
all," for she ^' knew very well what the village of Dale was ; 
whereas, by following her advice, Elinor may be able to get a 
nice little business of her own. She wduld recommend her to 
all her friends, and by and by she could have her grandfather to 
Eve with her, when he was past work." 

We need not adduce all the items of special pleading, which 
appeared to the young girl so very plausible, or the vivid remem- 
brances roused in her heart of the weary days and nights of toil 
that had reduced her almost to death's door, when the kindness 
of Lady Emily rescued her ; or the fond hope held out of com- 
forting the declining days of her grandfather ; suffice it, that like 
many a country novice, Elinor thought the streets of London 
were " paved with gold," and that she would be " sure to get 
on ** in the vast emporium of trade, where there seemed work 
and employ for all, and to spare ; thus overborne by the influ- 
ences from without and within, her first intention of returning to 
Dale was set aside, and under the auspices of Mrs. Goodenough, 
she engaged herself for six months to a very respectable dress-. 
snaker and milliner ; and as work was termed ^^ slack" the first 
lew weeks, only twelve hours' labour— acoordino to English 
LAw«-*wa8 exacted firom the employed| she felt rejoiced that she 
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had listened to advice, and at the expiration of her engagement 
would have her usual *' nice little sum '* to send her dear grand- 
&ther. 

But, alas! poor, sanguine Elinor! Bj and bv the yearly 
sacrifices in the temple of Fashion, named the '^ Season,*' com* 
menced ; orders '^ to be done immediately " hourly poured in ; 
the principal of the establishment, unable to engage extra hands->- 
her own being tied by the trade*paralysing, long-credit system- 
exacted of her work-women, first sixteen, then eighteen, and 
twenty hours consecutive labour! Vainly the skinny nervous 
fingers, the weary and sunken eye, the drooping dejected figure 
appealed ; the Work must be done, or custom lost. 
' *' The Countess of Vanity would never fotgive her if she kept 
her waiting ! " 4 

^' Lady Pride would take away her patronage if the ball dresses 
were not sent before such a time ! *' 

^^Mrs. Heartless wanted her bonnet and mantle in time for 
Hi(»ming service, and if they worked till the bells struck out it 
must bd^ done ! " Thus out of the thews and sinews, souk and 
bodies of these victims, was wrung the attire wherewith the 
votaries of fiishion decked themselves for the show ; and when, 
yielding at last to Nature's stem denuuid for repose, the hot and 
stndned eye-Ud droppied for one moment over the blood-shot eye^ 
the tremulous hand stood still from very powerlessness to move, 
or the exhausted energies found relief in a blessed faint, bringing 
at least forgetfulness,* exciting drugs, artfully introduced into 

• '' The fourth toeeh it was mach the same, till Friday, when we com- 
menced work, as usaal, at eight o'clock, and went on till between fonr and 
fire on the following morning. It was near fire when we went to our bed- 
rooms. Daring the day we bad our meals as nsdal. At midnight we had 
a cap of coffee brought us. I am sure something improper was put into it 
to keep as awake, as when we went to bed none of us could sleep, ^hich was 
invariably the case after taking coffee at midnight; whereas the coffee which 
was given as those nights when we could retire to bed at eleven or twelve 
iTcIock never product this effect. The young lady who lay with me said, oa 
the particular morning referred to, ' What shall we do till eight o'clock, as 
We cannot get to sleep ? ' We walked about the room till six o'clock, when 
I went out and called upon my sister at . The other young persons 

(with the exception of one who managed to sleep an hour or so) endeavoured 
to employ themselTes, some by writing, others by looking over their boxes,, 
and Bttcblike, till breakfast ; after which we continued working till twelve 
o^slook. This was Saturday night Five of us occupied one be<&oom. The 
apartmeat was very small and close— very close— and not clean. The ceiling 
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some domestic bererage, were given tkem, producing a terribly 
rjBsUess and fevered state of nerve, and they plied the needle 
with half-maddened rapidity, till the reaction began. Then— • 
oh^ what a sad picture ! 

Look at those white, haggard faces, moving, spectre-like, rest- 
lessly up and down the small, dirty, stifling closets, called sleeps 
ing apartments, where only one can dress at a time, and where: 
none can stand quite upright 1 Look at those brows bound with 
wet rag,* in the vain attempt to still the fevered throbbing and 
the scalding agony of the drugged, over-excited brain. 

Mark here the sunken^ lustreless eye of spirit-broken doggedi*^ 
ness — there the glittering glare of reckless despair! 

Listen to that wailing voice calling piteously on the long^monl- 
dered mother ! 

Hark to that half-shriek, half-oath exclamation; ^* ant thing 
ratl^er than this ! " 



As we have stated, poor Elinor, ignorant 'of the excessive 
labour extorted from the slaves of the needle, had engaged her- 
self for six months, stipulating for " Sundays to herself ; '* this 
request was readily acceded to, and at first respected ; pleasant 

wflB SO low, that when I stood upright, tip-toe, I coald, by a slight addi- 
tional movement of the body upwanls* touch it with my hand. We were 
so crowded, moreover, that we could not all move about and drcse at one. 
time ; and what made it still worse, it adjoined another room in which two 
others slept. These young persons were so cramped for space, that they 
literally could scarcely move. They were obliged to have the door kq)t 
open that led into our room, or they must have been stifled, as there was no 
other way of their getting air. We were thus, as it were, seven persons 
sleeping in one apartment. In their little room there was no fireplace ; in 
ours there was, bat there was a chest of drawers against it, for which there 
was no space in any other part of the room." — Condition of thig oppre$t8d 
eUus of England's Dbughierg, By John Lilwall, Honorary Secretary, 
qf the Early Closing Association, 

* " I made up my mind Uiat I would not work later that night, come what 
would. Indeed, I felt that I could not do another stitch. During the 
afternoon and evening, as it was, I had to leave the work-room several times, 
to try to get relief by drinking, and by washing my face and forehead with, 
cold water. We also had a smelling-bottle on the tabic, or we never coold- 
have kept awake. After retiring to my bedroom, I was In such a feverish 
state as to be obliged to apply wet linen to my head. On the Sunday mom* 
ing, when I awoke, my tongue was so swollen that I could not speaL M^ 
eyes, also, were so bad that I could not see."— Ibid. 
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yna it to see the young girl Trending lier -way to the one 
aanctnary of €arth, ** where there is neither high nor loW*' in His 
cjre who looks on the heart and judges theremm. 

After serrice the interrening hours were spent with her-fiiend 
ftbe ei^divant housekeeper, who duly congratulated herself upon 
ueing a religious woman, heeause she was tolerably punctual in her 
'' going to church always in the mornings/' and in imitating her 
(Sapniors by ** staying a^wiy" all the rest of the day ; making it 
Mpecies of half-and-half time, or heaven in the morning and earth 
jn the evening. 

But, alas, for poor Elinor ! and shame to the law that'is too weak 
ito protect those who are not strong enough to protect themselves ! 
rsoon this God-g^n day of rest was dragged into the work-Mael- 
vtrom, and [many weeks elapsed ere the friends met agaia — ^too 
exhausted, when released for a few hours from toil, to attend to 
Baored duties, the poor child dress-maker threw herself in help^ 
ess weakness on her comfortless bed, and a short death-like 
'shimber prepared her for the following morning's four o'clock 
recunii]^ slin^-trade.* 

* 

* '* I have«o teoeatly as within the last f^ weeks had xnterviews with se- 
veral yoang persons engaged in these businesses, and I have been pained to 
find from the Inquiries which I have thus instituted that their present state 
of snflferinfl^ and oppressiAn is precisely analogous to that set forth in the 
«tsrtllng evidence given before the two special Committees of the House of 
Lords, and from which your Lordship and the Right Rev. Prelate have se- 
venilly quoted. As-one instance of the present enslaved condition of, I will 
not say all, but a vast number of these young persons, I hold in my hand a 
itatement furnished me by a gentleman that I have long known, on whose 
veracity I can rely, and who is nearly related to the would-have-been victim, 
had the been obliged to continue for any length of time in the employ of the 
inhnman woman in whose establishment the case occurred. It appears that 
it is there the custom of the hands (as they are called) to brealdast before 
eommencing their day's labour; and they are expected to be In the work- 
room by eight o'clock each morning, and, in the regular way, to continue 
tolling on till eleven o'clock at night, and frequently till twelve, one, and 
«ven two o'clock on the following morning. Within the last week or two, 
these yonng persons were kept at work during the whole ol* three successive 
nights. (Cries of ''Name, name.") You will excuse my not acceding to 
that request, which I would gladly do, but that I should thereby incur the 
tisk of an action for libel — such is the anomaly of the English laws. During 
the period that they were working those three entire nights, one of the 
yomig persons asked permission to leave for a few hours to meet her mother, 
who had come up to town to see her sick son. She was told she might go, 
Imt that they '* quite wondered how she could have the face to ask." She 
returned about eleven o'clock, not to retire to bed, but to resume her toil in 
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Many week9 passed in the hot race, but at length a respite to 
the rush and whirl of business dropped in — ^in the shape of **Ijeatf" 
during which ascetic period it was then the fashion for the greajt 
world to ^' keep quiet/' and prepare at one and the same time 
their souls and bodies for the impending avalanche of gaiety and 
frivolity ; hence, poor Elinor was again at liberty to seek the 
abode of her friend Mrs. Goodenough. 

<< Why, bless my heart ! " exclaimed the latter, as she entered* 
"whatever have you been adoin' to yourself — ^where is your 
flesh gone to 9 — ^why, if you ain a perfect skelenton I do sit down, 
child, and tell me lul about it I " 

No wonder such exclamations found voice, for the helpless girl 
was sadly altered; the nutritious food she had been so long 
accustomed to, and which seemed needful from the delicacy of her 
constitution, *had been substituted by course provisions scantily 
supplied, and hastily swallowed, forbiddine the healthy functions 
their legitimate office,* and hence turned into poison. 

Some explanation having been given, and counsel vouchsafed on 
the part of her friend, Elinor departed, promising to spend part of 
the following Sabbath with her ; and i^ pursuance of this promise 
she had scarcely left her place of servile toil on that day, ere she 

the work-room. This is the last case which has come under my notice, bat I 
have in my .possession some six or eight others, differing in detail, indeed, 
but of an equally aggravated character ; all of which are so many illostim- 
tions of a state of things which is a foul blot uix»n the character of the heads 
of the establishments where this system is carried on, and scarcely less dis» 
graceful to a country which does not rise as one man, and demand the im.- 
mediate suppression of that inhuman system. I do feel, my Lord, that 
these oppressed young persons have the strongest possible claim npgn the 
sympathy I mean the practical sympathy — of Uie entire En^^iish people, 
more especially because, from the very circumstance of their sex, they are 
utterly powerless to extricate themselves from the intolerable bondage to 
which they are exposed." — Mr. Lilwall 

*^ '** Theftr$t vseekl was there we began work at eight in the morning, and 
worked till between eleven and twelve o'clock at night There was bo fixed 
time for meals ; we had to take them as £Kst as we could, and retim to the 
work-room directly we had finished. The #eeofi<f to^ilUierewas a DrawJag- 
room. We worked on Tuesday till twelve o'clock, and on Wednesday we 
continued at it till between three and four o'clock on the foUowingmorning* 
We then went to bed, but had to begin work again at eight o'clock^ and 
continued at it till twelve. The following day (Friday) we worked from 
eight till between eleven and twelve o'clock at night. We always break- 
fasted before we began work— that is, before eight o'clock."'— J^Vvm a com (y 
J. Lilwall, Esq. 
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htturd her name pronounced by a voice that swept and agitated 
eyerv note of her young heart's diapason, and in a moment the 
hand of Charles Arlington grasped hers, as he ifkclaimed» — 

** Where did you sprine from, my charming flower-girl I How 
Igngl it is since . we met f It seems an age to me ! But ■, 
AhT I see you have forgotten your old friend," he added in a 
sixbdued melancholy voice, as Elinor withdrew her hand, — not 
before he had exultingly felt it tremble in his grasp like a captive 
bird, and turned her drooping eye from his ardent gaz^ which 
reminded her of the last time they met, exclaimine-— 

^* Oh, sir ! please let me go ! what would Lady Emily have 
said, if she had seen you shaking hands with a poor girl like me 
in the street !" 

This suggestive appeal to the memory of his mother, checked 
for a moment the current of his feeUngs, and in a tone which 
long haunted his victim's heart, Charles replied,-— 

«I see you have indeed forgotten me, Elinor! I will not 
distress you by my presence ; good-bye for ever !" and respect* 
fully raising, his hat, he cast on her a look of tender reproach, and 
past on ; while — full of self-condemnation for her ingratitude (as 
she thought) towards her former friend — ^the poor girl turned, 
intending to ask his forgiveness, and entreat him not to think 
she had forgotten him, when she saw he had been joined by 
a friend, and they were both looking after her : hastily averting 
her burning face, she hurried towards Mrs. Goodenough's with a 
torn and bleeding heart. 

^^ By Jove, Charlie, you would beat old Job out of the field 
d^ad I Do you mean to say you h«ve been pumding heau; for the 
last two Ykxywaa to catch a glimpse of that little Madonna-like 
phiz 1" exclaimed young Viscount Brace to the superb dissipated 
looking " CharUe." 
. ** Verily, yes I Is she not a lovelv creature?" asked Charlie. 

''Too pide, too spirituelle for me," responded Viscount; 
** your Guido faces are not exactly to my taste. I pretiTfer a 
little moau; flesh, and- 



mwiw uesxi, wi u " 



What an unromantic animal you are, Brace I" interrupted 
Charlie, laughing. '' Give me my little Lily, and you may have 
all the Rubens and Lawrences and Court beauties in the world.'* 
" But she is so teru^ibly pale and fumgile-looking,** persisted 
Brace* , 
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W^t a wMe, my dear ^Ikte, and you will aee ^Ae eokmriDane 
teck to ker face ; and then, by hearen, she is the most saoffiic 
creatove you ev€r saw !'* aoawei«d Charlie. 

'*But not for ^ou/' obserred his chum; "Depend upon it 
you htsve nc chance with your Homaiv gal, Clucdie; she is as 
cold and insensible to your perfections as ■ » " 

"Time ^nll show! Wait a little T again intarupted itiie 
'aooomplii^ied youth ; who having Imig since cast off the restrainliB 
ef ooDscieDeey and crushed the rising promise of his youth, had 
begun a caveer of -vice in companionship with seTend otliers of 
bis stamp, sad indeed. 

" Wait a little. Do you recollect your bet^about the pretty 
little confectionary girl at Oxford ?*' 

"Ton honoA, you are too bad," laugl^d the Viscount. 
^^What a gloiidns parson you will make, if you go on as you 
have begun. When do you mean to commence a t^zeformation ?" 

" Mums the word !'' replied the incipient ** teadier," laying his 
£nger gaily on his lip. *^ I'll .have my game out first, and then 
settle down ' quite proper' to the work of wimiing so^, as Br« 
Culling calls a parson's liife." 

" Winmng hearts, you mean, you sad dog," rejoined Br«ee; 
*^ or most likely you intend beginning with them, and the othouw 
foUffu; as a amtimo of course." 

** In season and out of season," said Charlie, with an expression 
of mock'Saaotity on his fine totures. "Enough of this, by 
and by. I hate the very ,'name of ' orders,' and oidy wonder 
what could have induced my po^ mother to bmd me to a life I 
dislike, and make a ^ case' imt of such a scapegrace as I am T 

"Because you were fit for nothing else, you scamp, and yoa 
know it," laughed Brace. 

"Benrose two thousand a>year, and some (me to do die woik 
is better than a younger son living on his mts and half-a*croim 
fi-week pocket-money,'* rejoined Charhe, bitterly, 

" Heatt7 ! heat& !" chimed in Brace. 

"Whwe are you off to now?" inquired Charlie; "where 
do you dine ?" 

" With Lady Lovegood, at seven ; early on Sunday, to allow 
the servants plenty of time to west, and say their ptrayers, uid 
sini; psalms ; since the deaw old soul has*^ been seized with a 
stti^oke of piety, she is become so exceedingly good, that she 
won't allow any of the doaws in the house to be shut aftaw Aej 
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4ffe once opened^ because she di8appti;oves of Sunday labai&,' 
answered his friend, gaily. 
' f' Which suits your peculiar ideas abundantly well, eh?" de- 
manded Charles^ significantly. 

" All a pack of stuff and nonsense ! I hate this hubbub about 
Sunday and Monday, as if one day wasn't just as good as 
anothoti? ; but of course I take especial care to agt^ee^ in toto, 
with every syllable the fanatic old lady uttaters. I'm her ^ non- 
such,' you know !" exclaimed Brace. 

" H0W9 for heaven's sake ! do you manage ?" asked Charlie, 
laughing. 

" Oh ! easy as a glove/' answered Ernest ; '* when she 
leehaws me on the 'pomps and vanities of this wicked world, 
and all the sinful lusts of the fiesh/ including Sunday labat<7, I 
ttum up my eyes, and get up a sigh or two, which she inter- 
prets into manifest tokens of ' gu;ace,' and a sign that I shall 
soon be lionized at Exeter Hall as a living * specimen ' of 
aaintship! I won her heart the other day, and bettat^; still, a 
cheque to pay a bill that threatened the liberty of the subject, 
by steadily t&efusing to allow her slow hntlaw to open a bottle of 
soda mBtaw, because I didn't apps&ove of Sunday labow I" 

*' Capital! excellent!" exclaimed Charlie, highly delighted, 
adding, '' you ^ust positively go down with me to Lucre, to pre« 
side at my induction. What a sensation we shall make ! You 
shall do the ^ grace ' with the dowagers, and I will get up all my 
impromptu piety for the lambs of my flock. Won't the parish 
aoon ring with the praises of ' that excellent young man, the new 
Sector, so devoted ! so heavenly minded !" 

'* To say nothing of his beauty !*' laughed Ernest. 

*' O ! that as a matter of course," answered Charles, in the 
same gay strain ; ' Isn't he a sweet young man, aunt ?' asks some 
verdant country Hebe of a venerable spinster, who elevates her 
pious eyes and hands, exclaiming, — 

^' 'Too good and beautiful for this vain world, child !' " 

^' I do believe, Charlie, that you were made a parson to "pwove 
the old saying, * the nearaw the church, the farther from * " 

^* Softly! softly! most immaculate sir," interrupted Charlie, 
** Pm not a whit worse than " 

^^That tet(;ible felloti; Slangsby?" interrupted Brace, in his 

turn. *' O, no, that you are not ! he was the scourge of the 

u 



funihs andihis poatr mother^B tpqyctnal nightmmie; andnio tfaagr 
sent him to take ordaws I" 

*'Tou don^t mean to say diat bulijing fsllu^ i»iiiade a ptrson! 
Why, he was at Harrow with me, and wmther^iakr bladulMp 
of the fy>nn«-^he narrowly escaped Jbeing e]q>eiled, sold -was 
^ plucked * like a goose !" exclaimed the tviiiuous Charlie, :iii- 
^dignantly• 

^'True as the light/' answered Brace, *^'and onr old^dodge' 
Alexander is in fow it too.; he knodEed np a jolly trow, -imd 
imore no onC' should ewaw make A«n stand up befoau; hisftsiends 
with a lie in his tiaght hand, but he was obliged to buckle toatlast!'* 

'^ How "did they get over him, then V inquieed Charlie. 

i "* ^^ O, his £simily attacked him in^ most vulnerable past, «Bd 

!made his taking ordau» the condition upon which they would 

aUow him to marry his beatttifol cousin, Aiioe Vaughan, to whom 

.he was passionately attached.* Waaox'the a thoroi^^h joUy! 

^'ConBcientiDns Biabop Bnmet, in his Bemaa^ on Orditaatioa, dedmd 
that it was one of his <* g^test trials," and gave liim the '* deepest pidn," to 
have " to ordain so many ungodly men for the ministry." Did tmth enr 
need a rampart behind which to shelter herself, could a stouter one be 
thrown up ? and, lest it should be imagined that theso characters, Slaogsby 
and Alexander, and the ctreiimstaaces related are improTlsed from the cells 
of Fancy, the writer begs to state they are faotb, leaving the cap to be 
worn by him whom it flts. Moreover, there is another now '^ preparing for 
the church,'* who, from hfs pre-eminence in profligacy, is entitled to figure 
vfith them ; one who, in early manhood, has ruined his constitution, blasted 
his ebaracter, and involved* himself in disgraceail pecuniary* traasaetiaBs by 
\n eareer of ^Ase, aad yet who is only ^* waiting to pass'' ere he is ^^movflf ' 
as an '< ambassador " for the King of kings ! He will read this taleu Oil I 
that he may recognize the portrait, and pause ere he *' treasures up to him- 
self wrath against the day of wrath," by taking the step meditated. Be- 
xwailing this hopeful son's immorality to the writer, his mother remariud,— 
-<< I only hope Bohert will kaTe off all- these sad doings when he geHiato 
Aa chmchl" 

••■■■J ^W«*i» ■ •■ ' 

" Why not * leave ' the idea of entering the church ?" was anggestecL 
*< Oh 4ear, no ! ezdaimed the bewailing mother, evidently assailed in her 

most sensitive part ; '^ the living is in the family, and worth seyeralhundreds 
^a-year, but my eldest son doesn't want it, and Qeorge is in the aimy, » 

Bbbertmust have it A rery good man is doing the duty for him tiU he 

passes." , 

Here is a melancholy specimen of a system of " preaching to live I' 

What benefit is it that ** heterodox " evangelists are rousing the slnmbcrias 

national piety, when oar Teaerahle <^ mother" penaits tach pollnted hands 

^^tonschcthe^sanredark ! 




and^SQGh a daneer! 6u»eawood tells me lie has i^ven up all 
worldly amusements except waltzing ; he met him aad ^his 
elegant wife last Cunsmas at the Dallingford's^ and he waarthe most 
iadeHii^Ue whirler of the pati;ty." 

'^^^! let him dance/' replied Charlie, listlessly, '^ I. never 
shall when I am thoroughly installed. I hearhall-goiog, dancing 
deigymen are unpopulsj*, and I am determmed to. be ' popular/ 
though it will never be as a preacher.'* 

"Ay 9 ay! you will be populate, my fine fello^^ take my word 
foil; ,it/' laughed Ernest, ^' Lucre is just the place for you. 
Talk about your uncle. Lord Wiseman, and your cousin her Gtm^e 
of Belg^oavia, and the work is done without your stt^^iking a 
blow foie; it ; and if you throw in the little make-weight of a jolly 
diunau; now and then you will go up like a u^ocket V* 

** But how about the sermonizing ?" laughed Charlie, much 
amuaed at the graphic eloquence of his noble chunu '^'^^^-'^'-''I^KCi 

"Oh, hang the sermons!" returned Brace, '*you will only 
piereach spat&ingly, and can get all sorts and sizes, .from foau;- 
pence to a shUling and upwards, according to the quality, as 
thousands of your stamp do V* 

" Any one would imagine you contemplated a ' go in,* " observed 
Charlie, ** why not have a shy at one of your father's—- " 

** Not I !" interposed the young noble, ** the army for me." 

" And you can but fall back upon one of the Earl's gifts, when 
you are drummed out of that I eh ?" gaily remarked Charlie. 

** No, no, by Jove ! I wouldn't be such a sneaking parson as 
that huffoon Yaldens, if you would pn;omise me Canterbury 
to-morrow; what evaw I am, no sham for mel" answered 
Brace. 

<' Oh, most virtuous and discreetest youth I" esdaimed Charlie 
in a tone of mock admiration; "if you don't arrive at a Fi^d 
Marshal's baton as soon as your upper lip is fledged, ^vrhat an 
ungrateful country you will serve I" 

"And you to a Bishopric, as 'beauty of holiness,* eh? 'O, but 
I say old fellah ! suppose it should come. into &shion £ow all the 
sermons to be submitted to the different bishops of the diooeaes, 
as plays are to the Lord Chamberlain, what apspetty %«ffe£^'you 
would eut, and what a jolly lot of stuff w(Mdd meet ;thete delighted 
gazer 

*' No fear 1" replied the other, " there are pkiily of f^uurdians 
of public morals without m^ an iniMmitioii M yoo . anggeit. 

v8 
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Beside, I bet ten to one my productions would be as good any 
dav as Slangsbj's, Alexander's^ Yaldens*, and a whole host of 
others !" 

"I heard that canting old psalm-singing Dr. Culling tell 
Lady Loregood the other evening, that the weason why ptoeaching 
is so inefficient in the ^toesent day, is ' because of the unfitness of 
the genetiwlity of those put into the ministti^j* '* and he named 
Taldens and a score of others, adding, — 

''If the Mastati^ should suddenly come into his temple as he 

did of old, surely He would say now as he did then, * take these 

THINGS Jience, makenotmy Fathers house a house of merchandise.* " 

* ''The impertinent old hypocrite 1*' exclaimed Charlie, ''and 

what did you say. Brace V* 

" I was obliged to be mum because of her pious ladyship, but 
I could have blown him off the coast with his cantmg and 
ctooaking, he would set a nation U^thou^ by . the etaios" 
answered Viscount. 

" Didn't you favour him with a look of righteous indignation?*' 
asked Charlie. 

" Modw than my commission's worth,'*Jresponded Viscount, 
with a shrug of the shoulders ; " he is a pwime itixowite witli 
Lady Lovegood ; his anti-carnal conversation fans the fiame of 
her piety when 'tis at a low ebb, and he toelishes her snug little 
dinnatrs, washed down with iced champagne ; a wegvlaw loaves 
and fishes mongaur, or I'm no judge." 

" No doubt of that," remarked Charlie, listlessly drawing from 
his vest a watch, much less than the old coins, lockets, amalets, 
and other trumpery suspended to it, and peering with half-closed 
eyes into its wee face, exclaiming, " I must be off to my lily, or I 
shall lose my chance ! a propoa, where can I get a bouquet to- 
day ? Flowers will win the way to her heart, if anything wilL I 
don't know what lovers would do without this staple commodity ; 
they are the past, present, and future of the verb to love." 

"Where do you dine?" asked Ernest. "Will you go with 
me to Zion House ; her pious ladyship will duly appu^eciate your 
ti^everence ?" 

"No, no, thank you I Dine, did you say? Goth! Vandal! 
What should I dine firom but my lily's smiles I" exclaimed 
Charlie, gaily. 

"And a spare dinnati^ at your club, as you are tklqn&fidM 
tt&dvellau;/' rejoined Brace, in the same strain. 
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After a fev more equally important questions and replies, these 
eDibryos — one of a teacher " moved to the office/' and the other 
of a legislator, — ^parted ; and we confess ourselves unable to decide^ 
leaving it rather to our fair readers to do so, whether the remark 
of the illustrious Roman, formerly applied to Sir W. Vane, would, 
or would not have been equally applicable to each .of these 
heroes, — 

''His instructors were indeed to be envied^ who, at vast 
expense, had made him so foolish." 

On his retuni to town, a few days previous to the meeting just 
recorded, Charles had ** merely looked in" on Mrs. Ooodenough, 
ostensibly to enquire for the well-being of the old domestic, who 
'< doated upon him," but in reality to learn somethme about Elinor, 
whom he had never been able to forget, though, to do him justice, 
he had tried to do so* Having learnt her place of residence, 
and also that the good woman expected her "to tea" on the 
ensuix^ Sunday, he detenmned to watch for her, and with what 
success the reader is acquainted. Probably had any one asked 
him why he sought the poor girl, he would have been at a loss 
for an answer; or had Ernest taxed him with dishonourable 
views, he would have started from the suspicion, in anger ; for, 
early as he had become initiated into habits of profligacy and 
dissipation after his college advent, the innocent face of his 
boy-love would rise up before him-— a thing apart from all beside^-^ 
and check for a while the current of his loose life. Perhaps 
more from a sense of false shame at being taimted as ''very 
harmless," ^'exceedingly good,'* "piously inclined," "quite a 
saint," and want of moral courage to dare be singular, he had 
yielded to the evil examples of those around him, than from any 
inherent love of vice for its own sake. It is not an uncommon 
case : many gaUant young spirits, lull of noble aspirations and 
resolves for a life of honorable usefulness, have entered the seats 
of andent learning; and after parleying awhile with the mysterious 
yoice within, have turned the adder ear to its warnings, and, follow- 
ing the influence and example of godless companions, they have 
plunged into a vortex of follies and crimes, ending in blighted 
hopes, disiqppmnted expectations, ruined health, blasted character, 
and, unless the long-suffering One stretch forth HiH hand, an 
eternity of deqpair 1 
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Oil the entraime of our hero, pro tern., into the parlour of Mb. 
Goodenou^, on the evening of the meeting already described, he 
briield, with secret delight, the deep and unmistakeable emotion 
that shook the frame of Elinor, as she attempted to explain her 
^■egret that he. should think her '^ so ungratefhl as to have for* 
gotten him *' with a guilelessness of manner that at once betrayed 
the innocence of her heart, and the existence of Love's fire 
smouldering in its pure depths. 

" Elinor,** replied Charles, in a softened and respectful tone— 
for he saw his former bold manner frightened her — "I feel so 
happy to hear your assurance of my being remembered. I hare 
never for one moment forgotten you ; by day and night yonr 
dear image has been busy at my heart, bidding me strive to be 
worthy to ask yonr love in return I Could I but hope to win 
this predou fl ■ ■ * * how much longer he would have poured 
forth honied words imagination fails to conjecture, butforlhe 
entrance of the housekeeper, which was a timely relief to Elinor, 
who immediately escaped from his tender looks, to give vent to 
a gush of sorrowful tears. What a mixture of thoughts coursed 
through her agitated heart! Oh! for a mother-bosom whereon 
to lay her throbbing head and weep her grief and life away 
together ! Now, she will return at once to her grandfather, . and 
lean on his faithful breast! then she remembers her dreadful 
engagement to Madame Grinder, and the coarse threat of 
** sending for a policeman" used only a few days before towards 
a poor in-door apprentice, who, too ill to work, and maddened by 
the frequent drugging, had told het she " must go away, they 
were killing her soul and body ; " but, " up to these tricks," as her 
oppressor brutally remarked, she was driven on, till at length 
the whole over-worked frame gave way ; she crept tottering to 
her miserable couch, and after two days and nights of agoimsed 
suffering, the Friend of the oppressed and weary«-hearted took her 
to dwell in. the world where " there is neither crying nor pain."* 

* *' Now, my lord, I will take those faots ih>m the evidenco wbiob wis 
given last year hefore the Committee of the Honse of Lords, in which I sat 
as member with my noble friend. And there is this peculiar advantage in 
taking them-from such a statement as that. Not only do the witnesses who 
give these facts and make these statements hold themselves reqionsibleftr 
them, bnt (what I am sare every thinking man in thb meeting will feel to 
be a matter of great moment) they state these facts before personB of very 
different opinions from themselves, and they are subjected to the cross- 
examination of persons who would catch at aoy inaccuracy or looseness in 
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Nktendfy tiimd^ and G&rinkin^ fhnn all obsenration, ZShior' 
dwad not risk incurring the. fuiy of her ruthless employer. 
'^Hiliat if she should send for a policeman to ?ier for not keying 
her engagement !" ^' What would her dear grandfather say ! He 
would.never hold up his head again after such a disgrace I*' No I 
she would stay and try to do her dubr, eren if it killed her/' 

Poor child! in. her ignorance of the world, she was not aware 
that all Madame Grinder's bombast and threats were put on for 
work-room diqilay, and that she would have shrunk assensitiYely 
from any official eye resting on her inhuman practices there,] as 
Elinor- would from being instrumental in laying them bare. 

I *i 

"I eyer ill-ase or orer'-work my dear young people/ my 
Lady?*' was the surprised exclamation with which one of these 
artistes in the cut of a robe, style of a bonnet, hang of a feather, 
or murder of an apprentice,* replied to a well-meaning, but inju*- 
dicaous lady of rank, who, in a burst of spontaneous humanity-— 
when told by a noble lord of the existence of these fashionable 

the«ta!temeiit. I reftr to the evidence wMeh was given before the Com- 
mittee by one who had known thoroughly what the work was ; and this is 
the special point of her evidence to which I call your attention. She was 
asked whe&er she had ever known cases of positive cruelty; and a 
Terjr remarkable answer was received : *' I remember one instance in 
wbieh one who was working with me was obliged to work at the business 
till twdve o'clock at night, although she was unwell. Her illness increased, 
4uid when the doctor was called in, he said she ought to have been in bed 
weeks ago. ' She had sat and oried over her work every day for a long. 
Hme before the doctor was sent for/ They did not make her work after 
tha doctor bad said she could not work; she was obliged to go to bed. But, 
thea, (mark yon !) she never got up again, ' but died a week after she had 
advice.* With that fact before us, it is not possible to exaggerate the evil 
with which we have to deal. By no means is this a single esample 
picked out, uor one strong instance brought forward to establish what is 
not true. I come to the evidence of another person well qualified to give 
it, who also was practically acquainted with the whole business of dressmaking. 
TVlien questioned as to the effect which long hours had upon herself, she 
aaid: ' I cannot speak much as to the effect which they had upon my 
own health ; but their effects on youog people were generally bad. I have 
seen them faint sometimes two and tlufee times a-day."-^THE Bishop ojf 

OXPORD. 

* ** Much of the soflbring of these yonng women I have beheld with my 
own eyes; I have seen some hundreds of them in this metropolis and in .the 
laiga towns of England, and in an official capacity, have taken their 
evidence amidst tears and sighs, and sometimes,* on their death-bed."— 

Htt« OftAZSGBR. 
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shanriiles^-ordered her carriage^ and went on the high tide of im- 
pnlsiye indignant sympathy, direct to her milliner's, and enquired, 
''Whether she ever practised or countenanced such di^adful 
proceedings ?** ^^iHl 

" / ever ill-use or over-work anjr of my dear young people ! my 
lady? Oh, no! who could have invented this vile falsehood? 
Here the injured individual artfully inserted the corner of a 
fragment of embroidery and lace, which passed for a pocket- 
handkerchief, into her eye, as if her wounded feelings were find- 
ing vent in tears of wronged innocence. '' No doubt some 
ill-natured person has invented this scaodidotta tale, in hopes of 
depriving me of your ladyship's patronage," she <3ontinue<t in a 
tone so tenderly deprecating, that it was almost too much for the 
kind-hearted Countess. ^^Oh, no! I never over-work one of 
my dear girls ! If they were my own children I could not be more 
careful of their health and comfort ! they never work more than 
eight or ten hours a-day, and if one of them happens to be 
poorly, no mother can be more watchful or anxious than I am( 
though I ought not to say so of myself, and if your ladyship will 
condescend to walk into my work-room, you can judge for your* 
self!" and Madame movea across the saloon with the air of a 
fifth-rate tragedy queen. 

** No thank you, Madame I*' hastily interrupted the well- 
meaning woman of rank, who had unwittingly raised a storm she 
had not the moral courage to face. '* No thank you ! your word 
is quite sufficient ; no doubt some mistake has arisen, and I wiU 
certainly contradict any report I may hear.'* 

It was now Madame's turn, who saw the advantage her 
dissembling had gained, and prepared to^act thereon, by saying, b 
a decided tone, — 

^' May I take the liberty of inquiring who told your ladyship 
these scandalous falsehoods T' 

" I am not at liberty to say," replied the Countess, " but I b^ 
you will understand that names were not mentioned by my 
informant, it was against a prevailing system of over-working the 
youne women in establishments, I vnis solicited to interest 
myself.** 

Much relieved, Madame again assumed her theatrical air« 
and exclaimed, — 

<' Depend on it, my lady, all these fidsdioods are got np by 
bad inclined, discontented young women, who don*t know wheik 
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they are well off| and wbat thej want Orer-worked^ indeed ! I 
doa't believe if your ladyship were to inquire from one end of 
London to the other, you would find one instance to prove the 
troth of these vile tales T* 

Quite satisfied, as much by Madame's assurance as by her 
bold and positive denial of the charge, the benevolent Countess 
determined to listen no further on the subject, and to contradict 
the reports whenever she had an opportunity of doing so. Thus 
by a well meant, but injudicious action, she injured the sacred 
cause which, by a proper disoretion, she might have powerfully 
and permanently aided* Can it be reasonably supposed that 
any principal of an establishment would turn evidence against 
her, or himself ? * ■ 

* " Mach has been said reff|>ecting the long and late hours that dnssmakers-' 
and milliners' assistants ha?e to work, and I, for one, belloTe that language 
too strong cannot be used deprecating that merciless system. But there are 
yet other evils from which these classes are suffering, and to which reference 
has not been so pointedly made. Persons unacquainted with the subject 
would scarcely cNdit the wretched way in which these young people— most 
of whom have been cu>Bfully reared, and accustomed in early life to all the 
comforts and tendernesses of a happy home — ^are, in too many cases, huddled 
together when they retire to rest. Following, as this does, upon the heels 
of the exhausting lalx>ur of the iil-Tentilated workroom, it would be impos* 
sible to exaggerate the physical disasters which must ensue. Then, again,, 
it is a rule in some of these establishments to provide no Sunday's dinner 
for the employed. Whetlier they have friends in town or are fresh from the 
country, with no acquaintances whom they can visit, it matters not; no 
dinner being prepared, they are driven out of doors to seek one where they 
may. Upon the inhumanity of this parsimonious arrangement I will not 
trust myself to dwell; its bad moral tendency must be palpable to every one. 
Again, it will scarcely be credited, although I vouch for its truth, that the 
h«id of one large West-End establishment, hbrsblf the mothbb of a 
FAMiiiT. should be guilty of the unnatural conduct of keeping back till 
night all letters that arrive for the young ladies during the day, including 
those which come by the early morning post, and, for aught she Iluows, may 
contain tidings of the sudden and dangerous illness of a near relative, or 
perchance of the death of a beloved parent I hope the time is not distant 
when the public will arise as one man and demand the suppression of these 
outrages on humanity. I have no words adequately to express my detesta- 
tion of the conduct of those who are guilty of such cmelties; and am at 
a loss to conceive how any persons, having the heart and the feelings of men, 
can refer to the subject excepting in language of strong and severe reproba- 
tion, especially when remembering that the sufferers are not of their own 
sex, or possibly they might fight their own battles, but defenceless girls, and 
who are therefore utterly powerless 10 extricate themselves from tiie shaekle» 
of this oppressive system.^'— Mr. Lxlwall. 
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That eTeniog saw Elinor back to her fllaTery; and' the nextdaj 
brought her a letter from Charles, filled with words of the 
tenderest' affection. We need not wade loathingly through tiie- 
honied poison of the serpent's missive^ which filled the bosom of 
his yictim with anguish, but to which she never replied, fflie 
longed for counsel and sympathy, yet shrunk from laying bare 
its troubled snrgings to any human eye, and, in truth, her 
naturally quiet, unobtrusiye reserve, and« her living as she ever 
had, in a life within herself, prevented her forming any girlish 
friendships among' those young creatures with whom she asso- 
ciated ; though her gentleness and readiness to oblige, rendered 
her a general favourite in the work-room, and one diseased 
creature would have ''laid down her hfe for Elinor," who, when 
she was crying over her task from pain in the side, had several times 
voluntarily offered to rit up nearly the whole night to complete 
it, and thus enable the sufferer to obtain a little extra repose. 

Having waited with fiery impatience without a reply, Chadea 
wrote again to his victim, urging her in the most impassioned 
strain to allow him to see her and ^' learn his fate." *^ I implore- 
yon, my love, my life," he wrote, ** to come to our friend's this 
evening, and let me see you for a few moments, that I may talk 
of our blessed future ! I cannot — ^I will not-— live without 
you!" 

^41 The very opposition that now met him in die pursuit of a 
darling project, gave force to his determination to succeed ; the 
knowledge of her love had increased his own. Once the idea o£ 
a private marriage crossed his mind ; he would \rilling|ly have 
thrown aside the disparity in their relative positions, but 
''money he must have with the woman he married." EQa 
scanty allowance had been insufficient for his expenditure ; his 
habits and tastes were luxurious and extravagant, for he had 
determined to drain pleasure's sparkling ^bowl, ere he settled 
down in his sacred and important office ; in the meanwhile he 
will secure Elinor, and as no reply came to his letters, he de* 
termined on making use of the inteiest of Mra« Goodenough,. 
but, alas ! this step was rendered unnecessary. 

A great influx of work '*^ for a ballin high quarters had come 

m f' The ladies did not order their dresses in time. One house told me 
that they bad forty-six dresses to make all at once for a flower*show. It is 
for the flower-show, my lord, it is for the gay dancing of the painted 
butterfly in the summer sun ; it is for such things as these that our sbters 
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in, and notwithstanding the drcumstance of its nsual occurrence 
had heen long known by the fair fashionists who were to figure 
at it, their orders were not given 'till within a few hours of the 
dresses being required, and then to be " done immediately !" 
Seventy-one dresses to be " done immediately !" Fancy this, 
tender-hearted reader! Done, too^ by suffering young "flesh of 
your flesh," already sinking beneath the [pressure of incessant 
toil! 

Ah! when the "Earth shall disclose her blood and 
NO MORE COVER HER SLAIN ;" when all the pomp and splendour 
of file ball shall have passed away, and nought remains but the 
reward due to the " things done in the body,** what will be 
the record of many a work-room with its silent murders I What 
tales will be unfolded of the yearly fifteen thousand victims of 
toil and wrong, if' He, who says of the oppressed, " I have heccrd. 
their sighinff, and their cry is come up before me, I will smite the 
oppresstrr in myfiiry,** blot not out this crimson record against us ! 
"What "rock" or "mountain," will fall to hide us from the 

*' WRATH OP THE LaMB !" 

The devoted creatures had begun their slavery at four in the 
morning, and with the exception of a few hurried moments for 
their meals, had worked till two on the following one ; four 
hours' repose was'then given,'and the same routine gone over four 
consecutive days! We sicken as we furnish the ^octe, but truth 
demands the expose J* Vain was the poisonous stimulent plied ! 
Vain were the pungent smelling-salts sniffed ! Vain the exciting 

and onr daughters are to be offered up at the shrine of this modem Moloch 
In the Valley of Abomination. And* my lord, the noble Earl touched upon 
on* other point ; he spoke of why it was that these persons were subject to 
all this oppression. He stated that it was because of the absolute power of 
those who were set o^er them. Why is it that these young women are so 
perfectly helpless ? The reason is this, that these young persons, who are 
the x)Toducer8 of those goods, cannot produce them without a respectable 
capital and a certain fsAhionable character^ therefore there is no possible 
remedy fbr the individual worker, except sach means as you bring now to 
them. They cannot leaTC the fashionable establishment, and set up for 
themseWes, and still do something, being contented with less gain ; they 
most remain where they are, at the risk of utter ruin ; their bondage is 
entlvB : the power o?er them absolute.*'— Bishop of Oxford. 

*^* Long after the midnight bdl has tolled does woman ply the needle, 
labonr being exacted for eighteen or twenty hours, until sisters and 
daughters swoon over the ne^e, succumb under their toil, are laid on a 
bed of sickness, and sink into an untimely grave."— Mb. S. C. Hall. 



300 ▲ LIFS-LONG 8T0BT. 

tea drained ! Several fell from their seats incapable of farther 
exertion I Poor things I ^' The spvrit was wiUmg, but the fiesk 
weak" 

Amonff the nine who '' gave out '' was Elinor ; she had borne 
an inward as well as ontward load, and when, finding her 8treng;th 
failing, she rose and staggered toward the window, gasping 
fearfiuly for an indraught of God's invigorating air to infuse 
new life into her exhausted frame, Madame Grinder — ^who waa 
spurring them on by threats and promises-— exdaimed,— 

''What! you setting such a bad example, Elinor Snow 1 I 
thought you knew better than to give way to a little fadgne ! 
Come down I" she exclaimed, seeing her still remaining at the 
open window, '' let me have no more of these fine-lady airs and 
nonsense, or it will be worse for you I" 

r.^The willing worker attempted to obev the inhuman com* 
mand, and moved a few paces, but she tottered and fell 
heavily on the floor, from whence she was carried to the stifling 
dormitory, and a cup of coffee (?) sent, which she eagerly 
swallowed — fatigue and excitement having created an almost 
intolerable thirst. She then dashed on her temples some water, 
almost as hot as they were, from standing in the heated temperature 
of the small room, and throwing herself on her bed, tried, but in 
vain, to sleep : a horrible restlessness came over her; her brain 
reeled to and fro, too heavy and burning to bear; everything 
danced and swam before her blood-shot eye ; she seemed going 
mad ; and no longer mistress of her actions, with a wild gesture, 
she sprung on a cliair, and thrusting her head out of the narrow 
window, shrieked wildly and fearfully. Startled at the sound, one 
of the half dead victims rose from her pallet, and endeavoured to 
persuade her to " come down and get some rest." Yielding, with 
iier accustomed meekness, to the gentle force employed, Elinor 
a^ain laid down, but meek-eyed Peace refused to settle on her 
disordered spirit, and frantically starting up, she shrieked, *' Oh) 
let me go' into the air! I shall die! my breadi is all going! let 
me go !*' and darting to the door, she rushed down the back stair- 
case, and gained the street unobserved, running in the direction 
of her only friend Mrs. Goodenough. The fresh air cooling her 
brow relieved in a degree the simocating oppression; she felt 
calmer ; and before reaching her journey's end had resolved on 
askiug a loan from her friend to defray the expense of letarniB^ 
home ; all her little savings during her service in Lady Emify'a 
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family, except the portion sent to her grandfather, having heen 
spent ; and these rictims of lawless tyranny being engaged 
by their oppressors for a certain period, only receive payment 
when their term of engagement expires : thus their services are 
seeured; and silence in the matter of their torture effected, for 
who, among those emaciated creatures, would dare the power and 
fary of any of their inhuman oppressors ? 

'* Who would care to interest themselves for us, or believe our 
word instead of Madame ?*' despondingly argue these sacrifices of 
Mammon. 

Alas, alas, for them ! No wonder they rush by thousands to 
gilded infamy and glittering crime, from such a living death ! 
No wonder our lead&ig thoroughfares are become the resort of 
bedizened vice, and that children, young in years, but old in 
crii&e, should prefer tramping the pave for lordly and genteel 
hire, when honest livelihood is gained at such a cost, — when vice^ 
or starvation^ is the awful alternative I 

Header, are these things so f Grod forbid that any exaggerated 
creations should tarnish the mournful sternness of these patented 
facts! Facts '* stranger than any fiction," and sadder still. 
Dat, oh ! saddest of all, facts that have bowed all hearts but 
those to whom they most passionately appeal ! 

Will you not, then, '' gird up the loins'' of your humanity, and 
by all that is *^hvely and of good report^* in this life, and by all 
that is hoped for in the next, come to the help of the helpless, 
and hush, with the soft accents of sympathy, the great wail now 
ascending to the bright throne of God against the oppressor ! 

Mothers ! the little velvet cheek that nestles so lovingly into 
your breast, at once its shelter and its Hfe ; the little link of love 
and joy, whose ** piping cry" makes such wondrous melody in 
your heart, may .ome &y waU in the dreadful work-room,* for 
** we know not what a day may bring forth.*^ Do come ! 

* '< There is no complication about it, and the facts are patent to every 
one. We haye only to deal with stern realities ; we have only to look 
from our own comfortable houses, or from this spacious hall, to the actual 
condition of those unfortunate young women, to the pallid circle of beings 
in the crowded work-room, exhaused by intense toil, and almost perishing by 
disease.. From thence we have to look to the siclc ciiamber, with its 
melancholy struggles and ils inevitable decay; from that, as a natural 
consequence, we look to the churchyard, and there, under its nameless 
mounds, covering what was once beauty and mind, what was onoe ihe 
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'*' Daughters ! ye t)f the dewy eye and gfacious heart, witti the 
great solemn tide of theunknown> untried future before you, vdll 
you not come ? Do come I Time is passing ! Souk are perishing! 
Opportunity is wasting I The record is filling up I Eternity is 
hasting ! Do come ! 

' Ah I could you bear to hear those mtherii^ words from the 
lips of infinite Love,— 

'* Depart from me, ye cursed, Inaemuch as ye did.it not unto one 
of the least of theeey ye did it not itnto meJ'* 

Elinor had just reached the door of her friend's house when 
she met Gharfesi who had been Ihere, with the intention pre- 
viously recorded, leaving it. Starting violently, he caught her 
hand, exclaiming — 

'^ For Grod's sake, Elinor, my sweet love, what has bronj^t 
,you here ? What is the matter i ** 

The weary creature attempted to reply, but, overcome by 
suffering, and his sudden appearance, she reeled and would have 
fc^en to the ground, had ne not caught and bore her into the 
little parlour, where, gently laying her on a sofa, he summoofld 
Mrs. Goodenough; and many hours passed ere consciousness was 
restored. 

" I want to go to my dear grandfather!" were the first words 
spoken by the surviving victim of fashion. *' Please let me go! " 
sind she looked with imploringl earnestness into the &ce of 
Charles, who, iQUch affected, replied soothingly, — 

''.Yes! yes! you shall go, but you are to ill to travel so late 
as it is." 

^' Oh ! please! please let me go at (mee! I heard him Oill 
me just now, and I must make haste ! do, do ! ilet me go nowP' 
she continued in a painfully excited manner, and a voice quirer- 

animation of youth and the vigour of health, are those unfortuhate victims 
of fashion, of labour, of intense exertion, and hopeless toil. ' Maoy of 
tiiese persons, too, are of elassesthat have tlie strongest possible «lahn upon 
the humanity of Englishmen ; many of them are the daughters of the mm 
of science, the scholar, who, in feeding the lamp>f general iUumfaiatioo, 
has exhausted the lamp of life ; many of them iu*e daughters of offioeii* 
gallant men who have bought our victories with their blood ; many, I 
grieve to say, are daughters of clei^gymen, who, after being trained in the 
gentle virtues and pastoral happiness of their homes, hare been driven eat 
by the death of their Ikthers into the pltileiB, pelting storm of a wialiy 
world.'"— S. C. Haix, Esq. 
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'Big And broken, ''only let me go to hm, and I won't^ftiouble aqj 
one withjne!" 

Still more touched, Charles replied, 'Vyou shall go to your 

-grandfather ; I will take you myself to the station ;" and request- 

.ing the housekeeper to *^ wrap her up comfortably/' he went &r, 

and retnraed in, a cab, into which he led the exhausted creature, 

following himself. On their arrival at the station, they found 

the train to D had left, and there was no other till the 

following morning, at four o'clock. Yielding to the entreaties of 
Charles — who, was greatly alarmed at her state of excitement and 
evident suffering — £linor consented to return to Mrs. Good- 
enough's ; who as soon as she had given her some nutritious food, 
Eut her into a clean, airy bed>room, wisely judging, from the 
aggard looks and sunken eyes of the sufferer, that rest was the 
thing most needed; and she judged well, for in a few moments 
die sunk into a death-like slumber, from which she did not 
awake the whole of the next day and the^following night, kind 
Nature, thus repaying herself, became her own Nemesis. This 
gracious repose greatly recruited the wasted strength of the 
child-dressmaker, and she was able to teU her friend all she 
Jbad suffered from excessive labour and ;ill-tieatment, and «sk 
her advice. 

" I cannot go back to Madame Grinder's, indeed I cannot!" 
she weepingly exclaimed. " I did try very hard to stay, but it 
would have killed me, as it did poor Miss Meeks!" and she 
shuddered convulsively. 

'"Go back to the unnatural wretch! I should think, you 
wouldn't, indeed!" exclaimed Mrs. Groodenough, in a loud burst 
of indignation. ''The woman ought to be hung without judge 
or jury ! I have heard of audi gomgs*on at the Freneh houses, 
but I never did believe English women could be such brutes to 
their own flesh and blood I* Make me believe that there ain't no 

« '' Lest the circumstance that the case here cited occnrred Jnan eatablish- 
ment conducted by French persons should convey a wrong impression, jus- 
tice requires I should state, that riunour has it that, opoo the whole, 
greater kindness, or, more correctly speaking, less inhumanUyj is practised 
Jn the French houses in London than in those kq>t by Englishwomen. No 
doubt there are houses of both kinds in which, the young persons are, in a 
eettaia sense, oared for ; indeed, I know there are some really noble excep- 
tions. I have .good reason to believe, however, that the establishments in 
London, whether. £nglidi or French, where anyttiiag like due eomideratian 
is «houBi Ua the wslfiun of the empl^ysd, are h m e nta b ly few."*-rMs. 
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law to protect jroung ereatiues Uke you^ who can't take your own 
parts ! They ought to send the police into the work-rooms, as 
thqr do into the puhlic-honses of a night, to see that the laws are 
kept,* and not mnrder committed in this wholesale way ! For 
my part, I ain't a hit sarpiised that there's so much wickedness 
ahovt, when poor things are used Hke brutes, and worse, in trying 
to get their own livings honestly ! " 

Worthy Mrs. Goodenough. We love that indignant outburst 
of unpremeditated sympathy ! 'Tis woman all oTcr, whose heart 
is not petrified ; and there may be some sound sense in your re- 
marks. 



'* I want my clothes and my poor mother*8 Bible that I left on 
the mantle-shelf in our bed- room ; I never had time to read in i^ 
or say my prayers, after the first few days I was there,f though 
I did try,*' meekly and tearfully remarked poor Elinor. 

• *' No child under thirteen can he employed, by law, more than 8 horns 
a-day, or 48 hours per week ; above thirteen and under eighteen years, more 
than 12 hours a-day, or 60 hours per week." 

t " I feel it is more than I ought to give, when I coadder the mere unit 
of time, compared with the countless ages of eternity, to which we are all 
hastening. I cannot see it otherwise than sinful that temporal matteis 
should engross all our time, which it does. In the morning, the necessity of 
going to business hurries the soul In deyotion, and at night &tigae prostrstss 
ike body. These things ought not to be. 

** The writer of this letter adds: * I have known numbers who lay in bed 
all the Sabbath, making that day of rest an absolute necessary day of slum- 
ber.' Here, then, is another very serious consideration, and here it is that 
it really touches people's sonls. Those who give an order, with little 
thought, do not consider that thereby they are making it impossible for the 
persons who execute that order to worsh^ God on the Lord's Bay, or 
indeed do anything but rest their wearied bodies."— Thb Loan Bishop 
OF London. 

<» One thing which strikes me is, how utterly impossible It is that tiiese 
young women can give proper attention to their spiritoal Interests. We 
know how difficult it is to maintain a Christian life in ttiis Mammon-wor- 
shipping age, and would it not be almost impossible for us to maintain it at 
all if placed in their position? Even the weekly SabbaUi is unavailable. 
Such a week's labour as theirs induces languor which unfits them for Sab* 
hath devotion. Their instinct of self-preseryation drives them forth into the 
parks and fields, where they may enjoy God's blessed sunshine. Some 
hlame them for that, but when I meet crowds of those young women en 
Sundays, and see their pale, emaciated countenances, and their feebly 
•hriveled frames, giving one the impression that from week's end to week's 
end they had no opportunity of breathing fresh air ; when I see iSMtr state, 
and think of their wanto, I cannot feel it in my heart to forbid their tleeling 
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It was then agreed that a note should be sent to Madame 
Orinder, asking for the articles left by Elinor at her establish* 
ment— stating her inability to fulfil her engagement^ and request- 
ing payment for the time she had worked. The following day 
the book and clothes were sent, but the unprincipled woman 
Irefused to pay one forthing for all the toil she had agonized out 
of the helpless creature, basely sheltering herself behind the 
" violated engagement I ** 

In the course of the day Charles called. *' O, you are looking 
quite yourself, Elinor, my good girl I " he exclaimed with affectsa 
carelessness. '* Your kmd friend tells me you hare fallen into 
an enchanted slumber, and that she was uncertain as to the 
result ; are you still as anxious to return to Dale ? If so, no 
doubt Mrs. Goodenongh will send some one to the station with 
you. I have an engagement, or I would have seen you safely 
off; '* and looking at his watch, he added, *'By the way, I have 
no time to spare ! Grood-bye, Elinor I I wish you well, and if I 
can at any time be serviceable to you, Mrs. Goodenough will be 
able to tell you of my whereabouts." Then, shaking hands with 
her in a most matter-of-fact way, he prepared to depart. 

*^ Good-bye, sir," answered Elinor, in a faltering voice, *' I am 
much obliged for your kindness to me, and I am sure my dear 
grandfather will never forget to thank you and pray for you ! " 

A few moments later and the wily deceiver was on his way to 
the station, where he impatiently waited till the last train had 
1^ for B-- — ; but as his victim did not come, he rightly con* 
eluded she had been induced by Mrs. Goodenough to remain 
with her a few days. Determined his prey should not escape, he 
r^^larly went to the station, remaining till the last train departed, 
but he forbore calling at the housekeeper's lest her suspicions 
should be awakened : his perseverance was rewarded, for on the 
third day he saw the fair face of his boyish love peeping nervously 
out of a fly window as it drove into the station. At a distance^ 
he saw the colour mount into her sweet face as unprincipled 
'' cabby " demanded three times more than Mrs. Goodenough 
told her " it would come to," and thereby so terribly lessened 
her funds that she saw with dismay the trifling balance would not 
•coavej her home ! Charles watched her anxious and bewildered 

oat for a few hoan from the countenanees of men, who have frowned upon 
them almost constantly, to gaze on the smiling fields .'''— Taa Bsv. WzLUAlf 
Landblls. 
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look— first on one side, then on anoilier— «6, amid tbe hurry-- 
i^rry, belter-skelter, pushing of selfish men^ and wmoMbraime 
of lidpless women, she enqmred of one of the Gomp«B]sr'd 
for the little trnnk that contained all her woddly storey and 
answered with, — 

*' I don't know nothin' about yer tmnk ! Cret in, if yoifr ^;0yi'^ 
to D , the train only got two more minutes to stay !'* 

" Please tell me where to go for my ticket ?** meekly aAed. the 
poor child, in a voice that would hare softened the manners of 
anything in creation, save a railway porter, or a Grovenunent 
clerk ; and looking full of troubled thonghts into hk hard -£euw, 
as he turned upon his heel, exclaiming, — 

" What ! a'int yer got yer ticket ? I be blow'd if the tiaiii 
won't be off without yer ! Run as fast as yer can ; turn to yer 
tight, and then to yer left, and———" here a wild scream &tmi 
the infuriated en^e swallowed up the rest of the lucid explaiia- 
tion, and little Elinor (a veritable specimen of a living ^ unpro- 
tected female'') cast an imploring look around, in hopes e{ 
meeting some being with humanity enough to practically answer 
the question, " who is my neighbour ?*' A smothered cry of joy 
kftoVe from her lips, and she half moved towards him, bat in- 
stantly checked herself as she recognised Charles, who paused 
for one moment to enjoy her trusting look, and the next was at 
her side. 

** Where is your luggage, my poor girl t" he asked, kindly^ aad 
after receivuig all the information he knew before, he placed her 
in a carriage, bidding her be '^ quite happy," he would ''see 
after her ticket and box.*' 

T^e kind, respectful tone of Charles reassiured Elinor. How 
she blessed and loved him for his timely intervention. 

Following the insolent porter, Charles inquired for the box in a 
voice, and with a look, that brought him instantly to his beariiigs; 
touching the shade of his cap, he obsequioiisly replied»— 

^<A11 right, yer honour! Jest foUer me I** And in half a 
-minnte he pointed out the missing box, safely ensconced in the 
li>gg<^ department. 

'* Why did you not tell the lady her box was aaf<^ as you hare 
told me?" sternly demanded Charles, maldng the coward pofier 
.qnake. '' Listen V* he continued, as the pitiful fellow attempted 
totaneak, ''if you don't lose your situation for your insolence it 
shall not be my fault !" (Generous indignation I) 



la a few seocMicU the tiebet w^ produced, and C^les seated 
at his victim's side, just as the train moyed oo, hut the OQ^stant 
dank jNrey^ted aay conversation, though he inquired two or 
three times, in his old kind way^ how ^he felt, aod Slkior, 
happy in the prospect of heing soon cuife at home with hier^ear 
grandfather, and, perhaps, iu the consdousness of her protector's 
presence, answered cheerfully and gratefully. 

** Change yere !" vociferated a voice into the camage^window^ 
and gently assisting Elinor to alight, Charles proceeded with her 
to imother train, whispering, on the way^**-* 

" In an hour and ten minutes we shaU be at D^-« — r- 1" 

^'Oh! how glad I am!" remarked Elinor, and away they 
rnahed again. 

'^Out yere!" once more shouted an offici^I^ opening tit^e 
carriage-door with equal noise aod rapidity* 

'^ Train stop h^re /" exclaimed Charles^ inth a look of astonish- 
meut. *' Good heavens ! we have taken the wrong line !" Then, 
in an excited manner, he inquired at what time the next train lee- 
tamed and if they could ^' reach H j " ^ to save the down train ^o 

D r 

'^No, sur! there aint ne'er a nother train till to-morrow,. 
30 past 9," replied the porter. 

''How truly unfortunate!" said Charles, turning to Elinor 
with a look of chagrin, '^ there has been a most provoking 
mistake, and we are now in the town of L 'uiM '. g instead of 
D !" 

'* Oh I sir, what shall I do ? and what will poor deax grandfather 
aaj, when he finds me not at the train !" ea^cU^ined Kluaior, in a 
tone of deep distress. 

^' It is truly unfortunate !** replied Charles, ^Vhut I will call ,a 
.eab and take you to the quietest hotd, and see that you have 
MSverything comfortable ; if you like to write a few Jines to your 
grandfather, explaining the delay, I will post it, and you can 
leave here by half-past nine to-morrow morning.'^ 

^^ But could I not go back, sir V* hastily iMsked the vidim, 
fiight^ed at the idea of being left alone in a strange place. 

^No!'* answered' Charles, ''there is no up^^train i^ain thii 
evening ; but pray do^'t distress yourself/' he lidded, assuringly, 
'' I wiU take care that you are comfortable ;-«»can you not tmst 
an old friend?" 

^* Please don't think me ungrateful, »ir/* said Elinor, 

Z2 
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lousljs ** but I would rather go back to Mrs. Goodenough's ; I 
am sure I could walk !" 

^* Walk, Elinor!'' exclaimed Charles, ''do you know that we 
are at least seventy miles from London ? Pray take my adrice ; 
I give you my word I will see that you are well taken care o^ 
and safely at D by the first' train in the morning.'* 

As there was no alternative, Elinor consented that a fly should 
be called, saying, as she did so, — 

'' Oh ! I don't doubt your word, sir ! I am sure you will be 
very kind to me ; you always look like Lady Emily used to 
looK, when you speak so !" 

Arrived at an hotel, and, at the request of Charles, shewn into 
a private room, he led her to a seat, and placing himself beside 
his unsuspecting victim, took her trembling hand, and said, — 

'' I cannot allow this opportunity, so singularly thrown in my 
way, to escape, without once more telling you how unutterably 
dear you are to me ! I love—! nay, hear me out," he added ; 
as she withdrew her hand, and attempted to speak, " I love you 
devotedly^ I would sacrifice my life to make you happy, for 
it will be a burden without you !" 

''But, sir," — ^Elinor began — and was silenced by Charles 
continuing in a voice of melting tenderness, — 

" Oh, my own love, don't doom me to despair ! I have never 
for one moment forgotten you, or ceased to adore you! I love ^ou 
only, and entirely; and never will your image fade from my 
heart, till life and grief end together! Say, beloved, you will not 
doom me to despair !" and he covered his face with his hands, as 
if penetrated with uncontrollable emotion ; while Elinor — ^pale, 
agitated, and torn with contending feelings, sat the picture 
of innocent sorrow. 

Suddenly removing his hands, and seizing those of Elinor, 
Charles fixed his eyes, full of impassioned tenderness on her 
face, and calling her by a name he knew would go straight to her 
heart, exclaimed-*— 

" Daisy ! you love me ! Tes, you love me ! Nay," he added, as 
he saw her yatying cheek, and the emotion that rm qoiTering 
through her frame, " say you will be my own for ever, and make 
the life a life of bliss that will be a curse without you !" 

** But oh, sir ! How could I ■ " began Elinor, trembling. 

" Do not say • but ' my sweet love," interrupted Char/es, 
sinking on one knee, and drawmg her sweet young head on hi 

8 
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breast. '' Say you will conisent to be mine^ mine only, my joy, 
my life, my DaiBy-love ! " 

'* But if I were to consent to become your bappy wife," replied 
ElinoT softly, *^ what would the Colonel and Lady Monston, 
and all your noble relations say ? *' No thought of dishonour 
shadowed the crystal purity of ner heart ; judging, by her own, 
she believed all lore was immaculate, and knew nought of the 
coarse passion that, stealing its garb, profanes its sacred name. 

** Oh I " replied the tempter, using her ignorance, ^' when all is 
oyer, they will know it is no use to try to undo the past. Beside, 
my sweet loye, we will not be married just yet, we will wait, and 
taSk about our bright future tc^ether ! " '' Together'* he fondly 
repeated, patting her transparent cheek, while she, poor inno- 
cent child-victim, placine implicit confidence in the truth and 
honour of her lopg-cherished idol, walked unsuspiciously into the 
net set for her idth such Sataific skill and deception. 

During the evening he drew her to talk of ** old days,*' as he 
called those 6f his boyish love, when he used to bring her 
flowers ; and won her to confess how long and tenderly she had 
loved him. 

*' I shall never be able to repay you for all your dear love 
and eoodness to a poor sirl like me, but when I am your happy 
wife 1 will try never to cusgrace you, and do all I can to prove 
my gratitude and affection,'* and Elinor took the hand of Charles 
and kissed it with such tearful meekness, that he was touched to 
the heart, and had it been practicable, he would then and there 
unheiitatingiy have made ner his lawful wife. But, alas ! for 
him, these smitings of compunction had become too much like 
" angels' visits," and the following morning, when he met her, 
refreshed by repose, radiant with happiness, which increased her 
exquisite beauty, his purposed villany was confirmed. 

'' Toa are looking quite like old tunes, my sweet Love !" said 
the deceiver, as he daspingly led the happy girl to a seat, << and 
I am sure you will agree with me that we should wait a reply to 
a letter I have written to my father, informing him of our en-« 
gagement, ere we take any decided step. I hear there is a 
tamtiful village near this, and I will engage apartments there 
for yoo, if you approve it, until we can arrange for our marriage." 

** Oh ! no," quickly replied Elinor, *^ let us go to my dear 
grandfather, and wait — ^but no—" she said, stoppbg suddenly, 
** to would be but ajpoor home for you ; let me go ilone, and you 
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come and feltA me wben yoa have gained your fatber^s cooaeiit 
to make me your humble but happy wife.'' 

** No place cosld be poor, my DftiayloTe, where you dwelt/* 
replied the cmel deceiver, " I have written to your gnndfather— • 
see/' he said, holding up a letter, " and you can pen a Httle dis- 
patch, which I will put inride^ but we xniist not go to Dale,for 



numy reasons.-" 



EKnor took the letter he had written to her beloved grand* 
ftther, and, as 8)ie read it, tears gathered in her soft eyes, and 
when she returned it she laid her head confidingly on the 
ga^ breast before her, and sobbed from very joy and gratitude. 

^^Mj Daisy^wife must not weep/' solUy expostulated the 
s^peht, kissing her pure brow for the first time, and twimng his 
avms lovingly round her form of grace. 

We need not follow, step by step, in the strategy by whidi he 
closed the net about her^t is a& old and sickening pathwiMr'; 
neither need we repeat the vowa he uttered of makii^ her his 
wife, the falsehoods he forged relative to bia father^s indignatioB 
aoid thieats to " renoraiee him for ever if he did not instant^ 
leave her." We need not picture him " invoking his Maker'i 
venaeantfe if ever he proved take to Daisy," nor with the Prayer- 
book before him, repeating; in solemn mockery, the marriage ser- 
vice, and placing on her hand the honoured badge of wifehood^ 
in the presence of his special friend Brace, app^ding to heaven 
add earth to witness the act. "lis a worn 8toT^-««ulBoe that 
minor took posaession of the pretty cottage hired for her, 
beheviag herself aa much bis wife^ in the eye of God, as if aba 
had been wedded in the saactuary, 'mid smiling men and bloom- 
ing bridesmaids, surrounded by sosebine and. flowers. 

Two months glided away like some bright golden age. To draw 
firom the rich, unexplored mine of hia victim's intellect and feel- 
}^ was a constant source of employment and amusement to her 
dratroyer ; and in listening to her innpcent and onginal ideas, tiiae 
passsed swiftly by: but, aksl short was her young hearths 
aommer ! At length Charles began to tire, even of his liis of 
sweets. *' Business'* was pleaded as aeall once more to the gnat 
world of London, whither she accompanied him into submaa 
lodgtega, and soon became passionately admired by a few of the 
ehoice BpmU Charles admitted into has aoeijety. 
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KUPeckeuffl " drawled Brace^ after eoBgratulating hi» friead at tke 
success of his plot, '*aad whenevaw you take a fancy to a &esh 
face, and, want to be ^ off with the old love, befoouf you are on with 
the new/ just ghe me a hint, for she is wondroosly impi(;oved 
under yonr tendons care, my fine feUoA I '* 

It was not very long before that time did come. Fainter and 
fainter became the Yillun's excuses, when implored by Elinor to 
make their maniage known to ins family and friends ; and now 
cross, impatient words would meet her anxious wish, and freese 
the gtishiDg current of her trusting hearty sealing her medc 
tongue, louring her first few weeks' residence in our Babylon she 
had indulged her passion for music by accompanying Charles to 
some of the highest operatic performances, but she ^runk from 
the bold stare of the silly exquisites, and wcmdered at the averted 
facet of her own sex, who from their boxes unblushingly leveled 
their double-barreled lorgnettes at scenic exhibitions from which 
Modesty turned her insuUed gaw,. and she soon gave up this 
pleaanre, conteirting herself with a musical box he had presented 
to her on the first and only birthday she passed with him^-^et' 
seventeenth ! 

About four months after her residence in London, on her 
knees she implored him to acknowledge her openly ; and so 
powerfully and touchinglv did she pkadher right, 'mid tears and 
loTC, that even her destroyer was moved, and mentally 
resolved never to place himself in the way of such an 
^' unpleasant scene *' again — ^buthow? all monster as he was, 
be paused ere he struck the blow that he knew would break that 
trusting heart f and so he once more takes Brace into his 
eonnselY and they arrange that the latter shall "just look in" oa 
Br eertain evening, to persuade them to accompany him to the 
<^S8y and hear the " favou;ite " in a new piece, to which Charles . 
was immediately to consent, and when there, to thrust a note of 
explanation and farewell into Elinor's hand> recommending her 
to his *^ valued friend." 

This hellish scheme settled, Charles once more became 
taikatiye and gay, perhaps to silence the lashings of conscience ; 
and on the evening appointed for the visit of Brace his spirits 
rose to an urniatwrsi height* He laughed and chatted gaily 
with his victim^ as of old ; while she, poor innocent, hailed with 
ddicbt a return to tenderness on the part of her idol ; for he had 
lateqr sat moodily for hours, never speaking a word of kindness. 
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or appearing sensible of her gentle' presence aifti solidtiid^ 
when, believing his abstraction proceeded front care and anxiety, 
she wonld try, with woman's own leal and winsome tenderness, to- 
charm away his perplexities, and often, when coarsely repulsed, 
she would sit so meekly by his side, with her book or work, tha^ 
spite of himself, his early generosity wonld well up for a moment 
through the flinty soil ; and it was only after swallowing glass upon 
glass of exciting beverage that he could look coolly on the foul 
wrong he was about to infliction one whose greatest sin had been 
too deep trustingness and love for him. 

But the fatal night arrived, and they went to the Opera. 
Charles sat gloomy and abstracted, betrayingno interest either in 
the almost supernatural efibrts of the Prima Donna, or in the pale, 
prophetic looks of his victim, while the fascinating but languid 
Brace taxed his tongue and energies to win a smile fimn her in 
vain. Starting up suddenly, widbout casting a look towards her, 
Charles thrust a note into her hand, saying, hoarsely, ** Read it 
directly !'* and darted from the box, while she, her whole ftame 
Heaving with emotion at dread presentiment of coming ill, 
hastily opened the missive, and read—* 

** We have parted for ever. My father threatens to disown me, and 
publish an account of our fmlse marriage. If I do not instantly give you up : . 
tiiis would ruin my prospects. I have no alternative. 

** My valued friend, Lord Brace, will counsel and befriend you." 

" Stricken at the core!^ as the voung ereature read the 
fatal words, a crimson fllm gathered over her eyes. Hor- 
rible noises rushed into her ears— her hot brain whiried in 
agony— and, with a piercing moan, darting to die door of the 
box, she was about to fly she knew not whither, when suddenly 
the magnificent notes of the Prima Donna rolled their passionate 
harmony through the breathless house, and Elinor paused— the 
lead seemed melting from her brain, and gracious tears saved her 
from madness. 

Brace was powerfully affected. Fashion-hardened, and sailing 
on the wild sea of unchecked passion as he was, the hopdest 
anguish of the victim before him touched the chord of sympathy, 
buried deep down in his heart beneath monster heaps of vice, and 
in a tone of unmixed respect he begged her to aOowhimto eseoft 
her home. 
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■ Holes I Poor §^rl I But she reached that home, and oh, the 
night of tortare that was hers ! She died a thousand deaths 1 
Her heart was burnt to ashes bjr the fire of despair! Sweltering 
waves of tribuktion rolled over her soul 1 Vainly she groped in 
that dark storm for one glimmer of light or ray of hope I Once, 
and once again, the unearthly noises rush into her ears; her 
brain reels, and madness scowls upon her, when, rapidly winding- 
up her musical treasure, its soothing strains stole into the rents of 
her heart, and drove away the spectres for a while. But the blow 
had fallen, and left its festering bruise till death came and silenced 
her great wrong and woe together. 

The sequel of her story is known. To the limited vision of 
mortality it was a fearful end, after a life of innocence, whose very 
trostingness made her a prey to the destroyer ; but we ** Ke< 
ihraugh a glass darkly.^* 

Poor Daisy ! Did'st thou for a while forget the lessons of thy 
bended infant knee, at the old man's side, hushed by the murmur 
of love's delicious song T Did'st thou for a while yield vain wor* 
ship^ to an idol, who drove passion's fiery car over thy prostrate 
spirit, crushing out its vitality T Tisan old and ofiUrepeated taie,*^ 
one fk the many daily tragedies before us, whose ''dose is dim." 

After the return of the withered Daisy to her native village, the 
care of Courtenaye and the City Missionary brought peace to her 
soul through the blood of the Lamb, while the sympathy of Mary 
soothed and sofliened her ioumey home ; and she sleeps in the* 
old dhurch-yard, not far from the Doctor's family vault. The 
soul's fevered longings for ever quenched— life's fitful dream 
ended — ^no more broken vows sere her trusting heart ; no more 
cold words or bitter neglect freeze the sweet fount of her young 
afiectiims ; no more dudain from the supercilious lip of un- 
tempted beauty. No more upbraiding glances from the odd eye 
€( virtuous mothers I 

'* No CONPBMKATION." 

Adieu, sweet Daisy I We leave thy form with its surpassing 

Eiee, thy hce with its touching loveliness, in their lowly bed, 
ou deepest well,— 

** The storms that wreck oar wintry sky, 
No more disturb thy deep repose, 
Than summer e?ening's latest sigh 
That shuts the rose.'* 
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We know not if odqt fair readers would feel nxkf interest in the 
aul>seqiient trail of the serpent who blighted Daisjr's Eden' ; but, 
as it conveys a lesson> burdened with the truth, that ^even in],this 
li& '^ men's sins find them <nU" and " their dcmmaticm elwrnhereth 
n&t^** we will follow him rapidly to its close. 

Immediately after abandtmng hi^ victim, dreading to be alone 
with eonseiencey Charies crossed to the other side of the theatre, 
and entered the box of a very yirtuons-looking woman of rank» 
who greeted the insinuating roue with a shower of smiles sufficient 
to put to flight for erer all gloomy recollections. 

'< Did you receive my note this morning?'' smilingly enquired 
die noble mother, *^ my girls want you to help them arrange the 
diaraeters and dliess^ for a series of private theatrieids they 
intend gettiug up, and so they coaxed me ia solicit the enlistment 
of your brilUant talents; we are very fond of this sort of 
amusement.^' 

Chaifles consented, and in a vortex of maudling frivolity, strove 
tei forget his crime. 

Vhrtuous mother! she had watched, with eye aslant, the 
possessor of *' briUiimt talenf with his victim in a box nearly 
opposite to hers-^he had heard whispers of his immoralities ;] but ' 
what then ? Was he not highly connected, in the high road to a 
bishopriek^ and wonld he not be an exc^ent *' catch*' for one of 
her four unattadied ? 

''As to his peecadilloes«-poor fellow! he would be dl the 

steadier for them by*8nd«by ! ' ' " Young men will be young 

men, and really there are so mmy temptations for them*— —those 
drendful women 1" Such were her apologies ; hence she smiled 
motherly on the betrayer-Hiociety-privileged to break all the 
commandments with impunity^-^and on the next Sabbath rolled 
in her luxurious epnipage all the way from Virtue Lane, to the 
L' - ■ ■ Chapel, sunk religiously into her hassock, listened with 
rapt attention to the trumpet*preaching of its pastor, and after ' 
winding herself up to piety->pitch, threw a look of chaste indig- 
nation and 4tf(gast at the curtained endosare screenii^ the 
dupes of mWA lawless brutality, and warmly gtatulated faeiadf 
that *' she is not as other women." 



Well, Daisy's destroyer married ; a bright head pillowed on his 
bosom — fair children called him father. H^ rose to a high posi- 
tion : fortune smiled on him ; but never, never did he know one 



moment's bappiiMBS. €k>d took him at bis word, wben 
lie '* Hoped His vengeanee would light upon him if ever be' 
proved false to Daisy/' and that simple domestic flower became, 
fii the hand of aTenging Omnipotence, a scourge of serpents, 
ever lashing his conscience with their deadly sting. 

His farorite child— a girl of three year!( old — the only thing 
in existence privileged to intrude on his privacy, loved flowers 
with all a child's spontaneous enjoyment; bniBting into his 
study one day, with her rounded rosy arms folded tightly over 
some prize, rolled up in her pinafore, she exclaimed, in ecstacy^*- 

*^ Only look, darMi^ papa ! what a lovely chain I can make 
for my new dolly V* and her arms relaxing, displayed a gathering 
of cruiBfaed daisies. 

With lightning speed memory beckoned before him his 
unbribed accusers. The face of the guilty man blanched in their 
mute presence ; he bent his head close to the innocent prattler, 
who had unconsciously touched the spring of his secret sufferings, 
and his breast heaved convulsively. 

On tiptoe, lifting her pure hps to} his, the child threw her 
arms round his neck, thereby liberating her imprisoned treasures, 
and scattering them at his feet, asked in accents of blended 
curiosity and surprise, — 

** Don't you love daisies 7 dear darling daisies, my own papa ?" 
I "Cain! where is thy brother?" 

On another occasion, when the father of Charles presented his 
eldest boy with a diminutive Shetland pony, a family council 
being invoked to decide on the most appropriate name for the 
petted creature, the child unwittingly suggested *' Daisy" as the 
*' best name in the world for such a dear, gentle little thing." 

Once more a flash as of the lightning's wing over the midnight 
memory of his crime, irradiated it with a lurid glare, and he 
darted from their midst. 

Thus the miserable man would have found the death-pang less 
acute than the unmitigated remorse he had perpetually to endure. 
His victim was ever, at his side. From the stars her meek eyes 
looked down, and their impassive glory became a sc'orching glare 
upon his accursed track. In the quivering moon-ray her pale 
face flashed out. Amid the summer flowers wandered her fairer 
form, ever retreating from his -wolfish gripe. On the breeze of 
evening floated her low sweet voice, as* a ringing curfew over the 
unquenchable furnace of his soul. With the seared leaf and 
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withering grass came spectres of her shrouded lovdiness. Nature: 
— -million-tongued — avenged her murder^ until, unable longer to 
sustain the unsparing chastisement of his crime, he paid the 
penalty of life, ere thirty springs had shed their glories over his 
guilty head ; and then they laid him in his narrow bed, no more 
to rise till the ArchangeFs trump shall rouse the slumbering 
dust, when in his ^'fl^ he shcdl see God^** standing face to face 
with his Tictim-wife before ** the great whits throne/' 



Ah! if the destroyer rather than the destroyed— »the dis* 
honorer rather than the dishonored — ^were made the objects of 
woman's virtuous reprobation, how purer would be the aspect of 
sodety; how infinitely higher the claims of our country to 
prosperity and happiness I 



V 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 



(^ m % hilars WmHs. 

" A baby was Bleeping, it*s mother was weeping, 

• • y • ■ • ■ 

Oh 1 blest be the warning, thy young cheek adorning, 
For I know that the angels are whisp'ring to thee.** 



** I loy*d them so, 
That when the o^der Shepherd of the fold 
Came cohered with the stonn, and pale and cold. 
And begged for one of my sweet lambs to hold, 

I bade him go ! " 

A BBiaHT young mother sinks on bended knee beside a wee 
cot. With ioy glistening in her full eye, she watches the 
smiles that chase swiftly over the placid face of her slumbering 
treasure, and thoughts of the exquisite Irish legend come into 
her heart. A lamp sheds soft rays around, revealing the grace- 
ful form of our old friend Mary, keeping sweet vigil beside her 
boy — ^her second bom — another drop in life's luscious cup. 
Memory had involuntarily flown back to the precious friend 
whose love had first awoke her heart to its intense capability 
of affection, and round whom its tendrils had twined with a 
strength that no time could weaken nor death destroy. " How 
she would have loved this little pilgrim ! " Then came thoughts 
of her departed father. '' With what pride woidd he have 
taken that bright little sleeper on his knee ! " " How proudly 
she would have told him of all her happiness I" But, alas ! those 
tender eves had been darkened by the death-shadow; those loving 
hearts crozen in Death's grisly grasp ! I^ow thoughts of that 
mysterious drawing from withm the veil that had overpowered 
hst aa she stood by the early dead-—!^ of those strange^heart* 
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movings and restlessness that had so marvellously foresliadowed 
her father*s death, came over her spirit, and bowing her head 
on the tiny bed, she wept. 

Believed, she rose, and with that sudden transition of 
thought so common to impulsive characters, she tried to draw 
back the curtain whose impenetrable folds fall over the after- 
life of the two precious beings who call her mother. What fairy- 
like tissues, rich in all the varied hues of creature bliss, did she 
weave in love's subtle loom, wherewith to deck these little 
pearls in her heart's coronet ! Vista after vista arises in sha- 
dowy brilliancy, painted by the pencil of rosy Hope ! 

Ah, dream on young sanguine mother! thou shalt never 
dream the like again ! Hearest thou not the angels whisper- 
ing, " Come away ! " Seest thou not the flashing of their sil- 
very wings, as they hover over the spot where the young im- 
mortal sleeps ! 

Why did the light so suddenly fade from the kindling eye 
of that hopeful mother ? What revulsion of feeling causes her 
breast to heave and shudder ? What shadpws flicker over her 
soul's mirlror in such quick succession P 

Ah, the dream is over ! The thought sweeps through her 
heart, what if this cistern, now so crowned with creature bliss, 
should be broken ? what if this silver cord should be loosened? 
Terrible supposition! She cannot grapple with it! agit«ited 
and confounded at her heart's sudikuoL unhingixigy she rises, 
intending to seek the breast on which all her earea are laid usi 
soothed ; but £rst she will look out upon the mght-^ttie fysiii 
air may Bcatter these oppreadve ima^ungs. Stopping fi»m » 
window opening to the ground, and leading over leads to soBie 
extent, the eye rested on a magnificent sweep of hiU and vall^, 
and in the hush of the night, rich in all the foliage of emj 
June, there came voices of melody from a thousand whispering 
leaves, that thrilled tremulously on the air, laden with perfoiae 
from the parterre beneath; yet there was a weight in ti^ 
atmosphere, a heavy inertness ; the very birds sung lazily H^ 
evening hymn, and the flowers hung down their graceful beidb 
as if the air sat too heavily upon them. ISbese was wm0libmg 
in the night that brought back to Mary's mad her &tek waft 
with her husband ; the same uijtder-aound porFadi^Gig all ewt- 
tion—the same untroubled stars; and; Mali^gApedytba tender 
warning of her departed SAmd rung in her mt arit^lutetiHiV 
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^fltinofcuess : on |ttst Bueh a J^me eyening they had parfced 
lor different walks in life; and ere the farewell word wob 
iipoken^ that faithful one had endeavoured to plant her wander- 
JMg feet in tiie straight and narrow wa^ ; and, pokting to a star 
tiiat now shone with meteor-like briUiancj', had ^^daimed, in a 
voice tender and sweet as if she had already leacned thetones of 
heaven — 

" However wide apart our life-journey may be, oh, my dar- 
Jing Mary, at its close let us meet there ! " 

Through fast*falling tears Mary continued to gase on the 
star, and an unaccountable idea that it was in some mysterious 
iray connected with her destiny — that it had influenced it, and 
would contiune to do so, pervaded her mind. Her poetic tem- 
perament, overwrought by the multifarious thoughts that had 
coursed through her mind, centred in the belief with an inten- 
sity which so entirely engrossed her, that she did not hear the 
footsteps which ever awoke her deepest heart-music, dose to 
her side, and she started, trembling violently, as the arm of 
her hiusband was thrown tendeily round her, and he inquired— > 

'^ What are you thinking of, with* that grave, mamma4ike 
Jhce P " and looking into her eyes, he silently kissed off the 
tears, and pressed her dose to his heart-— for though they had 
been married nearly three years, and Mary was now at the 
matronly age of twenty -one, the wife's tears were as*precious 
as had been the trusting girl's. 

" I scarce know of what I was thinking at that moment," 
replied Mary ; " for I have been occupied with such a variety 
of fEoioies, and then my heart became very full, and like a 
spoiled wUe, as I am, I wept. But you must foi^ve me ! You 
Imow, beloved, how weak and silly I am sometimes, though I 
try to be worthy of your love." 

^' I shall scold you in right earnest if you talk in that strain, 
naughty flatterer !" tenderly replied Court^oAye, for he saw 
bv the pale cheek, and felt by the tremulous aoo^its of his wife^ 
,tnat something had moved her deeply. '* Perhaps you feel the 
Anpsession in the air this evening, presaging a storm, I think. 
But look, sweet-heart, at that stfu* "— pointmg to the one she 
Jbad been so busily engaged in linking with her destiny — '* how 
- Btraogdy bright it is ! That shall be your star," he added, smilr 
ing ffoLj, in the hope of chasing the sadness that sat on her 
brow. Yet, even as the words fell from his lip, a cloud*- 
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its border fringed with a lurid light — passed cnrer the star, 
^eclipsing its wild, tremuloiis glory. 

<< Very unceremonious, indeed!" continued Oourtenaye, in 
the same strain. ''What a sombre, churlish cloud, to 
^braw his dark curtain, just at this moment, over your star, 
my Mary! But now I will re-name it our star, and then I 
shall share all the clouds that flit orer us/' and he strained 
her closer to his breast. 

Mary involuntarily shuddered. As the pall shrouded the 
«tar there came again that strange sweep, as of a rayen's wing, 
through her heart ; the same deep movings of soul that had 
presaged her father's death ; and even her husband's cheerfol 
tone and loving caress failed to reassure her. ' 

'' How darkly shrouded our star is beloved ! I hope it is not 
4Ui ill omen, or am I unusually weak and superstitions F' asked 
Mary. 

'* Our star is not in realitjr shrouded, dear love, replied 
Courtenaye, it shines just as brightly beyxind that earth-bom 
ahadow which for a while has cK)scured its radiance, but it 
will soon pass away and all be fair again;" and even as he spoke 
the sable cloud rolled majestically away, and more dazzling for 
the momentary eclipse, shone out the star in the clear ex- 
panse -«* 

• *'GhMte, solemn, beautifully blight^ 

As if the glory and the bfiss 
Of the next world were ^yen to right. 
Mixed with the fickleness of this." 

'* Some nations have imagined that the stars have a powerful 
and mysterious influence on the destinies of the human race," 
remarked Mary, at length giving utterance to her secret cause 
of agitation, '^ and do you know, dearest, I cannot help £uiC7iiig 
yonder star has power over mine, and that clouds are to over- 
shadow my path, ere the end will be bright.'' 

*' Your feelings seem to have heep, over-wrought to-night," 
said Courtenaye, gently, " the influence of the stars is genaa% 
soothing and softening, but they appear to have had a contrsiy 
efiect on you. "What ails my (uurlmg wife ?" 

'' But do you not believe it is so ?" demanded Mary, ^' J have 
read sccounts, so apparently well attested, that it seems im- 
• possible to discredit them ; are there not in the present day 
many who believe in the language of the stars ?" 
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*' I beliey^ the modem Jews have a great idea of their in- 
fluence, and now and then we hear of the dabblings of asiarology 
from other nations; but it was most prevalent among the 
BabylonianB^ living in the ancient laud of the Ghaldees, those 
pfiiuMS of stap'gazers ; the sacred Babbins imbibed a taste for 
we xn^Btie lore of their predecessors, and bj the moving of tiie 
stAra ^hej formed letters and lines, which they stjled the ' Ge* 
hmtial Alphabet ;' but I do not believe we have any authoritative 
teaching to foster the belief that they determine natiotud o9r 
ifidividml events." 

" And yet we read of the stars fighting against Siseft^ and 
Ih0 Stav tibriit went before the Wise men, and stopped over the 
nmnger where tiie infant Saviour lay," replied Mary* 

** The former mi^ht be but the lofty hyperbole of Oriental 
poetty ; OT an ironical allusion to the prevailing superstiticm 
amoiig Eastern nations that heroes when dead became gods and 
w^e taranriated into stars, which thus became their vehicles, 
and from whence they superintended the affairs of xmuikind. 
The Utter was a miracle perfumed by the power of QoB, like 
ihd euspension of the governing laws of creation when the sun 
eteiKl stiU/or Joshuai or veiled his face upon Calvary,'' replied 
Ooturienaye. 

** Still I cannot help believing-^forgive me, my best instme- 
UntV* — remarked Mary, with emotion, " that thai stai^ will influ- 
enee lae ; neither can I explain to you the strange awe sitting 
en my heart; do you think it impossible stars can overrule 
deatidy P*' 

"Nothing is impossible, darling," answered Courteuave, 
** theie is a beautifal and harmonious dependance existing oe- 
tniv^een all parts of the physical universe ; the majestic creaidve 
Pewef that spoke them into being, suides and governs nH by 
lawa, grand in their very simplidl^, the same mutuid attraction, 
ever receiving and returning ; and there ma^ exist influences, 
operating powerfullv of which we are wholly ignorant, electri- 
eiJ^ f<Hr example ; stdl I do not think it probable that your idea 
ia borne out oy the highest teaching." 

"Do you think there ij3 any harm in the belief?" asked 
Marr, " could it exerdse a depressing influence P" 

" Your feelines, when the cloud went overour star, will be the 
best answer, my love," replied Courtenaye, smiling; ''but I gtant 
that in one sense there may be a pervading influence derived 
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from a frequent Gontemplation of } the stars; your ftyorite^ 
Youngytelbus — 

' The imdeTOut twtronomer is mad^* 

and the refleotiTe mind is insensibiy led beyond all the noise 
and strife of this warring life to Him in whose praise the 
* morning stars sung toge&er ;' we can scarcely, I think, con- 
template those wondrous * self-balanced ' orbs, bringing 
thoughts of the Eternal God who rolled them into s^ce ly the 
fareaui of His mouth, and cherish thoughts of Hn. We imper- 
ceptibly imbibe the atmosphere of our lengthened contempla* 
tions, hence there fnmf be a spiritualizing influence." 

''But how is it that in the starry stillness of the evenini a 
there eyer comes that solemn hush of heart, and we see g 
nearer to our loved and lost? we almost feel their hand 
dasping ours, and their loying eyes bent on us ? I could fimcy 
at this moment my precious friend was beside me, waiting to 
whisper some spirit-message, and if I stretched oat my arms 
I should hold her to my heart." 

''You have been very dreamy to night, darling,'* said 
Courtenaye, smiling mounifully, be scarce knew why, unless 
he had become inlected by the sadness of his wife's voice; 
"but may we not account for these feelings without the 
aid of the stars P the fact that we are removed for a while from 
all the influences appealing so overpoweringlv to our senses in 
the busy mid-day, and the heart, weary of the wear and tear, 
receives more vividly those softening and hallovnng impressions, 
that commune with the spiritual part of our natures ; henc^ 
we deem ourselves nearer the spuit-land, forgetting that we 
are ever encompassed about with a 'yreo^ cUwd of wUwmei.^ " 

"Then my lost friend may have been near me to-night, be- 
loved r' solemnly remarked Mary, and she repeated to Courte* 
naye the parting words of her so truly and fiuthfully-moumed, 
adding, " and now, you my own precious husband will be linked 
with her, and our star.'' 

With a sudden and seeming irresistible impulse, Courtenaye 
raised his hand, and pointing upward, exclaimed in hisfiill ridi 
tones, — J- 

" Oh, yes, yes, beloved! whatever maybe the scenes through 
which we are destined to travel, we must meet there at laatT 

As he spoke, a flash of lightning enveloped them for an 
instant in its subtle flame. Then followed a stifled peal of 
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thundery muttering ominouslT in the dark distance, while lurid 
douda moved fitmliy oyer the firmament. Ere they had re« 
covered from the momentary shock, another intense flash swept 
round them, and immediately over their heads burst a.thunder- 
dap so Iqud that the distant hills seemed to tremble as it revere 
berated through them, Imd tiie moaning wind shrieked as in 
terror. 

Clinging to her husband's arm, and hiding her pale face on 
his breast^ in an excited tone, Mary exclaimed — 

'' Oh, beloved, take me away ! 1 cannot bear the terrible 
thoughts that are flashing through my brain Y* 

Deeply pained, Courtenaye twined his arms lovingly round 
the fluttermg bird nestling on his breast, and in cheering 
accents repeated the majestic old Psalm,— 

^' He that dwdleth in the eecret place of the Most High^ ehall 
abide under the shadow oj the Alnug&ff. 

*^ I wUlsay oJ the Lwd^ He is my refuge and my fortress: my 
Ovdf in him will I trust. 

*^ He shall coffer thee with his feathers^ and under his vmgs shall 
thou trust : His truth shaU be thy shield and buckler, 

** Thou shaU not beafraidjor the terror by night; nor for the 
arrow thaiflieth by day ; 

*' J^orfor the pestHence that waiketh in darkness ; nor for the de^ 
struction thai wasteth at noonday. 

** A thousand^shatt fall at thy side, and ten thousand at thy right 
hand ; but it shcUl not come nigh thee" 

Ab, fluthful soldier of the Cross ! brace that soft spirit for 
the foreshadowed battle-plain, by the teachings of inspiration ! 
Buckle over its dove-like palpitations ''the whole armour of 
faith !" The only panoply whose brightness salt tears cannot 
ruat ! The only coat of mail no eartUy arrow can penetrate ! 

Ab, clasping tendril ! cling to thy soldier's breast, as he sing^ 
the jubilant strain of the undaunted Victor King ; but if now 
thy faith be as a '* reed shaken with the wind," how wilt thou 
do when the blast sweeps by ! If now, '< when lilies are growing 
in green pastures, and willows spring up by the water courses^ 
thme head is bowed as the bulrush/' how wilt thou do in the 
*' swellings of Jordan P" 

Soothed by the song', Mary raised her head from its loving 
resting place, and they entered the room where their litt.e 
slumo^rs reposed in that sinless sleep which only childhood 

y2 
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knows ; bending oyer them, they printed soft kisses on those 
iimocent Hps, fu^Coiirteiiayetendei'IywU ^'ourstanf' 

and then the old smile oa^e back to Maty's beantifUl faee, and 
the evening prayerj prefaced with " Tk^ mli be done^* was neredr 
nttered with deeper fervonr. 

Often, and often in itfter life, wMn earth had gr^wn diiik, 
and the blast troubled the springs of memorr, did that erfeary 
that storm, that prayer start into shaddwy'etistenee, and 
wander through the desolate chambers of Mary's heart. 

** God flendB ns imiiisteni in lore, 

Whioh we regard not, being near : 
iDeath takes lihem from us ; lihea we know ^ 
That angels have be^H with us h^re." 



^ The face of Mary's second-bom — ^her beduty-bird, 'As sh6 
called hiin-^wore that indescribable expression between soft- 
ness and sadness, rarely found but on those brows destined for 
early immortality. The dreamy, spiritual gaze of his dark 
hazel eye, bearing in its wondrous orgauizatiou the auto&pNiph 
of Gon, seemed ever filed on some bright distant object, 
refecting back into its depths a tender* briUiancy ; the cooing 
inurmur of its little roice, the loving gentleness of its disposi- 
tion, the extraordinary early recognition of indiyidnals and 
things it etinced^ had frequently drawn from untutored Hps, 
imd especially ftom those of his admiring nurse, *'wiio 
never saw the like of him in aH her bom days," (a remaik by 
the way, she had applied to eveiy child she had nursed for 
fite-and-thirty years) that he was **tdO sensible too liv©/* 
After jBll, there may be glimmemgs of truth in this time- 
honoured "saw;" whjf may not glory*rays be alreadjr otcp* 
shadowing the little pilgrim, visible only to the eye which had 
never looked on the guilt of earth, or beeome douded by the misttf 
0f sin? *^and if there are mysterious channeb by which the 
^st Adam's sin entered, why may tiiere not be abo chalmels 
for the second Adam's righteousness?'* luoid inasmuch as in 
these wee immortals there is no unbelief to shut out the glory, 
may not the radiant imagery of beaten fitse itself in its nipt 
gti2e ? May they not even even see a ^cnip ^ ''.shining ones **^ 



* 
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on the othier side of life'^ ri^er, wooing tliem frcnn the '' eyil to 
csome," into the outstretched arms of Him ".whose face they 
httre ever beheld," i^d who when on oaxtb, " took a little child 
mid set him in the mid^t ;" and mor^'^mfkj apt these rajs 4)a 
gradually preparing them for that ineSable burst of uncree^ted 
glc4?¥, in the presence phftmber of the Holj of Holies, that 
W<(^uld otherwise be too dazsjing for it0 vision ? 

It was scarce possible to I^k oa the boy^fl faiee and noif 
think of a^gels. Ferhftps llAry had do^e ¥H fpr that night 
her heart ha4 grown faint, she knew not why, as she bent o?^ 
the sleeping child, little dxeamiii^; thi^ its d^inji^eir would sooa 
be exchanged for tbfit mysterious reposie wbinh knows no 
ef^rthly waking \ logger than u^^al h^ ^he liii|^red about hin 
cot — again and again did she print the last kiss on his wh^. 
l^ppw, ere sh^ sought hier xe»t ; aa4 Bh? 1ml Qot been many 
hours in her room when she was hastily called to.hi^ side 
by the frightened nurse. Oh! what ea^ it be! As the 
idolatrous mother bQ{Lt over the bird of beauty, one of his ^ 
tiny hands opened and ^hut convulsive)iy \ the silken lash^ 
beat with fearful rapidity on his rose-leaf cheek ; aaad in an 
instant the whole expression of the fae^ wore |k distorted and 
terrible aspect, while a fiaint moan wailed from its blackened 
' lip ! Half firaiitic, Mary summoned assdstanee, but vain is the 
help of man ! SkUl a;id effort alike fail, and after an agonizing 
fpo? hours, th^t seem tortured into ages by thp stricken p^yreiits, 
1^ shadow that gathers but once, crept over thQ bn>w of th4 
young immortal} and the stilluess that preced0S dissolutioii 
pervaded the little form. « 

Poor young mother ! lict the ransomed spirit go ! Lay thy 
broken flower on the far-stretching branches of the Tree of 
Life! 

Hear ye not the tuning of golden harps falHng e'en now,with 
wondrous melody, on the ravished ei^ of thy blessed child P 

See ye not myriad infant hands, without whose touch the 
music of heaven hath lost its sweetest notp, sweeping the chords 
of that majestic lyre P 

See ye not troops of bright angels waving their wings of 
light, waiting to convey the young immml into the bosom of 
the Sinless — ersfc, may be, those who beheld its " Eather's fiEUse 
in heaven ? " 

Fooy young mother I t]ie eoho of the Ghrist^aught prayier 
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still lingers on the fadusehold air, rolled from thy lip, '' Thy vnll 
be done!" 

' Knowest thou liot that ^^God loves 9, cheerful giver ?^ 
'Tib a hard faith-trial^ but let thy darling go ! Softer will be 
his pillow than even thy loving breast ! 

Let him so, stricken mother ! May be he has already tasted 
tk drop of li&'s Marah mixed in his tiny cup, and turns away to 
drink at that stream which no bitterness invades. 

May be he has heard the angels whispering that eartb bears 
no cedar where the bird of beauty may build its nest so high, 
but the bird of sorrow will flap over it its raven wing. 
' May be it*s soul's eyes have seen the Serpent's trail on the 
&irest — ^the worm of decay at the root of the brightest — of all 
earth's flowers. 

Oh, let it go I that *it's first words may mingle with heaven's 
etemd anthem.- ' ^ * 

*^ Worthy the Lamb that woi slain P* 
' Lei it go — • 

** For ofsueh is the hmgdom of heaven /" 
Let it go-^ 

*^ For the blood it might have slighted. 
Has washed it pure within. 
And the evil seed is bli^ted. 
That had daritened into sin." 

' Yes ! let it go, ere doubt's shadow has rested on its trusting 
i^irit ; ere the arrow of despair has transfixed the wing ot 
hope ; ere cankering care eats off the buds of happiness ; ere 
sin veils its spirit with its dark and deadly folds ; ere it knows 
the import of those withering words, to pabt, to Dis ! 
Poor mother !f 

<< Thro* the night that dragged so slowly, 
Rachel watehed beside a bed, 
Weeping wildly, kneeling lowly. 
She would not be comforted. 



To her lost one she was clinging, 
Baining tears upon a shroud. 

She couM hear no angels singing. 
See nPbrightness in the dond.** 



An old writer, when endeavouring t6 i^eak comfort to a 
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mother, bending 'neath the blo.w that struck down her fair and 
only cluld, exquisitely says — 

** After all, it is only gone to bed a little while before its 
mother, as childreif are wont to go." 

Alas ! bereaved mother, she would have had it '^ stay up a 
little longer." 

That Was a marvellous pleasant conceit of the Spanish 
painter, fcesselating the vault of heaven with infant fiiees. 

That was a tender thought of immortal Watts — ^' The harp 
of heaven had lost its sweetest string, if infimt hands had never 
learnt to play thereon." 

But, oh ! tenderer, sweeter far, was the act of the sympathis- 
ing Jesus! His omnicient eye, looking down the vista of 
tiuinan grief, saw the tears of mothers ''bereaved of their 
children " forming a mighty river, that nous^ht but hope for a 
future meeting with their folded lambs could stay in its course 
-—nought but £dth in divine lov« could ford, and ^^He took 
them up in His arms^ and blessed themy 

^ Took them up in his arms !*' Oh, wondrous condescen- 
sion ! Blessed them** Oh, wondrous love ! And then, as if 
even this significant act could not express the comprehensive 
sympathy of His heart. He declares " of such is the kingdom 
ofhiaven^^ 

He at whose word the mountain waves uncrest, aifd ripple a 
soft peace-song, and grizly Death relaxes his sovereign gnpe— 
Hi? declares, "of such is the kingdom of heaven." 

Ah, there were men who would have kept the little ones 
from Jesus in those days, even as there are now ; but listen to 
His mild rebuke : — 

'^ Suffhr little children to come unto me^ and JoHnd them not^ 
for ** — ^mark the reason, mothers of angels — ^*^ of such is the king* 
dom ofheaven,^^ 

Yes, ye Bachels, who refuse '' to be comforted because they 
are not ;" ye who have one, two, three in that blessed kingdom,— 

« Look to the flight of the spirit's wing, 
Thro* the glorious fields of i^, 
Look to the worid, where the angels sing. 
And see that ye adeet them thm." 

They linger, ''looking back for you to come,"— *oh, disap* 
ipoint them not !•— 

" Set that ye meet them there.'* 



A LIFE-'LONe STORX. 

Erurtrate not tlie mercy that gathered your blossom, bu* 
left a sweet perfume as 'twas borne away, \!f which you laay 
tisck your path-way home to their " Father and vour Eatker.'* 

Ah, that is a stem and traitor-teaching "which would sha^ 
out of the kingdom of heaven the '' little children " who hare 
not been brought to the " mystic font." 

Used it not, stricken motWs I Heed not the false creed 
that de{»nTes thy little one of a Christian burial ! 

WtaA though the wee dust is refused a deoent gtave^i the 
little glorified spirit sings in a '' Umple not made with hamh, 
eternal in the heavens.^' 

Listen on.ee again to the heart-music of thy Saviour's w(»cbi, 
-mla^ hold cl them — ^bind them as balm of Gilead round tb# 
wounds Death has made-*-string them as pearls from the deptha 
of the ocean of eternal loye about thy soul-«- 

^* Ov SUCH IS THE EINOnOK OV HEATSIT." 

"^Ths blood of Christ ekanseth from aU sm»**— AU. ain! 
who shall talk of ^* uncoveoanted menrjT " in the fiiee of thia 
precioiia truth ! , 



Never did the memory of that first mother-grief &de ttom 
Mary's helftrt; oft^ amid the desolation that wrapt her after Ufe 
in it»i dark folds, giving 

'' For every flower a tbouaand tMet," 

has she unrolled the scroll of the past, and seen throimli its 
tears and blots, the pale still face or her coffin-cradled boy- in 
its strange solemn b^uty, standing out in mournful r^ef, 13ce 
a ''Forget-me-not," raising its heart-moving eye, mid the 
carnage of a battle plain ; and though in the '^ training school 
for immortality " she has learnt to bow her meek head, and aoj 
with the Shunamite of old '' It ie weU imth the child" yet shadows 
gather and flicker over h^ soul, and will do so till that blessed 
mom shall break, and they shall for ever flee away. 

!N^ever did the memory of that mysterious drawioff, which 
onoe agajn laid hold of her soul as she held her dying oabT on 
her lap ; or of that unseen agency which, with snch marvelloii^ 
power foreshadowed the blow, pass away. 
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^ Oh ! that with mortal eye she could pierce the yeil ana 

look on those Bubtle liaks, uniting her to the invisible and 
Bpiritoal world ! 

Yain yearner, wait, j 

*^ For ihe hour, the hour U hastening, 
Spirit shall with s^nrit blend. 
Fast mortality is wastmg. 
Then the secret all shall end." 

And though Ood gave her another 'son, he never took th^ 
place of that fair child from whose grave a few white 
violets rest u^n her heart, each time the *^ voice of the turtle 
4ove is heard m the land, imd the singing birds come," bringing^ 
the thought that her bird's song is unitmg in the lofty anthem 
of the Bedeemed. 

That no winter shall succeed it* spring and hush its melody,^ 
for it nestles in the branches of the Tree that bears its fruits 
every month for the healing of the nations, and whose leaves 
sever grow sere and fall blighted and sighing to the earth, as 
the '^ wolfish winds unfold their angry wings." 



Not long after the loss of her boy, Mary had to. weep over 
ttiother early grave : " Death loves a lofty m«tk !" 

How often we hear the plaint, *' poor fellow, he was the 
best of the family !" '' Ah, she was the sweetest of them all !'* 

True, true ! and hence more meet for heaven. 

As we '^ live not wUo ourselves, so we die not unto oursdves^^-^^ 
many a long slighted lesson has been burnt into the heart by 
the silent teaching of the vacant place ; many a soul brought to 
the foot of the Cross by the lingering echo of a dying word. 

Yet when we see those whose entire lives have Deen devoted 
to the holy labour of "making rough places plain," and "crooked 
paths straight," suddenly stricken into the grave ; when plana 
and prospects of usefulness are apparently tor ever frusivated 
hj .the stern Destroyer, it requires mor^ than mere intelleetmil 
faith to take the mountain of mystery, and cast it into the sea 
of God's love. 

Faith's finger must ever rest upon its key-note-** 

*^ Whokt I do thou knowest not now, hut Viou shaU know here* 
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It muat be soul-faith, immoveable, undaunted, anchored on 
the words of Him ^ who spake as never man spake." 

The childless Shunamite knew it when she laid her dead boy 
in the ''little chamber," and sought the heights of Carmel, 
bowing her regal head at the prophet's feet^ and murmuring, 
*'ItufoeU with the i^ild!** 

The Sjrro-Phoenician knewit,when unquailing before the harsh 
cry ''Send her away!'* or the strong laith-trial of her sjrmpa* 
thising Saviour, she exclaimed : " tnOh, Lord^ hut ih$ dogs eat of 
the crumbs that fail from the master's table.** 

The sister of Bethany knew it, when she raised her tear^ 
dimmed eye to the compassionate face of Jesus, and exclaimed, 
^ Lordf if thou hadst been here my brother had not diedT 

Ay, and|thousands more have known it, whose names are not 
written on the scroll of Time, but in the records of Eternity. 



In the midst of a career of usefulness, and exertions for the 
irelief of the spiritual and moral destitution of all who came 
within her spnere, and in the zenith of a life of activity and 
zeal in the cause of the right and true, which writes fahe on 
the assertion women so frequently make to cover indolence and 
apathy, that they have " no influence," " no power,*' " no 
opportunity," our old friend and favorite (for she was every- 
body's favorite), Mrs. Leslie, was called to render an account 
of her stewardship ; after a^. few hours of terrible suffering, in 
which her patient endurance realized to the afflcted bystanders 
how a child of God can 

'' Bear and suffer, dignifying pain,'* 

her spirit took the place prepared for it in the mansions, scarce 
more an angel than she was on earth ; and her stricken husband 
had to mourn the loss of wife and infant in one stem stroke. 
At the early age of twenty-three she passed away, leaving 
behind a radiance and perfume wherewith the bereaved might 
learn to trace her to the skies, and recognize her there by the 
robes she wore below. 

How the poor missed her, and the aged sighed for the gentle 
teacher, who had borne with their prejudices and ignorance, 
ofttieoming them by the touch of love ! 
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How the City Mission vent Biouming on its God-blessed 

ly, and the Dorcas Society- bowed its bead and wept ! 

How the degraded and unfortunate of* her own sex motimed 
tiie loss of her, who had ever a word of warning and entreaty, 
or of sympathy and eneoun^ment ! — How — but where shall 
we stop ! 

^ The iaif witt deoUre all thingsJ' 

Bri|dit be the pliMe of thy soul. 

No lovdier spirit than thine, 
Ever broke from its mortal control. 

On the orbs of the blessed to shbie !" 

The melancholy widower, unable to bear the home where ererr 
object was eloquent with the memory of his vanished happi* 
nes8» in hope of banishing the sorrow that preyed on his spirit, 
at the entreaty of Pred and Courtenaye, consented to accom* 
pany the former in a tour, but not before he had placed his 
only treasure, Donald, now a bright, spirited little fellow of four 
years old, in Maiy's arms, bidcung her to be '' mother to the 
thorn liunb ;" need we say how eagerly she took upon herself 
the touching office, for the sainted mother^s as mucn as for the 
child's sake ? Had not that mother been her sister, counsellori 
friend? 

Too young to realize the truth that 

** Wp oan have bat one mother," 

and yet old enoi^h to weep for the return of his absent 
idaymate, who h^ often said, in a troubled tone, " seemed to stay 
away a great longwhile," the little Donald became another house- 
hola treasure in the pastor^s happy home, and it was surpassmg 
pleasant to mark the friendship that sprung up between the 
Httle "MBjf as the boy called Mirfs eldest child, and himsel£ 
If she cried, her tears were kissed away and lus young arm 




bo^ who makes you cry !" 

Yet, with these very warlike propensities, he was a noble^ 
hearted thing, and one day, when May, in an ardour of scientific 
feaeaich, cut open his new drum to find out where the noiae 
eame from, he aaaured her with the most dashing nanehakncef 
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be " did'nt care for the stupid drum T' though tears stood in hia 
dark blue eyes, as he looked on the '' broken treasure/' wbieb 
she had covered with her pinafore, and hid in a corner of the 
Pis^^y^— baffled in h^r researches for a secret whi^h mmt re^* 
lOftiQ undiscoY^red till she gets to Mrs. Gregory'^, 

Then, ixK), May would ever " give up '* to her young eom* 
panion, no matter what the extenb of qbild-samftce ; sbe would 
allow him to experimentalize on her dolly's com{>lexion, first by 
washing all the colour off with ther c(mier of his pocket hand* . 
kerchief, which he most unpoetioally wet for the purpose, in his 
mouth, and then hold it close to the fire to bring back the 
^' nice pink cheeks," as he assured her gravely it would, till the 
anid dolly's fitce became a dissolving view, and the was ran all 
over her dress and arms ! 

Then she once allowed him to ei|t off a whole handful of her 
own Inright curls to make a new tail for his favorite hofrae 
« Toby," 'that indisp^isable requisite of Toby's having been 
t»ed up by the young Scot in the manufacture of sundry whip% 
paint brushes, etc., ^. 

Marvellous were the Ifterties they took with one anol^ef^t 
toys*^those Lares of the nursery, that only a privileged few 
dare meddle with ; for they often become, in that little repu^9 
as much a matter of strife and storm as they do in the greater 
renubUc of the world. 

Marvellous was the fbotiog of Iriend9l4p <^ which they stood 
ere so much unanimity of sentiment could have existed on such 
debateable sulijects as dollies and doblHiKs ! 

She was a darling, that wee May-— seaniely less «weet than tk9 
name her playmate gave her ; she seemed, with an intuitiim boi* 
yond the mature age of three years, to 4^mpreh«id the idA| 
that he had no ^' very own kind mamma" as she had ; and 009 
day when Mary — ^ose heart bled at the stem duty-^wia 
obliged to send him out of the room to beg nurse's pardon, rt 
whom he had in a passion thrown a book, because she had aeei* 
d^itally stepped on May's kitten, she went up to her oiotber^ 
afid putting both armsroundh^nedk, drew hav face close to bet 
own, and whispered, sobbing, ^^ Donald baa no mamma 1 let Ihbi 
•ome back t" And when her little champion was ill, and Maiy 
sat by his side— no meaner hand being penntted to ministevte 
her ^parted £nend% child— May would steid ioito his loon 
tip<toe, and look on the pale face of the deeping boyi till ' 



oms nr txs oiiobt wobld. 6Sft 

githered in her soft eyes, and she would ask—'' Mamma, can 
Donald's aim dear mamma see him now he is so sick, and take 
care of him when you are dressing baby P" 

It certainly would not have been very difficult to realise the 
poetical Persian idea, when marking the singular consonance of 
taste and feeling existing between the chil<£ren. 
McDonald never exhibited that tyranny, and dignified assump- 
tion of superiority some young gentlemen do over their sisters 
in the nursery ; and May never hid all her toys for fear Donald 
would want them ; or toxl screaming at the top of her voice, 
o tell tales on the intruder, into her doU/s sanctum ; at 
tiie first of wUch some judicious -mfontna laughs and says — 
** Oh ! but, my love, you must give up to Johnny, he is older 
than you, you know, and little girls must not want the same 
thi^s bovs da'' Sage mother? 

And of the second — ^^ Never mind^ my darliiig ! We ifiU flog 
Charley for touching your dolly's cradle." Wise instructor I 

'' Mother t watch the Utile tongw 
Prattling, eloquent and wUd ; 
What is said, and what is sung, 
By the happy, joyous child. 

Catch the word while yet titispoken ; 

Stop the vow before 'tis broken : 
This Bftme tongue may yet proclaim 

Bletnngs in ii Sikviotir's name.** 
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CHAPTEE XXVL 



** AUs ! alas t that woman gifted with an angers powers, sent <m an 
angel's mission, should be content with the butterfly-life of a pleamire- 
BedLmg f ashionist !"— Faknt Fkbit. 

^' A very oonddeFable part of the suflforing to which these young women 
aie exposed, must be traced directly to those in a higher class of life, who 
tihoDghtlessly order what must be supplied at once, although, in the supply 
of it^ ihe very tiiews and sinews of the producers of the work are sacrifioed. 
It is for flower-shows, balls, and other entertainments ; it is for the gay 
dancing of painted butterflies in the summer sun ; it is for such things as 
these l£at young sisters and daughters are to oflfefed up at the shrine of this 
modem Molodusm, in the Valley of Abomination,*' — ^Bishop of Oxfobd. 

" We want a new race of wives and mothers, the women of the pro e on t 
day are not tiie women for their times.*' — ^Lobd Sbaftbsbubt, 

Thb clock peals out the midnight hour, and carriages are 
flashing past, bearing buoyant beings, over whose brows the 
pall of Sorrow, with its many dark folds, has neyer been flung. 
Low light laughter stirs the subdued air of Night, and thoughts 
of painless tnflers, cuUins; life's sayest flowers, rush into the 
gazer's mind. Onward tney roll, little dreaming that around 
them are huddled together in pestilent atmospheres* un- 

* Now obsenre, at the age of sixteen or seventeen beginathemost extreme 
pressure of the work upon them. At that aoe the healm requires more than 
ordinary care to fit women for the duties of life in after years, yet even the 
food with which they are supplied is often defident in qitantity and inferior 
in quality. They are confined in rooms of the most impure and depteuSaag 
atmosphere, and there, for eighteen or nineteen hours, without inteCTnisaion, 
are they kept at this terrible toil. I should like veiy much to ask of those 
gallant^BoldierB who returned the other day from the Crimea idiat wen thdr 



numbered creatures, tender, gentle, and theoretically free aa 
themselves, straining their yielding sinews and fevered eye-balk 
to prepare the dainty robes that are to vie one with the other 
amid scenes of luxurious pleasure. 

Gome, daughters of Christian Britain, who ^^ caire £9r none of 
these things," peep into yonder shop, lifting its stuccoed front 
as demiirely as if there were no '* whited sepulchres, filled with 
dead bones, and all undeanness." Nf^, shrink not back! 
Why tremble P there is no cause for ^ear ! Those emaci- 
ated shapes are ''bone of your bone," have been cherished 
as fondly, and have smiled as blithely as you have, ere the 
cloud of reversing poverty fell on their homes, blotting out 
all life's sunshine. 

Look now, we beseech you into the thicklv^denizened room, 
bestre\)^ed with shreds from countless costly looms. Make you 
'' faint," does it ? Ah, and no wonder ! Then how could you 
sit for weeks and months, till your reddened eye retreated in 
its socket, your form lost its erectness, your fingers grew lean 
and trembling with excessive toil ;* your thoughts fiir away with 
kindly hearts and familiar voices, whose music made precious 
your childhood's home, while ever»retuming memories of the 
rained father and the broken-hearted mother, darken the 

present — all dark enough . 

You "cannot stavr'"— Go then, pretty butterfly! The 
miasma would tarnish thy spangled wings, and enfeeble their 
flutter in prosperity's sun ; but know that " roB all thesx 

THIli^aS, Oon WILL BUJKO THXE XSTTO JUDOMEBT." But WO 

will look on yet awhile, though the heart may grow faint 
and sicken* How ghastly white, under the fever-blotch on 

gafferingn in the tarendies, and I am sure I oould bring a parallel to tiko§e 
wff^rvngt in many of the working establiehments of this great dty. — ^Lobd 
B* Gbosioenob. 

ITet weare exposing to the pressureof thatenonooiu labour thoeewho aiw afe 
the earliest age, of the most delicate frames, who ought not to be subjected U> 
severe labour, who cannot bear labour so crushing ; and the result I need not 
tell you, the fevered pulse, the languid and then the glazed eye, the sinking 
Hmb, the feeUe and diminished strength ; this going on day by day, till at 
last merciful disease, — long resisted, when the poor tiling ought to have been 
laid on the bed of tending care, — merciful dis^ue closes the scenes and an 
early g»ve shuts it up.— J. G. Golquhoun, Esq. 

* Jdany gave way during the night, not onl^ falling asleep with the work 
in their hands, but quite unable to perform their usual quantity the next day 
from langour and loss of appetite. — Frmn evidence befoix the Ifw$e f(f Lgrdi* 
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each attenuated cbeek, is the &ce of yonder ireed-like girl, 
wbbae ebon bait waves over a brow of tbongbt, and wbose 
foltti a painter migbt covet for a sjlpb, or a sculptor for 
Urania. How barsbly tbe '^ backing " cough mingles with t^ 
rustle of the gorgeous materiid, which her wastinglife is 
taping into a robe, ''to be done immediately." what a 
•ganshi oppressive light pervades the room! Ay, thev must 
'see to work| though the air, poisoned and feculent with teveruA 
brea&, pollutes the springs of health and saps the last ene^ 
tbiittoil has spared; even the screening shutters are braced 
alid barred lest an out-streaming ray betray the foul deeds 
within.* How those many-hued robes ooniarast with the 
shadowy beings creating them ! JBlowers in a chaniel«hou8a! 
•^Tfae murmurs of an .Solian through reeking riiambles S Tet 
there is another young girl ; she has none of the proud beauijr 
'^at iashes from the orow of the first victim, but what ioiio- 
cenee sits on the weary face ! How protection-appealing is tbe 
wasting grace of her form 1 She was the heart-poe&i of a 
loving home ere her father fell in his country's eause, ttdd 
her mother slept in the old churchyard. Why does she so 
fihequently wipe her sofb hazel eye, and press her fingers on tbe 
hot swollen lid P Why does she close her eyes and bow dovrn 
low over her work, and the next moment hastily use the 
pungeift smelling-bottle— -the allowed luxury become a stem 
aeee8sity--^till they swim with burning water, and are routed 
to their W .gain^? 

Ah! she is the swiftest, most skilful embroiderer; and 
though the doctor told her, only the day before, she was 

* Li some cases they have been kept working from. Thursday monuog 

aukll far into Sunday morning, without sleep * • * 

ii<^ is this all, as if to make matters worse, the sktOters are MaBif §ktld; 
$0 08 to exclude ail proper ventilation^ lest the light from the toliMiMM ahcM 
teMdl to the neigho&urs to what late houre the toork ie carried on (ttf). It i* 
by iio means an uncommon thing — ^indeed, it takes place ahnost evctfy day**- 
tiat the wotkwomen faint in the room, and are borne off htdriedly, and iflA^ 
that thdr neighbours may proceed again with their Work as quicAmr as \Ktr 
Aible. Consumption is frequently the end of this course, sometunea DiHndliiW^ 
imd occasionaUy insanity." — Prom facts fwmiehed hy I). GBAXKCoai, BsQ. 

Theseteilibkffwstsought to be soon broad-cast <Aroii^Aoi<<ofir2Mil. iW 
wants more popular enlightenment on the subject ; many ladies^ both in I^i^ 
don and in uie country to whom the writer has spoken oonoeming it, hi^ve 
never so much as heard of a society for the proteotion of cpf m iK wa ndtfiSst 
-and dressmakers ,* or even of such being neoessaty I 
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" blindiag herself," what can she do ? Poor heart ! she must 
work, STA-RVB, or SIN ! and though a few hours' rest would 
infuse fresh vigour into eye and limb, she cannot pause, she is 
hurrying over a mourning order,* " to he dons immediately,^* 
the wealthy woman for whom it is so elaborately prepared will 
not be disappointed ; she must mourn in the height of fashion ! 

Twrelve o'clock, and thiy quaff the drugged coffee, or drain 
the exciting tea, and the wheels of energy that had for a mo- 
ment dragged slowly, mjve on with accelerated speed under 
the subtle, deadly infusion. 

One o'clock, and 'tis the blessed Sabbath ; yet still the toil goes 
on, and its sacred hours bring no relief; the dress mu8t\ie finished, 
no matter at what cost of soul, flesh, and blood ; and the be- 
reaved lady for whom this labour is extorted from dying fingers 
— with no higher claims to immortality than the meanest of 
her down-trodden sisters, and the poorest of these slaves of 
fashion and icupidity, — complacently places her donation on 
the salver passed obsequiously inco her luxurious pew, for 
the Ophthalmic or Consumptive Hospital, and congratulates 
herself as a living epitome of the religion of the self-denying 
Saviour, well meriting the commendation, ^^ good and faithful 
strvant r* 

Ay, reader, even dressed in the robe on which those skeleton 
fingers have plied on that sacred Day, till the blood has started — 
satisfied that the pulses of her piety " beat healthfully" — the 
mourning fashionist sentimentally joins in the world-wide sup- 
plication, — 

" We beseech Thee to have mercy upon all that are desolate, 
and oppressed," and believes herself fully entitled to the Divine 
commendation, " Wjkll done 1" 



** A change passes o'er the spirit of our dream." Look at 
yon Hall, with its artistic arrangements ! what fairy fingers 
have wrought magic there, or what enchanter's wand has 
charmed into being these bewitching scenes P What magi- 
cian's rod has been stretched out, transforming the common-' 

* It 18 true as the Bishop has said, that in cases of private m turning gre tt 

demands are made But when there comes —as there oj- 

casionally does come — what is ordinarily called a ** Court Mourning,** that 
presses upon all establishments, then it is that the most frightful results take 
place, — Load Shaftesburt. 

z 
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place of everj-day life into such a glittering panorama ? Bark, 
to thoae entrancing strains ! now swelling into lofty measure, 
anon sinking into voluptuous murmurs, while richer and deeper 
still, the human voice hlends its music, in tones so joyous that 
no note in the well*tuned diapason seems foruied for the wail 
of grief or shriek of despair. Look at those dear memory- 
awakening flowers I drink in the perfume exhaling from their 
many-tinted hearts, aa the softened light from a thousand 
lustres aheds a dreamy halo over their elustering glory. 

** The morning flowers dispUy their sweets. 
And gay their silken leaves unfold, 
As careless of the noontide heats, 
As fearless of the evening cold. 

• 

Kip*t by the wind's unkindly blast» 

Parched by the sun's directer ray. 
The momentary glories waste, 

The short-lived beauties die away." 

But there are brighter things than these in that gorgeous 
Hall. There are creatures of light and loveliness such as poets 
love to paint, rich in all the " poetry of motion," swayed by 
the poetry of sound, floating through the mazy dance. What 
untold wealth of beaming eyes and loving hearts ! What m 
argosy of tresses — here the raven's wing, there the golden 
banner ! What enchanting grace dwells in the fall of those 
ivory shoulders! What imperial beauty sits enthroned on 
those flashed brows ! What sunny smiles wreath thoae 
chiseled lips I 

''So blooms the hamaa face divine. 
When youtii its pride of beauty shows. 
Fairer than spring the colours shine, 
And sweeter t£ui the virgin rose ; 

But worn by slowly rolling years. 

Or broke by sickness, in a day 
The fading gloxy disappears, 

The slunt-lived beauties die away.*' 

There is one amid that dazzling throng, the .nnconsciotts 
Cynosure of all eyes ; not for her queen*like form, for there are 
many such in that gathering ; not for the beauty of her face, 
for there are many around as fair as she ; not for the rare 
jewels that deck her brow, for there are eyes in that Hall out- 
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shining all their splendour ; but for the expression of hopeless, 
passionate sadness brooding like a death-shadow over the beau- 
teous countenance. Sadness on the brow of a three-months' 
bride ! And some look mysterious, others curious, and the 
rest well-informed ; but all perfecty well bred. 

Hark ! was it a shriek sweeping round the tapestried walls ? 
Strange ball-room harmony ! 

Why that eager simultaneous rush to the far end of the 
Hall ? Ah, that queenly one has &inted ! See, she bends 
like a broken lily, as the arm of her husband is stretched to 
support her. 'Tainted?'* Oh, no, no! Erom her parted 
lips the purple life-stream is gushing ! It stains her snowy 
bosom ! It clots on her costly robe ! She has burst an artery, 
and ere the exclamations of wonder, or regret, or sympathy 
haye died away from the gathering crowd, the husband bends 
in mute agony over the dead body of his beautiful wife.* Man 
of skill, vain are thy efforts ! Agonised friend, thy tears can- 
not stay the spirit fluttering on Time's shore 1 Husband of 
weeks, thy coffers cannot bribe the Destroyer ! thine up-raised 
arm cannot stay the stroke ! Look close — draw near to that 
beauteous face — there is a shadow gathering over it, on which 
none may gaze, and cherish hope ! 



ft 



Moorn, the sweetest bride is dead ; 
Gold and frail and fair she lieth ; 



Onoe — ^but what avaOs it now 
Onoe she wore within her bosom 
Pity, which did never fail, 
A hue that daah'd the lily pale ; 
And upon her oheek a blossom 
Such as yet was never known. 
All is past and overthrown ! " 

A few moments before the " sweetest bride," all radiant with 
happiness, decked herself for her first appearance in society in 
that interesting character, an envelope containing several letters 
was put into her hand, which, after perusing, she placed in her 
dressing case, without a tear or sigh ; but in an instant a terrible 
change parsed over her being ! Death had darted his arrow into 
her heart, and left it there to fester for a few anguished hours, 
ere he drew it out and her life current with it. 

♦ Fact. 

z2 
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Surely some fiend must have penned those mysterious 
words 1 "What could their import portend ? 

! it is but another every day tale, but it was new to the 
trusting wife ; the blow that broke her heart was dealt by her 
husbana's hand I '* Ye9j her hushofuTs ! Bich, handsome^ 
and dissipated, mothers hailed his entrance into the sacred pre- 
cincts of the family circle, and fathers gave him the right hand 
of fellowship. 

" What ! knowing he was dissipated ?'* 

Tee ! they knew he was rich, and their girls were marriage- 
able, what matter if he was a 'Mittle profligate ;'' and so they 
entrusted these unsullied creatures to the care of the destroyer; 
and brothers, who in the morning ride had met him with his 
victim seated by his side, in the dashing vehicle he was driving, 
resigned to him his sister for the evening waltz ! 

Mothers, who had grouped together, whispering mysteriously 
over reports that from the under current of society welled up 
and over spread its upper surface, nodded and smiled a£Pec- 
tionately , as the titled profligate, with one of their daughters 
hanging on his arm, made his way to«rards their circle ! 

Two years previous to the event related, the destroyer had 
marked a victim from that numerous and fated class, the out-door 
apprentices of our dress making establishments, whose beauty 
of form and face attracted the coarse slave of passion, ^eed 
we sicken over the details of scheme, plot, oaths, and false- 
hoods ere he bore off the reed-like girl, who shone so con- 
spicuously as we looked into the closely-denizened work-room, 
or follow her step by step, as 

'' The weary slaye faints at the gaUiog oar,*' 

and, driven at last to despair, listens to the advice of a sister- 
victim, who has fled from one evil to a greater ? — 

" Why not escape as I have done, and live in luxury ? Why 
go on crushed and heart-sick as you are going on, and not make 
a living after all ? Whv don't you leave it as 1 have P I am 
iaappy enough," she added in a tone that belied hes words '* I 
never do any work now, and never intend tc agMn ! And as to 
all their talk about 'doing oiur duty' ana making us kneel 
uown to prayers, with their mockery, I am quite as good now as 
1 was theU; for then I had no time to read or pray, as I pro- 
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mised poor father I would ; * and now I don't want to. I may 
as well be shut out of heaven from one place as another, if we 
are to be shut out !" 

This terrible casuistry acted but too powerfallj'on.the pliant 
creature to whom it was addressed, and within a week she 
became the caressed bauble of the courted t profligate ; all the 
peace and purity wrenched for ever from the child of a poor 
but faithful minister of Gk)D. 

Surely we may be pardoned for repeating, in all their sug- 
gestiveness, those words used in reference to another neglected 
class, but equally applicable to this : — 

^^ No wonder ihey resort to crime rather than submit !^^ Oh! 
let us pause, and reflect on what that fate must be, from which 
the delicately, often prayerfully, brought up victims, rush to 
gilded guilt, and thence to self, destruction ! 

But the end came ! 

Darkness sits on the mighty City: the wind now moans 
fitfully, anon breaks into shrieks, as if startled at the foul deeds 
around. A few pale stars look down, on the waters whose 
polluted breast reflects not back their pure ray. Sullenly the 
waves lash the piers of a bridge connecting either side of the 
great Babylon, whose pulse is beating languidly. Here and 
there a carriage rolls heavily, conveying some gambler from a 
secret Pandemonium, or late party from scenes of meretricious 

* If here the form of leUgion is maintained, matters are made still worse ; 
it seems snch a mockery. 

" And to sum up all, the mockery is made complete in some houses by 
calling them up to family prayers at the close of tha day — that is if business 
permits, though in some instances they return to their work for a time after 
prayers. Family worship, indeed! 'We thank Thee, O Father, for the 
favourable circumstances in which we are placed, and for the mercies of the 
dtkj, is the prayer of such an one. *F(W(mrdble circumstances/' Let the 
blood-shot eyes, the swollen limbs, the pale faces, the emaciated forms, the 
hectic flush, the glassy eye, and the hacking, hollow cough of indpient con- 
sumption, with other evils so numerous that their name is legion» proclaim 
throughout the length and breadth of Christendom the fawmrdble circum- 
sta/nee8 in which these sacrificial offerings to the demands of Fashion are 
found.'* 

These statements are given by an eye-witness, one who has passed through 
it all, and, tosomeextent,been a victim of this slavery. — D. Grainqer, Esq. 

i* In grappling with our social evils, are they met full-faced ? Is not the 
view one-sided, one-eyed ? Is not sweet put for bitter, and contrarywiae ? 

The day will declare. 
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splendour and deadly mirth, or physician from the bed of agony 
and death. 

Suddenly a white figure springs upon the parapet — a flash — 
a shriek — a plunge— and the gurgling waters close over the 
grave of despair, then beat as suUemy, murmur as hoarsely, moan 
as fitfully as before. The stars shine meekly down, the carriages 
roll heavily on ; the destroyer smiles blandly stiU, and beauty's 
cheek grows rich at his flattering words ; thus Night wears 
away : Mom opens her laughing eye, and anon a young fair form 
is slowly dragged up. Oh ! 

" Lay her down tenderly 
Fashion*d bo slenderly t" 

^ But alone she died not : on her pulseless breast nestles ababv- 
form ; the sullen waves have lashed in vain over that clasp ; the 
deadmother's hair falls dank and glossy over the dead boy's face ; 
yet surely he but sleeps, a calm bright sleep, and those veined 
lids will yet unclose, revealing the beauty of his eye ! Can it 
be DEATH ! One tiny waxen hand is pressed flrmly into the 
snow of that milkless bosom ; the pouting baby-lip still lingers 
on the sacred fount. Poor infant ! did thy mother stop the 
heart-smiting murmur of thy voice, drowning it in ^' Nature's 
great Nile," ere she took the fearful leap 1 

Poor baby I did she who gave thee birth become unnerved for 
the fatal deed as thy '' piping cry '' smote on her broken heart, 
and she hushed it thus : — 

We knoiT^ not ; but tis passing solemn and sad, to look on all 
this wreck. 

Eyes, long used to scenes of death, grow red and full as. they 
gaze. Poor fools! what, tears! tears? 

'tis Ol^LY A DBXSSMAEXB 1 

Why throw your garments over that* still form of grace and 
beauty, once palpitating with high hopes for the future, then 
heaving under the grasp of despair ? 

'tis 017LT A BBESSMAKEB ! 

What though a mother's heart be broken, or a father's grey 
hairs brought down w^th sorrow to the grave ! What, though a 
host of feeling, and energy, and aspirations that, properly train^, 
might have made the dead creature there a " thing of beauty 
and a joy for ever ? 

'tis Om.Y A DBfiSSMAEEB ! 
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What though a soul, redeemed with the precious blood of 
Jesus, be hurled uumeet ? 

But we must pause, and only add, in the reverential language 
of our leading journal : — "It is not for us to say what 
compensation may be reserved, elsewhere, for those who have 
drawn so sad a number in the lottery of life.*'* 

And then, poor victims of oppression with "rouND dkowijed" 
for requiem and ^itaph, the bodies are indecently tumbled — 

Oh ! lay her down tenderly 
Fashioned so slenderly ! 

into some hole of the earth, the authorities kindly permitting 
the white arms of the mother to remain wreathed round her baby, 
and her baby to sleep its long slumber on its mother's broken 
heart. 

Poor murdered victims ! Sleep on in your " oneonsecrated " 
rest, from which only the ArchangeFs trump shall awaken you ! 
Nobody cares to sift the matter; these things are common, 
and scarce excite a sigh. 

Sleep on ! No more grinding oppression and bitter taunts, 
No more " words softer than honey' from a tongue " set on fire 
of hell!" 

Sleep on ! No one goes to your unhallowed grave to weep love's 
warm tears; no eye lingers fondly on your dishonoured remains. 

Sleep on ! No eye 

No Etb ? 

"Listen ys wohek that abe at ease, CABiira fos 

KOKE OP THESE THDTGS !" 

" LiSTEK TB OBEEDY OPPBESS0B8 OF THE HTBELIITG," YB 
PAMFEBED SONS OP TITLED VICE, " WHO LIB IN WAIT TO DE- 

8TB0Y JHB INNOCENT !" Listen to the trumpet message — no 
honied flatteries fall on your ear, heralded by the august pre- 
face THUS SAITH THE LOED OF HOSTS— 

"I HAYE SEEN, I HAVE SEEN THINE INIQUITIES;" "AND 
KNOW THAT FOB ALL THESE THINGS I WILL BBINO THEE 
ITNTO JtrDOMENT." 

But already, murdered victim, thy Nemesis is on her fiery 
way. From papers left behind, there were letters written by the 
crime-seared profligate for whom she gave up 

" All hope of pardon on this side the grave;" 

♦ Times, February 20, 1857. 
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one penned but a short month before he married ! Here is 
the arrow that pierced the heart of the trusting wife. 

" Going to be married to ! Who told you 

this falsehood, queen of my soul ? Never, never ! Had I not 
seen your witching beauty, I might have thought of her, but 
while my heart beats, 'twill beat for you alone.'* 

The accomplished betrayer wrote thus to his victim in Lon- 
don from the country seat where he had poured into the ea r 
of his affianced wife words of deathless love and faith, to which 
she listened with willing ear and trusting heart, for he was her 
first and only love. 

This letter fell into the hands of the suicide's onlv sister, and 
in the anguish of her heart, she determined to send it, with ano- 
ther written by herself, to the innocent wife, telling her all the 
foul history ! 

Too well did the unsuspecting woman recognise the hand- 
writing that had so often quickened her heart's pulses ! 

'Twas her death-blow ! 

Brought up by a maiden aunt, and spending much of her 
time in the country, the orphan knew nothing of the career of 
her idol ; during the " season" in which he won her guileless 
heart, she saw him flattered and caressed by virtuous-looking 
mothers, welcomed by grev-headed fathers, petted and coquetted 
with by unsophisticated daughters ; she knew herself envied as 
his bride elect'; how could she deem him aught but what he 
seemed ! Ah ! why could not her sacred character of orphan 
protect her from the wiles of profligacy ! The same hand that 
sent the dark history to the wife, penned the account of the 
suicide to the guilty husband, and he found all the papers just 
where the broken-hearted one, the only woman he had ever loved 
and honoured, had placed them. 

Shall we draw aside the curtain, and gaze on that wretched 
man, as standing iu mute horror, with livid cheek and staring 
eye, he grasps in his palsied hands those fatal missives ? 

Nay, we will leave him alone with conscience. 

Alas I Alas ! are then so many of the evils that pour down 
our streets a burning flood, to be traced to the influence of wo- 
man ! Is the mother-land of Hutchinson, Fry, Carpenter, Night- 
ingale, Marsh, Martin, and a bright host whose names are in the 
Book of Life to be any longer the nursery of crfraes, at which 
humanity sickens, a^d turns away hei; head I 
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Are we indeed responsible, in a fearful measure, for the present 
state of things ? 

An observant prelate has furnished the key to this " Valley 
of Abomination" — " Thottohtlkssness." " The women of Eng- 
land will not think of these things." Oh I but will this fact ex- 
cuse them; rather is not this very thoughtlessness sin ? Why will 
they not think, ere the day comes when they must do so I Why, 
like the daughters of Danaides, should they be ever drawing from 
the wells of pleasure in vessels that cannot hold ! Steeped in 
prosperity, are their hearts steeled to human sorrow and suffer* 
ing ; deaf to the voice of compassion ; dead to all claims but 
those of folly and fashion ! 

No, no ! By all that is sacred and humainzing, no ! 

A high-hearted philanthropist, who is stamping his impress 
on the age, and whose name is a Pharos wherever want and 
miserv and wrong have left their footmarks, has publickly de- 
clared " we want a new race of wives and mothers, the women 
of the present day are not the women for their times ;'* but 
do we n6t want a new race of husbands, and fathers too P 
And while the author would rather agree on any subject con- 
nected with our social evils and their remedy, with this working 
follower of his Master, yet surely past experience would vindi- 
cate our countrywomen from this wide-spreading belief; and 
only the Day may reveal how much of the threefold regenera- 
tion began, and being now carried on in our midst, is the work 
of self-denying, thinking women. 

Look yonder at her who, in all winds and weathers, with 
self-denying perseverance goes forth to collect the weekly 
pence for the Qod-blessed Bible Society. 

Follow another, who with love in her heart and the wobd in 
her hand, seeks the abodes of ignorance, crime, and poverty, 
festering in deadly trinity, aud points the lost to the lost one's 
Saviour. 

Or go with a third, an unwearied girl, who day after day 
presses her hot hands on her brow, as she sits in the close air 
of the Ragged School, stripping off the incrustations of ig- 
norance from thosachild -souls, and letting in rays from the Sun 
of Bighteousness — Ah ! 

** Bier's is an angel's mission, 
Nay, perchance there is not given 
So noble an employment 
To the seraph throng in heaven**' 
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Yet these are odIj representative women, of whom a host 
may be collected to lortiiy our position ; and it is the firm con- 
viction of the writer, that however much appearances are 
against them — even those whose hearts are swerving from the 
rightfal centre, attracted by the multifarious temptations and 
influences of a singularly frivolous age, — only require a well- 
skilled symphony on the chords of thought, and out-gushing 
will follow those sympathies and aspirations, ever latent in 
woman's heart, linking her with the Author of them. 

Surely it is a foul libel to believe the eyes which weep 
torrents of sympathy at histrionic representations of suffering, 
disease, and death; or the susceptible bosoms which flutter 
with emotion over the well-got-up scenes in a novel, could 
remain all stonv and callous when the real moan of anguish 
is at their very doors wailing loudly for their compassions ! 

Away with the thought ! the women of England will rise 
to vindicate themselves from the belief that they are " not the 
women for the times," and no longer lay all tne heklthy and 
generous impulses of their natures on the cruel altar of Fashion^ 
and for the sake of dazzling a few feverish hours amid the ever 
unsatisfying mirth of perishing pleasures, forego their G-od- 
given privileges — out-blot those sympathies linking her with 
the skies. They will " think " on the scalding tears of pain 
and weariness that have fallen from their sisters' sinking eye on 
their costly robes* of the skeleton fingers that have trembled 
over their embroidered skirts — of the young eyes that have 
become dark — dark for ever in their service ; they will listen 
to the despairing moan — ^the hopeless sigh — the short, fearful 
cough ; and drawing back the veil, look steadily on scenes of 
passive endurance and heroic suffering, that, 

'* Would make e'en angels weep, if tears were known in heaven.** 

Ay, and they will do more — ^they will /^pel this monster 
wrong, and bind themselves in a phalanx more invincible than 

The Sacbsd.Bakd 

* Oh ! what a change the gorgeous dress undergoS ! — at one moment it 
is on the knee of the emaciated sempstress, amidst tears, sighs, weariness, and 
disease ; and the next, it is in the gay chamber, amidst perfumes, flowen, 
music, and laughter. Oh 1 can it be possible that many of our couniiy- 
women are really thus sacrificed to pridie, vanity, and fashion ? Alas ! it ia 
tootrue. Butlet us blush and amend our ways. — Eev. J. Mc Conioel HufiSET. 
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of the Seven -hilled City; op the " immortal guard" of the 
Persian legions, and boldly go forth in the cause of 

''The right and true and beautiful." 

No woman so high but she can stoop to lend her aid, and 
rise in the act. No woman so low but she can help on the 
work, thereby raising herself in the scale of bein^ ; and gather- 
ing round them all those whose hearts are in the right place, 
give not '' sleep to their e^eSy not slumber to their iwelids,^* till 
they have enfranchised the fifteen thousand slaves of the needle, 
whose ^eat cry has entered the ears of the Lord of Hosts. 
They will guard the " Pearl of Days ** for their down-trodden 
sisters, by closing their doors to the thrice-cursed act, allow- 
ing articles to be " sent home " on its morning. 

The eye of humanity is turned on the women of England, 
wondering if they will uproot this social Upas, whose spr^uiing 
branches distil such wholesale poison* and upheave this 

* One who was driyen to imanity thus talked to the doctors, who tried so 
to speak to her as to elidt a tear, hoping thereby to give relief to her brain : 

** * You worked pretty hard in London, did you not ? * said one of the 
gentlemen, willing to toy if he could touch something in that direction. 
' Hard ? * Say slavery at once ! ' 'It must have been quite pleasant for you 
when Sunday came, to get a little rest, and go to church." * Yes, it was- 
pleasant,* said she bitterly ; ' and as to the church, the minister of the church 
I went to told us to* do many things, which, of course, were out of my power, 
so I have come to the conclusion that I shall neyer go to heaven. Pleasant, 
is it not t * A shudder ran through them all. ' Well, my friend, but he 
told yon of Jesus Christ ?' 'Yes, He went about always doing good ; but 
that gave me no comfort, for I was always doing harm.* ' But you prayed, 
my mend ? ' ' Prayed ! as if our employers gave us time to pray ! * a gleam 
of intelliger oe flashing from her eye. * I vMed to pray when first I went tiiere ; 
but we worked such fearful hours, I used to go to sleep on my knees. I 
could not help it ; and as I was not going to mock heaven that way, I gave 
it up. Pray ! Why I never heard of such a thing ! Do- you know what 
sort of a place a house of business is in London ? ' ' Not a veiy desirable 
place by your account. But ^ me something about it ; I want to know.' 
'I.suppose, then, you are the Day of Judgment. However, I will tell you ; 
for I am sure you will make some allowance, and not punish me for every* 
thing. When I went there, I found that the work was very hard, and the 
hours very long. We always sat up two whole nights every week, and some- 
times three. Work was our food and drink — our all for this life ; nay more, 
we were required to be so devoted to the interests of our employer, as for 
that to take the place of God. Would not prayer have been a mockery ? 
We had our Sundays, but they were not to worship Grod in ; we were to rest 
on that day to gain strength, or go into the country for recreation, so as to 
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blood-cemented fabric, within wbose Gehenna walls such foul 
de^ds are perpetrated. And will they not ? 

Watchman, what of the night ? 

The clouds are rolling away, and over earth's moral wastes 
and abodes of cruelty are streaming rays from the '' Sun of 
Highteousness." 

And ye " oppressed, tossed with misery, and not comforted," 
look up ! Ministering angels still light on the groaning earth 
for you. The eye of Charity, beaming with love-light caught 
from Calvary, is not dim. The voice of Sympathy, melting 
with the mudic learnt from the echo oi' the angel's lova-song, 
"peace on earth, ^oad^udU to man,^^ still falls on the ear of 
Time : — 

Look up ! Before you are morning-streaks, prophetic of a 
brighter noon : the spirit of Love is invading the homes of 
apathy and selfishness. 

Hark to the •comforting words of Him who " spake as never 
man spake :*' 

" I will judge the came of the orphan, and plead the cause of 
the oppressed,^* 

** / will execute righteousness and Judgment for all that are 
oppressed,'^ 

Mighty and unmistakeable is the voice abroad in the earth ! 

" The voice that is upon the waters — that breaketh the eedara-^ 
that divideth the flames — that shaketh the wilderness.^* 

be able to throw our heart and soul into the work by fiye o*clock the neizt 
morning — ^that was all. Our employer went to church herself sometimes in 
the morning, and sha said she wished us to do the same ; but the could not 
have meant it, of course : it was only for the look (>f the thing. Yes, llie 
work took the place of God. Some poor things tried to be good, and they 
went to church always, unless they were ill in bed, which often happened ; ^ 
for they had no time to be ill in the week, or they would have been turned 
out of the house. But they looked so pale ana worn out 1 I used to laugh 
at them sometimes, and tell them to be good by-and-by. A great many 
came and went away again while I was there — some to their homes, but 
more to their graves. But oh ! * — ^and she clasped her hands in agony — 
' from the time I gave up prayer, what a blank 1 All went wrong cSene * — 
pointing to her head — ' and all went wrong here* — clasping her heart. 
' But it was too late. I deserted Grod ; He did not desert me, and I felt 
ashamed to return ; I dare not return. Besides, the longer I stayed, the 
worse it became.' ** — English Slavbbt and Eably CLOsnfO. From a 
Sermon by the Rev, W. LandeUd.) 
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The voice saying to the oppressor^ '^ Hitherto shalt thou corner 
and no further, and here shall thy proud waves he stayed J' 

Look up ! Your cry has entered the ear of the Merciful 
One, and He is come down to help jou. His Spirit has stirred 
up that hand of true nen who have come gallantly forth to 
jour rescue. His Spirit has overshadowed that illustrious 
gathering of women, the weapons of whose warfare are bap- 
tized in the mighty on-flowing Jordan of Sympathy, and will 
never rust from disuse till one after another they have en- 
rolled all the wives and daughters of Christian England in the 
Sacred Legion, and your fetters fall ofi: His Spirit has brooded 
over the hearts of a few faithful sons of a singularly apathetic 
church, and they have fearlessly thrown aside the trammels of 
religious routine, and brought their powerful intellects and 
sympathies into the ranks, fighting manfully against tyranny 
and oppression — investing their pulpits with some of 
the strength of the olden time. His Spirit has thrown your 
cause into the Briareus arms of England's Press, directing its 
Argus eyes to your sufferings and wrongs ; and it has borne 
on its lightning wing the sad history into every nook and 
cranny of the land, begirting it, even as the sea begirts its 
own beautiful shores, with an electric wire of sympathy, des- 
tined to vibrate while one wrong remains unredressed. 

'Tis His Spirit, too, no les's in the " day of small things " 
—•in the sands that make up the mountain — the moments that 
form the cycle — the units that make the million — " not a 
sparrow falls to theyround, but He over-ruleth alV* 



Bat while pleading for her sisters, assured that they will live 
down the opinion referred to, the author is too well aware that 
there are many sad exceptions. Women, prosperity«>hardened 
and fashion-pampered, who will not stay to listen to the 
voices arouna them, nor to the Voice that speaks from Eter- 
nity ; but are these exceptions grounds for the assertion ? 

Our Hogarths and Cruickshanks have done virtue good 
service in faring the veirirom gilded Vice sinning genteelly, 
and brutalised Vice sinning coarsely. We have the "pro- 
gress " of this, and that one — what a series of cartoons for all 
ages would *the Fashionist's Progress present, if some of our 
thoughtful painters would take the subject in hand ! 
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Oh, tliat, ere the days come wherein they shall say of all that 
now fascinates them with meretricious glitter, "my 8oul has 
no pleasure in them; I am wear if- of my life,*' the women of 
oar day woold begin at once 

TuiNKIira FOB THEliSXLTES ! 
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CHAPTER XXVII. * 

• * • "To feel that we are greater than we know." 

BzFOBE enteriug on the phases in the three following chapters, 
permit us, dear reader, to pause a moment, and draw emphati- 
cally on your ever ready courtesy. Yielding to a suggestion 
(too late regretted) that the incidents of the story should be 
re-arranged, the said chapters are somewhat isolated — for 
which the censure may be provoked as " out of order," " dif- 
fuse," and so on ; to which we humbly bow, premising, at the 
same time, that for the fastidious literary critic, or mental dissi- 
pationist, rushing through myriad volumes to " kill time,''* or 
feed an unhealthy idealism, we write not ; and as a stream from 
the heart — albeit it meanders hither and thither — ^will reach 
the heart sooner than a stream from the brain, vrith its mea- 
sured and majestic flow, so our phases may appeal to living, 
loving sympathies, though they should be denounced as " out 
of place," or " diffuse." Strong in this hope, without further 
apology, attention is respectfully solicited. 



There, was once a delusion abroad in our favoured land that 
Keligion was not flt for this, and was not fit for that portion of 
society, till at last — like the dove of the preacher-patriarch — 
it seemed in danger of " finding no rest for the sole of its foot," 
It was declared, '* Eeligion had no business in the army," and 
the munificent offers of the Bible Society to supply our troops 
with the " "Word of Life *' were rejected, probably from the idea 
that the man who may at any moment be hurled bv war into 
the presence of his Judge, would fight less valiantly oecause he 
was ready to meet Him^ " having made peace through the 
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blood of the Cross." Ah, but the " powers " thought they 
knew a good deal better than man's Maker -what was good for 
man ; He said, " I will that all men should come to a know- 
ledge of the truth ; " they said, " No," and exerted all their 
influence 

«, ''To shut the gates of mercy on mankind/* 

It was all in vain, that Bible heroes spoke from the pages 
of inspiration; that the biographies of a host of Chnstian 
warriors wrote " false" upon the monstrous idea ; men held on 
their benighted way, " those who had anything to do with 
Iteligion had nothing to do with the army." 



Silent Time flappeth his unwearied wing, and behold, *ti8 
evening ! 

The red hail of war beats pitilessly on earth's fair bosom 
as she unconsciously drinks in the life-blood of her bravest and 
best. Sorrow broods upon the waters. Sorrow sits upon the 
lonely hills. 

Death is come into our palaces. Household mirth dies on its 
pale lip, and is buried in the greedy gulf of woe. Eosy child- 
hood forgets its song and smHe, the orphan's tear has chased 
them far away; over the weeping world laughter roams with 
finger on her lip. 

'Tis evening. 

"Wearily the besiegers have dragged through the day. Sadly 
the moon looks down through the sable clouds. Has she put 
on mourning for her sister planet's mighty sorrow ? 

With dripping hands the demon of War unrols his bloody 
scroll, and shouts, with Hyena laugh, " thou hast no twin !*' 

Delay is there, sapping and wasting the heart-energy oi 
. kinsfly spirits with "hope deferred." 

Famine is there, gaunt and hollow-eyed, and she clutches the 
** strong man armed " in her bony fingers : awhile he struggles, 
then crumbles " dust to dust." 

Pestilence is there, flapping in fiendish delight her vampire 
wing, as she sucks the vital current of the beautiful and the brave; 
while high above all enthroned, with weak knees and paldied 



liands, flits Indecision, and to her leaden car are chained legion 
of eagle spirits, panting to 

" Soar with eyes fixed on Victory's sun," 

yet doomed to fret and wear away under that galling 
chain, till Spartan endurance and Roman courage — spared by 
Pestilence and Famine— die out, a terrible atrophy of energy 
starving in the midst of plenty ! 

. May be there were sadder things than these, but 'tis enough. 
Men's hearts waxed faint, and woman's brow grew pale, as over 
the waves the dread tidings swept, while high hearts broke 

"And brokenly livip on.' 

'Tis evening. 

Like some heart-cherished home on a desolate plain, a tent 
wherein prayer is wont to be made, rises amid the carnage ; a 
lamp throws a sickly flicker within, revealing three soldiers of 
the Cross on bended knee. 

" Put off thy shoes from off thy feet, 'tis holy ground." . . 

With strengthened faith, as on eagle's wing, the soldiers of the 

Cross now rise, 

" To do or safifer all their Master's will " 

Then comes the solemn hush of spirit, as bending over the 
Eternal Word they drink in His soul-sustaining promise, — 

^^ I will not leave y&a comfortlesSf I will come io you" 

" Let not your heart be troubled^ neither let it he afraid,^'* 

" Feace I leave with you ; my peace I give unto you." 

Oh, wondrous " glad tidings !" Oh, wondrous Eeligion to 
nerve the heart, and gild with light and joy a scene like this ! 

But, like some rare harp's strings relaxed by the sun, are those 
hearts grown soft beneath the melting words, and all unmeet for 
the " deadly strife, the confused noise of the warrior, and the 
garments rolled in blood ?" 

'Tis night. 

Mournfully the wind howls. Hoarse wailings sweep fitfully 
around, now in gusts, now in low moans, now in shrieks. 

Darkness gathers over the skies. Where now isNight's ancient 
crown of regal magnificence ? 

Once more on the wiags of the wind, rises the .hallowed 
music of Paith's strong prayer. • . . . • 

A JL 
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Hark ! in the dim distance — \b it the boomins roar of the 
dread artillery f — flashes through the gathering blackneBa, thm 
red eye of the death-dealing cannon ! 

Ah ! — ^they come ! Swifdy moving in the serried ranks of 
war— aAa«^/ Onward, onward they come ! . 

Pouring out with impetuous speed, a handfbl of warriors 
rush to the conflict. They face the foe ! An instant's pause, 
and high over the " confused noise," neals the first battle cry of 
the young soldier of the Cross. Oh ! what shall that small 
bana do against a legion ! 

Onward onward they rush ! England and hoQOur! Death 
or victory ! • • • • 

Yet softly, sofdy— see, from the breast of the dauntless 
leader, his warm liie-blood is pouring ! Will he not pause in 
his glory path P 

Hark to the gallant shout ! '* Follow icb !'^ 

A flash of his glittering swcnrd in the darkness, as if tracking 
where his bright spirit past, and the hero falls ! 

Yictoir's Niout is there, but he hears it not. The gallant 
soul of HiDLST YiGABshas jomed the blood-washed throng. 

^' Briefs bright, and glorious was his young career. 
.... His mourners were two hosts." 



Oh t ye in whose hearts War has left a ghastly gap, &om 
which sorrow wiU stream tiU the heart itsen stands still ; ye 
who " mourn not tut oih&n who have no hapt^* lengthen your coras 
and strengthen your stakes. No more eloquent epitaph can ve 
carve to the memory of your lost ones, than in building up the 
Faith that made them all they were on earth, and all they art in 
heaven. No loftier requiem can ye chant than wafting the 
story of Kedeeming Love. What' though ye rear the costly 
sarcophagus, and high heroic life breatnes from the swelUng 
marble P What though the monument be vast as your love, 
lofty as the pyramids of Cheops «? Timers driftnig sands will 
engulph them. The silent finger of sure Decay efface their 
memory. But such an epitaph, such a requiem— 

" Shall not die and Q^umot be deitroTed.** 
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Tbej will echo o?er the waste howling wildernesses of eartb^s 
flin and sorrow, till 

** The rod eye of bfttile b shut in despair/^ 

▼anquished bjr the yiotorious arms of thb Pbikob oj Fsacb. 

We shall not trespass on the patience of our £sdr readers, we 
trust, by continuing this subject a little longer ; we give them 
credit for believing that observation and fact teach more 
powerfully than dogma, and it is for them to draw the in* 
ference : as to the tale-*— 

" They serve wh» wait." 

In order to continue, we must retro^de a little. It would 
require no end of time to record what !^ligion was not fit for ; 
as she had no business in the Army, of course she had noc any 
in the Navy ; and unless our gallant tars could sVear and 
blaspheme, they were looked upon as puKng poltrooniu. 

Then she was not fit for the rich, and a godly Countess, or a 
praying Lord, was looked upon as a candidate for some aristo- 
cratic Bedlam. 

Then (oh ! strange incongruity) she was noi fit for the poor, 
until into oiOr household literature, never to be dislodged, crept 
the touching annals of the "Young Cottager," the "Dairyman's 
Daughter," and the " Negro Servant," moving the hewt like 
never-to-be-forgotten music. 

Then she was not fit for the Heathen, and that ^'noble army of 
Martyrs,** the Missionaries, were treated as the ofEbcouring of all 
things — Pariahs of Pariahs. In short, having, as they b^eved, 
driven Beligion from all her strongholds, it was at last dis* 
covered that she was not fit for earth, and they tried to chase 
her back to heaven ; but from all Bternitv her " detighta had 
been with the a<m» of men,** while Faith ana Hope, her lovely 
wings, were not needed, where all ia ** full fruition ;" so then 
they endeavoured to shut her up in her " legitimate sphere, the 
church ;** and though even in those benighted days, as in the days 
of Blisha, the Qreat Overruler, had reserved to Himself a few 
who had not ^^ bowed the knee,**' and offered strange incense to 
stranger gods ; yet the powers &ncied they had settled the matter 
at last, and began " to eat, fUink, and be merry,** but the celes- 
tial visitant soon langidfi^ed ; p^it within the narrow walls, she 
could not stretch her '^ silvery wings, and her feathers lika 

▲ ▲2 
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goid ;" she was sent forth free, fret as the winds, the air, the 
sea, and FkEE she will be ! The mine has yet to be discoTered 
containing metal strong enough to forge fetters for this 
wondrous Dove. Vainly they tried the lure of a costly cage, 
with golden wires and a mitred roof; vainly they hugged to 
their hearts the belief that she was " caged at last ;*' she pined, 
and her wing drooped heavily, as she beat her breast against 
the cold bars. She turned from the glittering food set before 
her, for, imitating the Imperial Boman fool, who gilded oats for 
his horse, or the arrogant Persian, who thought to chain the 
sea with golden fetters, they hoped to satisfy the fair bird's 
cry with that they loved themselves ; but while they " slumbered 
and slept," behold a gallant hand opened the cage door, and she 
flew majestically out of that strange ark ; spreading her wing 
once more to the breeze, in the light of the sun's warm beams, 
and she is still flying through the earth (not over it) with the 
olive branch in her mouth, " no man making Iter (ifraid.^^i 

Strange, truly, were the " doings '* in those days ! Strange 
were the gods bowed down to in a section of the church 
that shut out of her pulpits, and then turned out of her 
" sacred pale," the God-taught man who dared to shake the 
slumber that sat on the lids of Light, and resuscitated Luther's 
Protestant doctrine, " the test of a standing or falling church," 
"justification hy Faith ;^\ and it would be a sad surmise as to 
where the slumber would have carried our venerable mother, 
or how long the deadly lethargy, which was the very vitality 
an'd food of dissent, would have continued ; but it would he 
delightful to follow the enfranchised Dove, if within the limits of 
a tale like this to do so. If any of our readers have the will, the 
way is easy enough ; we must not now linger on the pleasant 
theme, and watch her flooding some of earth's dark, spots with 
light that has no gloom — " peace the world can neither give 
nor take away," as she wings her way to the far-off shores of 
the Friendly Isles, demonstrating her transforming power in 
the heart and life of its right royal-hearted chief; or to Hayti, 
where the gallant queen became a " nursing mother" to a little 
flock, till the wolf got into the fold, to " tear and to destroy ;" 
but we may come a little nearer home, stopping a few moments 
to contemplate what this wondroi3|p Gospel has done for one 
little spot in the purlieus of queenly London. 
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CHAPTEE XXVni. 

** A short time ago, in this Metropolis, which we hear styled "the most^ 
dvilixed in the world," a family was discovered in a state of utter destitution ; 
the mother lay dead upon a miserable handful of straw, and five children 
surroimded the corpse in so dreadful a state of starvation, that the surgeon 
under whose care they were placed, was obliged to have food administered te 
them with the utmost carei, ikfraid of destroying life with that which should 
sustain it."— !%« Pretent Porifian of ike Wwlmg-CUmet, By F. H. H. 

NoiSELESSLT the chariot wheels of Time roll on. 

And if any of our readers would look on one more phaise of 
this shifting life-stage, let them advance, and an easy walk 
firom the Soyal town of Kensington, and we are in sight of tSS" 
^^ Piggeries," in their darker aspects, alas, but representative 
places, their twin disgracing the outskirts^-not unfrequentlv 
the very heart — of all the great towns in this Christian land ; 
but they beget no care or anxiety about their existence. It 
seems '^ no business of nobody's. 

'* Piggeries 1" exclaims the reader, with a look of horror. 
" What can the silly authcnr mean P What is there extraor^ 
dinary in such places ? jQveryone knows pigs must have houses 
to live in, poor oeasts I or how should we get our '^ mild break* 
&8t bacon,'' our boar's heads, and fricasseed pettitoes P How 
can the sight of a piggery beget reflection and etherialise our 
materiality ! " 

Pardon us, lady ; this is a human Piggeiy. Perhaps it may 
be better known under its classical name, the "Potteries," 
just as such places are heard of in our cities and towns, under 
the euphonius appellations of "slums," rookeries, "Devil's 
AcreSy'^ " little Hells," and so on. 
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** The Potteries ! why that is no bette)* than Piggeries ; 
both terms are exceeding low/' exclaims the reader. 

This opinion, with all due deference, may be purely a matter 
of taste, and but trifles, when speaking " that we do know.*^ 
Undoubtedly, to refined ears accustomed to the high-sounding 
titles, ** Queenly City " and '' Eye of Christianity," such terms 
may be ''exceeding low,'* if not ''quite disgusting;" but 
alas 1 these leprous spots exist, neyertheless, teeming with 
immortal souls ; and alter all that has been written and said 
about the pmtige of a name, 'tis really of little consequence. 



" The j^aineas' worth is in the gold, 
And not in the stamp upon it" 



*' Well, well 1 pray proceed. One gets tired of insipid mo- 
'ralising, trite, self-evident conclusions, patent to every body, 
especially under the impending infliction of a chapter on th^ 
Art of Pigsties Elucidated 1" interrupts our reader, with a ges- 
ture of impatience. 

Agreed ; let us proceed. We should have reminded you to 
take an extra supply of " Farina," and be sure not to forget 
your smelling-salts." 

" Why an extra supply ? " inquires a soft voice. ** I never 
go anywhere without a little Eau de Cologne, as I am inclined 
to be nervous." 

*' Your question will soon meet a reply. Pray keep close, 
and we will draw near to the Potteries .... nearer • . • . 

nearer nearer still. Put your perfumed cambric 

close to your mouth nearer still. Kay, do not shrink, 

and draw back I Indeed, there are some human beings among 
those pigs, grovelling, and burrowing in the filth of that fester- 
ing cesspool, fringed with the garbage of decayed vegetable 
matter 1 We do not say the spot is peopled with the most 
abject daughters and sons of guilt. They may be there ; 'tis a 
fitting resort. We do not say 'tis the haunt of " recklesB im- 
morality, brazen-fronted impudence, light-fingered thievery, and 
red-handed murder." These may be there ; 'tis a likely domi- 
cile for the parent of the brood, the great seething cauldrmi of 
crime— tynoran^^, debasing, brutalising leirosAzros, is rampant, 
and that is enough* 

Now, lady, cast your eye on that loathsome mass yonder, 
and say could there be a more powerful description tlum that 
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of the TSmes, when representing " Boyal Kensington and the 
Potteries as the Belle of the season with a cancer on her 
breast?" 

** It is indeed horrible !" exclaims our reader. 

Let us advanoe a little closer . * Look on that 

grunting mass of animal matter to the left, and you will see 
two or three odd-shaped bundles of n^ and filth contesting the 
refiise oi some lordly kennel. They are wee children ; and if 
the incrustation of filth was scalea from their faces, th in- 
tensely Saxon complexion and feature would be recognised, so 
cherisned in our land ere the Nomiian 

Dreading a physiological lecture in such a locale^ the reader 
interrupts — *^ Excuse me ; but do you really mean to say those 
nondescript- looking lumps of moving matter are human 
boings?" 

Eren so, lady ; beings destined, like yourself, to exist when 
'' the moon shall not give her light, the sun shall be darkened, 
and the stars shall fall from heaven,'' even for ever and ever. 
Yes ! every equalid, loathsome little object there, has a soul as 
imperishable and precious in God's eyes as that of some " scion 
of monarchs," greeted on its entrance into life by the thunder 
of cannon and the shouts of nations. 

With sympathies on the move, the reader remarks, " It is 
really very sad ! Why do not people do something for the 
unfortunate little creatures P I am sure I will give a sovereign 
readily, if that will help ! But pray let us go away, and we 
can talk over it as we return." 

Sad, indeed, lady ! But there are sadder sights than these 
within. Once more, let us go forward.* Nay, do not draw 
back — there is nothing to fear, and scenes such as 
these soften our feelings and melt our pride, bringing us to 
the stand-point, " who made me to difier P what have I that 
I did not receive P " One moment longer, and we shall be at 
our journey's end .... keep close— -walk on tip-toe over this 
mir^ ground, and let us enter the first etye we arrive at ; it 
will be an instructive specimen of the rest 

** Take me away ! I cannot bear it ! " exclaims our sympa- 
thising reader. 

Kay, remain, one moment. It is only a death scene, and 
perhaps you would not object to the representation on the 
stage, while this is wonderfully more natural 
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Look yonder into one comer of thk wi^tched aboda On % 
bundle of filthy straw lies a dead child. Sound its mouth and 
eyes the worm of corruption has crawled, and left its trail-— 
decomposition has begun its horrible work 1 '' I have cried to 
corrvftiony ihou art my father; to the worv^ thou art rmf 
mother and m;y*sisierP 

Once again. On another bundle of reeking straw, which 
constitutes all the furniture in this foul abode of want and 
woe, lies the form of a woman dying of staryation \ OTer her 
skeleton limbs an old patched rag is twisted, but she is nearly 
naked, and her frame quivers fearfully in the death-gripe \ On 
her shrunken bosom rests an emaciated infant, whose e&rts 
to draw sustenance from that fast-freezing fount are heart- 
rending. Another moment, and the starving infant is hurled 
by its dying mother to the other side of the hovel, and she 
rushes round and round as if pursued by some invisible fiend, 
shrieking "What must I no to be satbd?" Oh God! 
what a cry ! Mark the phrensied eye protruding from the 
socket ! the clenching of her bony hands ! the death- shadows 
gathering thickly and darkly over her £arce I the foam working 
out from the distorted mouth !..... 

'* A little loziger, yet a little longer, 
might she stay to wash away her crimes, 
And fit her for her passage. Mournful sight! 
Her very eyes weep blood " 

Cover her face 1 cover her face ! 

'* The frantic soul raves round its tenement, 
Turns to each avenue, and shrieks for help ! 
But shri^ in vain ! '* 

Shrieks in vain 1 N"o kind pastor points that ** lost sheep '^ 
to the lost one's Saviour ! No compassionate one has followed 
the wilful lamb into the wilderness, bringing it back and 
l^ing it on the breast of the " Good Shepherd," rejoicing. 

ifo ONE CABES rOR HEB SOTTL. 

Cover her face ! Cover her face ! The eye of humanity 
cannot brook its writhings ! Oh, on what are those Btwtling 
eyeballs fixed ? Sees she the ** lake of fire and brimstone " 
tossing to and fro the lost on its molten billows, 

" Ever burning, yet never burnt T 

while the undying worm wreathes its coils around their 
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naked souls, aaid ''the smoke of likeir tonn«nt asceitds for ever 
and ever!*' 

Hears ske ike '' weeping and wailing and gnasking of teetV 
at the iingnmted pmjeae ^ a lost one in that world of fire r— ' 

" FaTHSB, HATB HSBCT OV MS ! AETB BSITB LaZABITS THAT 
HE MAT DIP THB TIP OP HIS PIlfTOEB IN WATBB, AIH) COO£ 
MY TOlHaVB, POB I AH TOBMXNTBD IS THIS PLAMB ! '' 

Or looks she beyond " the great gulf fixed" to the everlast- 
ioig hills, whence floweth the '* pure river, elear as crystal," and 
where standeth " the throne of God and the Lamb, the Oiiy 
having the glory of God, and her light like unto a stone most 
prei^oiis," while she drinks in, with ravenous ear, the melody 
from the golden harps of those who have " gotten the victory 
over the Seast, standing on the sea of glass, singing the song 
of Moses and the Lamb." 

Kecognises she her first-bom, who, ere sin could blight, 
spread its white wing, and soared to glory, sweeping the chords 
of its golden harp to the music of redeeming love, and she fain 
would join that throng, but no one points the dying sinner to 
the sinner's Friend 1 No one cabbs pob hbb soul ! 

" The shepherd is a hi/reling, and careth not for the sheep ; 
and hecaitse he is an hireling^ and not the shepherd, whose oum 
the sheep are not, seeth the wolf coming, and leaveth the sheep and 
fieeih, and the wolf catches ihm^ and scaiereth the sheep.^^ 

" TkEBEPOBE TE SHBPHEBDS, as I LIVE SAITH THB LOBD 

God, beoause my plogk became a pbey, and my plock 
became meat to eveby beast in thb pield, because thebb 
was no shephebd, neitheb did my shephebds seabch pob 
my flock, but the shephebds fbd themselves, and pio) 

NOT MY PLOCK, THEBEPOBE, Oh ! YE SHEPHEBDS, HeAB THE 
WOBD OP THE LOBD ! BeHOLD I AM AGAINST THE SHEP- 
HEBDS, AND I WILL BEQUIBE MY PLOOK AT THEIB HANDS, 
AND CAUSE THEM TO CEASE PBOM PEEDINO THE PLOCE, POB 
I WILL DELIVEB MY PLOCK PBOM THEIB MOUTH." 

"Behold I, even I, will both seabch my sheep and 

SEEK THEM OUT, AS A SHEPHEBD 8EEKETH OUT HIS PLOCK, 
AN^D I WILL SET SHEPHEBDS OYBB THEM THAT SHALL PEED 
THEM, AND THEY SHALL PEAB NO MOBE, NEITHEB SHALL 
THEY BE LACKING, SAITH THB LoBD." 

But, alas! for the "hireling shepherd" who "sought not 
for the flock," and, alas ! alas I for toe " devoured" sheep for 
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whose soul ''no man cared," horribly wailing, "what' must 
I do to be sayed !" her despairing spirit fled away ! 

With gracious sympathies oye)rflowing, oQr reader exclaims : 
" Oh ! how dreadful ! Let us take away the starring baby, and 
leaye this horrible place, you can tell me about the unfortunate 
woman as we return, and let us see if nothing; can be done f * 

Agreed ; we must lift the baby tenderly, or its little shrunken 
limbs will be hurt. ...... 

There, neglected wee immortal, rest for a few moments on 
woman's sympathising bosom, whUe angels look on and smile, 
and a fresh record is made in the Book of remembrance, '* m- 
annuch as ye didU unto the least qf these, yedid it unto me*" 



At the age of seyenteen, this '^ deyoured sheep " left her 
yillage-home in the serrice of a noble family. In an eril 
hour she listened to the yows of her mistress' pet footman, and 
strayed from the path of purity and peace ; and though she 
** had but stumbled in the path " indignant rirtue " had in 
weakness trod," she was thrust forth on the cold, hard worid, 
friendless, unpitied, and branded, 

''Where eyezy tear a woe oaa claim, 
Except an enixig sister^s shame ; " 

while the* epanletted Adonis — strong in gold-lace, insolence, 
and his mistress' f&your, instead of being justly dealt with, and 
** cast out " too, with '' immorality " branded on his character 
— ^pleaded weakness, and the old Adamic deyelopement, ^ the 
tDoman did tempt me;" * and so his being a ''little profligate" 
presented no oDstacle to the conscience of his mistress to his 
dancing attendance, idl be-powdered and be-hardened, e?en 
into the house of God, carrymg her Bible and Prayer-book. 

Aping the sang-froid of his betters, the hero of the still- 
room looks quite logically on the affair; and arguing from 
cause to effect, conclu&s that, " after all there can't be so much 
harm in what missus winks at." So, like the immortal Topsy, 
he makes a capital of his sins : -— 

" Tes, yes ! he knows he's a sad dog among the gals, and all 
that sortiif thing; but missus doesn't care a bit about that, 

* A fact : and occoired yery lately in a family remding in tiie locality 
where the writer waa at^rbig. 
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turn ; but them as lives 



she knows well enoueh he's of a gay 
in glass houses shouldn't fling stones. 

Thus the pet lackey passed his fingers languidly through the 
powder and pomatum hanging about his face in ourls, as he left 
the drawing-room into which he had been considerately caUed, 
to reoeive a feminine lecture on his " thoughtlessness," saying, 

'* All right ! Missus can't do without me 1 I was pret^ 
sure of that 1 Ter five foot 'leven isn't to be picked up every 
day ! Next quarter I'll strike for more wages 1 These little 
matter shows us our real timlue !" 

While the shrinking, ashamed partner of his guilt goes on 
her way of sorrow and suffering, unpitied and alone ! Soon 
grief and shame brought her spirit low ; fiEuin would she have 
returned to the path nom which the assumed accents of love 
beguiled her, but no hand was stretched out to help her, nor 
encouraging voice cheered her efibrts to redeem the past by 
future good conduct — " no one eared for her soulJ* In the 
cravings of nature, and the dreadful alternative, starve or sin, 
she sunk lower, hushed the voiee of conscience at the erave- 
glutting sin-house ; her self-respect was gone, and the aown- 
ward roiad was etaj then ! 

Poor beguiled victim ! A word of warning advice or com- 
miseration firom thy virtuous mistress might have saved thee 
and torrents of crime ; but she " passed by on the other side," 
and the result shall only be known when the resurrection-angel 
shall call '* the dead, small and great," to judgment. 

^ It is devoutly to be hoped there are but few mistresses so 
]Ton*hearted to the sins of their own sex, and so lenient to 
those of the stronger !" indignantly exclaims otir tearful reader. 
'' But teU me something more about these dreadful Potteries we 
have just left. How could things have been allowed to get 
into such a state P Where were the Guardians of the Poor P 
What parish does the neglected spot lie in P and where were 
the shepherds of the flock P Can nothing be done P" 

Alas ! lady, the Potteries may reply to your questions in the 
words of the Most Hian, by the son of Hilkiah : " Ths fsisstb 

SAID VOT ' WhXBE is THB LoBD ?' X'STD THET THAT HAKDUS 
THS LAW TJSCSW HI KOT : THl PASTOBS ALSO TBAITSOBESSEB 
AOAOrST MS, AlO) THE PBOFHETS PBOPHSSIBD BT BaAL, ANB 
WALKED ASTEB OTHEB THIireS THAT DO KOT PBOEIT." 
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Time toUb on. The great Lotb Spirit broods over tb» Pot- 
teries. The deformed, diseased child, negledted by the moither, 
is taken up by the Father of the chntch ; a seed from thehea- 
venly garner is blown by the breath of the Spirit into the earth, 
and though the smallest of all seeds at first, and planted bj 
the hand of womait,* it took root, and grew, and became a 
tree bearing fruit a hundred-fold. A few true-hearted ones, 
feeling the value of their own souls, and hence yearning for the 
salvation of others, set prayerfully about cleansing this plague- 
spot, by turning the " Eiver of the Water of Life " through 
it. The putrid cesspool becomes a sanctuary.t On the 
air once echoing with oaths and blasphemous obscenity, rises 
the incense of prayer and praise ; schools and teachers and 
preachers have sprung up, and ere long the " cancer of Ken- 
sington " will be rooted out vein and fibre, and the Piggeries 
"blossom as the rose,*' perfumed with the "Name that is 
above every other name ; " and though this movement had not 

* The first effort to " seek and save the lost *' in this neglected and dc' 
praved locality was made (we believe) by a domestic in the serrice of General 
Fox. This humble follower of her Lord, knowing her name was written in 
heaven, thongfa branded on earth as a Dissenter, felt ike had a work to do, 
devoted a portion of her time in endeavouring to ** make in the desert a 
highway for our God," by reading the Scriptures to a poor, bed-ridden 
woman. The one list^er became ten — the ten became a himdred — the hun' 
dred will become millions, for the " entrance of the "Word giveth light," 
Mathew, xiii. 81, 82. 

t At the opening of the Netting Dale Schools the writer reooUects the 
sensation that ran wrough the audience, when prayer being caUed for, no 
clergyman was in the place to ask a blessing on this pre-eminent God-wor^ 
and she could not help echoing the sentiment of the chairman^ the cathoEc- 
hearted Lord Shaftesbury, who, in reply to a ranutfk from a member of the 
Church of England, censuiing this deplorable sectariimuini, said, '^ Epiaoo* 
pfilian as I am, I would not give the right-hand of fellowship to any man 
who would iLot aid in such a God-like work as this ! " A few weeks sinoe 
the writer again .visited the schools, where 250 children are being evange- 
lised, and instead of their " not being distinguished from the pigs^" as a 
good minister once remarked to her, if any philanthropist wishes for a real 
treaty let him or her hear these little immortals, rescued from deigradatioDf 
prove the power of the Gospel to elevate the human race : and more than 
this, she heard the testimony of a dying woman, " Oh i I long to depart 
and be with Christ ! " — anotiier fruit of the promise, " My word shall not 
return unto me void." 

Do we not want men in all our churches more anxious to see souls cod* 
verted, than to seem proselyted to any section. 
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the glorious privilege of springing out of " the Churcfa,'' whether 
men bear or whether they forbear, it shaU prosper, for the 
iQouth of the Lord has spoken it." Alas ! 

*' When Satan's hosts are marshalling. 
What parts the warriors of the Cross ! " 

and if souls are plucked from everlasting burnings, what mat- 
ters by whom they are rescued ? " He who is of God doeth 
God* 8 worhy cmd the doctrine will soon he known whether it he of 
Him or not" 

Would that instead of the Loadicean indifference, or the reli- 
gious etiquette round about us, we had a loving brother- 
liood, " moved " and " flocking as doves to their windows," 
under the banner of the Cross, wherever it is upreared, and 
whenever it floats over a surrendered stronghold of the Prince 
of Darkness ! Would that there were more unity among 
God* 8 men, no matter by what denominational distinction re- 
cognised ! Then should we have more of the burning love for 
souls that dwelt in the heart of the great Apostle, when he 
declared himself " ready to be Jew or Gentile, anything and 
all things, so that he may save some," rejoicing if out of " very 
contention" his Master was preached, so that He was preached 
and souls saved ! Then should we have a brotherhood who, 
having caught the spirit of Luther, are " ready to preach in 
Satan's pulpit, if thereby a soul could be saved." 

Ah ! let us muse on that love and compassion which wept 
over suicidal Jerusalem, till our stony hearts melt, and no 
longer crown afresh with thorns the brow of Mercy ; no longer 
lay the fire of sectarianism or the ice of indifference on the 
Gospel altar, — or how shall they sing praises together in hea- 
ven, who would not work together for Aeir Lord on earth ? 

" How glad I am some one has undertaken the cause of those 
miserable outcast creatures ! " exclaims our reader. What 
does it signify by whom the work of saving souls is done, so 
that it is done ? Why will not the good men of all denomina- 
tions unite in " bringing glory to God ?" 

WHY? 

** And not till each sick lamh is dressed, 
Ask who the dressers chance to be." 

" I wish I knew how / could do anything to help the good 
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cause in the Potteries ! I shall never forget this lesson, with 
its sorrowful sight/' continues the sympathies reader. 

Pray for it ; collect for it ; deny yourself for it ; interest 
others by your influence and example for it ; and the Bewarder 
of even '' a cup. of cold water " given in His name will bleu 
you. 
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CHAPTEE XXIX. 

Clliiinjjts (0me a'fx % i^prit of % f intts. 

" What might be done if men were wise, 
What gloriociB deeds, my sufiiaring brother ; 
Would th^ unite 
In love and right, 
And cease their soom of one another ! 



(i 



The meanest wretch that ever trod, 
The deepest sunk in guilt and sorrow, 

Might stand erect, 

In self-respect, 
And share the teeming world to-morrow." 



TiMB rolls on : a '* change comes o'er the spirit of the a^e," 
nowBeligion, erst so despised and persecuted, and ostracised, is 
become fashionable, walking and riding on earth's high places 
in " silver slippers ;" no longer a reproach, a hissing, and a 
by-word, great men i>at her enconn^ingly on the head, as they 
drop a few shillings into her lap with the left hand, and with 
the right count out millions to keep the war^tide rolling. 
Great ladies call her a " nice darling thing," as they sail into 
the sanctuary in full costume, and sink with all the pride of 
devotion into their luxurious hassocks. Piet^ is in the ascen- 
dant, and we have her " of aU sorts and sizes, remarkably cheap," 
for example, sentimental, poetical, political, collateral, amateur, 
impromptu, lucrative, conventional, expedient, orthodox, hetero- 
dox, Sunday, week-day, and so on ; suggestive of the value of 
tbe coin that has so many counterfeits — counterfeits '^ done " 
as naturally as the great painter's cherries, and the birds of 
Paradise— Charity, Hope, and Faith come to peds at them, 
enly discovering their mistake when, instead of their beaks 
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bein^ buried in the luscious fruit, they recoil from the cold 
polished surface. 

Then, too, on the other hand, we have Piety real, earnest, 
working, loving, diffusive, humanizing, every-day, household, 
costly, laying self s most precious thing, self, on her altar, 
no sacrifice being too great for the heaven-born reality, whose 
living embodiment is " let iw not love in word and in tongue, but 
in deed and in truth/* " TAe love that never faileth.** 

Time rolls on : now patting Religion encouragingly on the 
head with the right hand, the " powers that be *** wisely 
enough hide from it what the left hand doeth. Too politic to 
pooh ! pooh ! Religion, as she rolls a majestic tide, bearing the 
nation's interest on her breast — the acknowledged Palladium 
of her strength and security* — not daring openly to persecute 
and attribute every possible and impossible iniquity to its 
latitudinarian teaching, and to be " piously inclined," is the 
"unpardonable sin," we see poverty taking its place as the 
master-crime of the age; so that a very instructive catechism 
of modern ethology — " more respectable for the vices it 
chronicles than for the virtues it forgets " — could be com- 
piled, and put into the hands of the rising generation, of 
which the following may be a somewhat rough specimen : — 

Pupil : " What is poverty, sir?" 

Governor (in the most comprehensive acceptation of the 
term), " Poverty, my boy ? really, I scarce know what it is ; but 
I will think your question over, and answer it when I am not 
quite so busy : I have no time just now 1" » 

Pupn : " Only just tell me, please sir, isn't it a dreadful thing 
to be punished so severely as it is ?" 

Grovernor : " Yes it is a terrible thing that poverty : l)ut 
don't. ask me any more questions just now." 

Pupil, not to be put off, renews the investigation ; he is an 
" anxious enquirer," and pursues the G-ovemor closely the next 
time he catches him napping, with the rememberance of his 
promised explanation, the quintessence of which may be thus 
rendered : — 

Poverty is the parish peg, on which all deliiiquenciea are 
hung. 

* *' The secret of our national strength and greatness !*' said Her MajaBtjr, 
lajiug her hand on her Bible. 
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The Pandorian box, full of all eyils, with no Hope at the 
hottom. 

The universal ** Bogie*' whom eveiy body hits hard, because 
he has no friends. 

The felon for whom no Queen's Counsel pleads. 

The criminal whom no jury recommends to mercy. 

The scape-goat bearing the national sins on its head. 

In short, 'tis the Alpha and Omega of iniquity, ^' so now run 
and play my boy, and don't ask any more questions ; I have told 
you all I know about it 1" 

Pupil: I* Thank you, sir! I won't" (musingly): "I hope 
poverty will never come into father's house." 

We hope so too, generous boy ; 'tis bad enough to have no 
roof to shelter the shrinking head from the piercing winds and 
the biting cold, bat 'tis worse to be sentenced to *^ two months 
ia the House of Correction" for it.* 

'Tis bad enough to pine, in unspoken eraving, for one morsel 
of bread to unloose the clutch of famine, preying with its y cdture 
beak on the vitals; but 'tis worse to be doomed to " ten days' 
imprisonment and hard labour" for daring to be starving. 

*Tis bad enough to , but, dear 

reader, just glance at the following extract, descriptive of the 
way iustice-Hsay nothing of humanity — ^is admmistered in 
workhouses of the " Eye of Christianity :" — 

'* Monm's admisaion took place on tiie 14th of August. 

'* Mr. V. Knioht produced a hard piece of untom oakum, which he ex- 
j^|aiiied was given to her to pick, when confined in the refractory department. 
The girl Moraa was set to tnis work, notwithstanding she had committed no 
offonce, and she was only an inmate of the workhouse through destitution. 

'* Mrs. KiBKPATBiCK, Superintendent of the female refractoiy ward, was 
exanuned, and she said that so severe was the work of oakum picking, that 
tbe giilB* hands were all blistered. Some girls had been discharged who, she 
felt sure, could not have done any more work ; their hands were much blis- 
tered. As to the girl Moran, she gave her an excellent character for obe- 
dience and quiet conduct, adding, t^t she f Moran) had, while in the ward 
with the other girls, avoided the company of tiiose known to be bad. The 
knives and forks had been taken from the inmates of the wards ; until the 
last four days, they had to tear their meat with their fingers and teeth. The 
knives and forks liad formerly been taken from them because of their riotous 
conduct, but since they had been returned they had regularly given them up, 
and behaved well.** 

* In the poljne report of August 20« at Wakefield, a poor lad was sen- 
tenced to ''two months in the House of Correction for sleeping in a pigstje.** 
Two months* correction for being houseless and homeless ! ! 

B B 
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What think je of it ? Bare way this to reclaim the wandering 
the weak or the wilful ! Bight way this to dastardize tlie spirit and 
destroy that sense of se& respect and -shame it should be the 
first care of the guardians of public morals to cherish, as the best 
preservative of virtue and the greatest incentive to honesty ! 
'^ The girl Moran was set to this (horrible) wmrk, notwithstand- 
ing she had committed no ovvekcx, and was only an inmate 
of the workhouse through DESTITUTION." Poor creature ! 
put to that hard employment for a soman's hands, because she 
was DESTITUTE! I 

Will some writer on our " social evils" tell the public why 
poverty must be pauperism, and why pauperism must oe 
crime ? 

Unfortunate Moran with her bleeding, blistered fingers ! '' she 
had an excellent character for obedience and quiet conduct, and 
always avoided the company of those known to be bad;" Per- 
haps she was yearning for some kind voice to point her into the 
way of honest industry — -some gentle hand to guide her to the 
cleansing Fountain, and yet with her "excellent character" she is 
set among the riotous and the unfortunates, and indulged in the 
treat of oakum picking I Oh ! shame ! shame ! What a re- 
ward for Moran's " obedience' and " gentle conduct 1 1 " What 
a reward we say I allowed, not only the luxury of oakum pick- 
ing, but absolutely of " tearing her meat with her blistered 
fingers and teeth, the knives and forks being taken away ! ! " 
Our workhouses should be advertised, — 

'^Warranted to metamorphose Christian sinners into Christian 
savages, and turn them out in such high state of perfection 
that all other nations are challenged to produce such speci- 
mens, barring the Christianity." 

Oh ! for rtght men in the right places in England's Work- 
houses, Prisons, Penitentiaries. Oh ! for " Governors" of all 
kinds, who would think more of softening the sad and sufiTering 
condition of those entrusted to their charge^ than they do of 
the salaries they receive for their services ! 

But one word, by way of conclusion to you, dear reader. 
What think you of Moran's case? Ton, who with jewelled 
fingers of snow turn listlessly over the pages of the fascinat- 
ing novel, scarce sure whether you are amused or not ? or 
draw out languidly the needle and silk by which you " kUI 
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time," in producing groups of flowers without perfume — birds 
of bright wing but no song ?— what think you of this oakum- 
picking for the " obedient," " good-charactered," " quiet " of 
your own sex — only destitute ? or of the reward, " tearing 
meat with the fingers and teeth I " ye of the superfine Chester- 
fieldian table etiquette, what think ye of these things P 

" It is very shocking I And people ought to look into it, 
but / can't help it," is probably the natural exclamation. 

Perhaps not : perhaps you could.* One says, " I can't help 
it;" and another, " I can't help it;" and a third, "/can't 
help it ;/' till at last nobody can help it ; and so matters are 
growing worse and worse ; or perhaps, thanks to an unfettered 
Press, we get more light to see them by. But is it true no 
one can help the present state of things ? that England has no 
sons left with hearts large enough, and energies powerful 
enough, to be up and grappling heart and soul with our varied 
forms of social ill ? '' The day tcill decl-are it** 

Ah, Great Spirit of Love I come down, and brood over the 
selfish hearts and moral wastes and howling wildernesses in 
our country, till, regenerated by Thy transforming power, all 
shall go forth, " making rough places plain and crooked paths 
straight," energised by the " Faith that worketh hy love.'* 



Does some impatient, but musical voice, exclaim : — 
" Well, but what has all this to do with the story, with 
Mary and Courtenaye ? One gets tired of reading such 
dreadful things. Beside, what can women do P Why doesn't 
the prosy author bring the book to a conclusion, as any 
other writer would ? " 

The author is tired, too, of ''Such dreadful things," and 
but that " Life Phases " were promised, would not have pained 
the feelings of the gentle reader by pourtraying them. Hep 
wishes shall be at once obeved, and we venture to inquire 
whether she would like to fqllow the earnest pastor in one or 
two of his labours, if we promise faithfully to abstain from the 

* The writer has been infoimed that this expoti led to thought on the part 
of those to whom it appeals, and that a bcoieTolent Christian lady haa been 
admitted into this abode of wrong, to soften the hard lot of her unfortunate 
Bstera. May her bright example be imitated, and blessings without numbev 
gild her path f 

BB 2 
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'' very dreadful things " he endeavoured Buccessfullj to reform, 
and only furnish the outlines of some of the milder evils, as 
eoncisely as possible ) 

We dare almost fancy we hear, " Gk> on I go on ! '' and, 
bounding to the conclusion, crave a few more moments' 
attention. 
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CHAPTEB XXX. 

" I never say the word 'farewell,' 

But with an utterance faint and broken ; 
A heart sick yearning for the time 
When it shall ne'er again be spoken." 

" What, more gloom !" exclaims our fair reader, " Surely the 
author paints life in a neutral tint with a pen dipt in the waters 
of Marah, reminding one of the Bhuddist religion of which 
sorrow is the first, second, and third stage ;'* or, " the book will 
be a repetition of Otway*s old woman, whose patched gown of 
many colors spoke of every 

"Variety of wvetchednefls ! *' 

Nay, dear lady ! *" we ipeak thai we do know, and testify 
that we have seen^ K 'Hruth is stranger than fiction," it is 
also sadder; and if the experience of all ages adds force to the 
mournful assertion of inspiration — ** Man is bom to trouble," 
is it not profoundest wisdom, as well as policy, to learn how to 
meet with calmness, and bear with fortitude, that which is inevi- 
table ? Is it well to allow the storm to burst ere the ^ Hiding- 
place" is sought P The heat to *' beat vehemently" ere we fly 
to the ^' shadow of the great Bock P" 

And after all, why should we invest death and the grave with 
over-gloom P True as the penalty of sin, which" rudely pushed 
off the hand of Deity from nature's harp, and brought discord 
into Eden," they are terrible to the soul out of Jesus, but to 
the believer they but convoy the free spirit to its Father's house, 
where " there ie Jvllness oj joy at Hie right hand;** and recog* 
uizing this lower existence as out the pilgrim-way, subserving dl 
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the multifarious events that make up that wondrous thing so 
affectingly called '* this transitory life," to this great end we 
not only bridge the grave's gloomy chasms with arching rays, 
but we flood the ravine of death with light from the etemfd 
truth, that their great Conquerer has despoiled them of both 
" sting *' and " victory," carrying them captive into that 
nightless city from whose sapphire turrets ever rings out over 
a Necropolis worli^-^** Blessed are the dead that die in the 
Lordr 

<< Blessed," then, shall the full tide of that happiness roll 
over the soul, which, phantom-like, ever eluded our grasp, though 
we " spent our yeafs as a tale that is told" in its pursuit: and 
inasmuch as it contains an element nought bom of earth can 
realize — ^duratiok, why should we 

" Shrink to cnrosB the narrow sea" 

that divides this glorious land from ours P "Why should we in- 
stall it as the " skeleton" in the feast of life, when 'tis but the 
stream bearing the soul into the haven of ^^joy unspeakable andfiU 

ofgloryy 

Oovdd we catch but the border of the Apostle's mantle, and 
take up his triumphant challenge — 

** Who shall separate us from the love of Christ?^* 
*^ Shall tribulation, or distress, or persecution, orfamme, or naked- 
ness, or peril or sword f " we should not so often have to whisper 
to our shaking hearts **oh, tb op xiTti.£ iJLt^H!" Or, 
could we eyen share in degree, though not in kind, with the 
joy of the illustrious Athenian, who eztilted in the anticipation 
that '' after death he should see Hesiod and Horner^ ana con- 
Verse with them and other great spirits," rejoicing that we 
should see Him " who redeemed us with His most preeious hlesd,** 
and all those loted ones who have crossed the stream, and eon* 
verse with them about the Manager and the Cross^ 

" Ever leanung yet never full,*' 

we should not turn Bhuddering from the grave, mourning 
over the forsaken casket when the jewel sparkles in the crown 
of redeeming love. 

The ancients, with all their twilight perceptions, and shadowy 
belief in an after existence, were wiser in this respect than 
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many of us who live in the noon-light knowledge of the " 2w- 
mortaUty brought to life hf the Gospel,** when they so happily 
allegorised death under the figure of a lovely youth, with a 
torch resting invertedly on a coronal of flowers, or as a child 
with wings calmly and softly sleeping : there is, too, food for 
an " ocean of thought" in the butteiSy winging its glad way 
from the" mouth of the corpse: they evidently did not dress 
up the idea in the gloomy habiliments we do. Shall we not learn 
or them, and like the immortal Dreamer's " Hopeful," descend 
into the river — ^finding it " deeper, or shallower as we believe in 
the King of the place** singing "be of good cheer my brother! 
I feel the bottom !" 

Courtenaye had deeply felt the death or Mrs. Leslie, for 
while he knew fuU well that their loss was her gain, his heart 
bled as he looked on the melancholy widower, or heard little 
Donald's touching enquiry — " Why does not mamma come 
back ?*• exemplifying the beautiful apothegm that " it is the 
living who die." 

Ever watchfully gathering up the fragments of "earthly 
tabernacles," and employing them as materials wherewith 
to build temples for eternity, soon after the event he en- 
deavoured to impress upon his flock the brevity and fallacious- 
ness of till sublunary joys ; but so powerfully did the subject 
affect him that he was unable to proceed, and a solemn silence 
for many moments sat on the vast assemblage, broken only by 
the signs of uncontrollable emotion. 



Many recollected that evening's call when their beloved 
pastor had joined the shining ranks of the *^ju9t tnade perfeet,** 

At this time his labours were abundant and unwearied — 
always preaching twice or (when the weather prevented his douig 
so in the fields and lanes) three times in his church on the Sab- 
bath, followed by immense multitudes, weary of feeding upon 
husks, who hung with hushed breath as he stood " between the 
dead and the living," proclaiming, with burning zeal for 
their souls' salvation, " the only Name under heaven whereby men 
can be saved.** Knowing that institutions can only be prosperous 
when they answer the ends for which they are proposed, Cour- 
tenaye could not recognize in the Gospel institution a mighty 
political scheme, investing a fieivoured few with power to "kill and 
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make aliye ;" or as a subtle element in the hands of an intole- 
rant priesthood, for enabling them to tread on the necka of 
prostrate nations and hold the keys of heaven in their brazen 
grasp, — much less to be made the oadge of unholy sectarianism, 
and one-sided Christianity, dealing out a scanty, mutilated 
Grospel to hungry souls. No ! he sees in it a salration full, free 
as the precious blood that flowed to purchase it, for the self* 
renouncing publican, the repentant thief, the loving Magdalen, 
the loathsome leper, the '^ born blind." Henee he ever up-reara 
the Cross, proclaiming it Earth*s one Pharos, on which the great 
extinguisher. Time, can never fall.. 

Earth's one Ark, riding majestically over Time's troubled 
billows, and anchoring on the eternal Ararat. 

The Keystone of Earth's one Mercy-arch, spanning the muta> 
tions of time, whose foundation was laid in tne guilty Paradise 
below, and its top stone planted on the everlasting hills of 
the Paradise above. 

The altitude and dignity of his character, the depth and 
compass of his commanding intellect, and the consistency of 
his practice with his preaching, formed a triumvirate that had 
conquered even bigotry itself, and diffused new elements into 

the social system of the good town of D ^ stamping it 

with the impress of his own spirituality, and drawing around 
him not only the outcast and the needy, but the noble and 
the wealthy. 

Genius, yearning for something better to satisfy its souI^b 
fevered cravings than listening to erudite displays of solemn 
nonsense, and tired of being dragged in the chariot of red- 
taped religionism into the cloudy labyrinth of creeds and 
traditions, hung entranced on the burning eloquence of the 
young apostle, proclaiming heaven's loftiest poetry — 

EEnssMiKO Loyx i 

Mitred men stepped softly from theircarved and gilded thrones 
and mingled with tne ** common herd," to listen to the full 
salvation taught by the heterodox but successful evangelist. 

Barristers (*' there were giants in those days ") who could 
thrill and sway men's consciences by the fire of their eloquence, 
as a field of com is waved by the wind, when they were plead- 
ing for the acquittal of some monster robber, or for the life of 
the stealthy poisoner, as if the enrolment of some mighty ele« 
ments of good in the national institutions, or some virtue to 
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be consecrated at the domestic hearth, depended on the sue* 
cess of their fevered oratory, listened entranced to a fervor 
rivaling their own, and wondering at the passionate eloquence 
poured forth in a cause so insignificant as the salvation of the 
perishing soul, and that would not be '* fee'd " in hundreds for 
the pleading. 

But as the hoarse croak of bigotry and intolerance failed to 
divert Courtenaye, so the seducing strains of popular applause 
were alike unluring ; his constant heart grew stronger before 
the one, and vielded not amid the other, for *' seeing Him who 
w invisible^** he trod with an unfaltering step the perfumed 
margin of the flowery yet unsafe declivity ; and yet principles 
deeply rooted frequently thrive best in the stony ground of 
persecution, bearing fruit a hundred fold, while they languish 
and die in the softer soil of popularity ; hence the rapid 
spread of so many blessed sections of the Church of Christ 
— hence when the Seven-hilled City decked herself in purple 
and gold, and '' sat a queen that should see no sorrow," one of 
her own sons* tells us, '' the nearer you came to the capital 
of Christendom, the less you found of the Christian spirit. ' 

'* They stood the storm when seas were rough. 
But in the sunny time fell off, 
Like ships that have gone down at sea. 
Whan heayen wtm all tranquillity.'* . 

Let it not be supposed that the ministrations of the young 
pastor were confined to his pulpit, or limited within the walls, 
of his church, and that after a violent spasm of Sunday elo- 
quence he fell exhausted into the arms of a '' Mondayish" 
quietism extending throughout the week : no such thing ! 
His life was a sermon more powerful than his oral teaching — 
though, like Luther, he never entered his pulpit without trem- 
bling at His presence before whom he stood : neither did he 
attempt to separate ^^what God has joined;*^ but, like inspired 
apostles of old, not only " in the temple, but in every house he 
ceased not to teach and pretioh" " In bvsby house was to 
be found the young follower of the first Gospel teachers, entreat* 
ing, warning, encouraging. He did not spend nine hours daily 
in his atudy peering into the dark comers of theology to find 
out Salvation till be missed the '^ wayfaring man's" way round 

*MaohiavQm. 
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by the CroBS. No 1 on his knees, with the Book before him, he 
pleads for the Spirif s guidance, and rises on eagle's wings to 
Dear '' glad tidings to every houee!* 

Becognizing in the G-ospel a sjstem eminently working, and 
practiciuin its genius and aevelopement,he is aworking*man like 
his working Master — " earth's one true gentleman, the carpenter 
of Nazareta," as Augustin calls the blessed Jesus. 

This G-ospel does not take a man from the brutalizing atmos- 
phere of the licensed '^ hells," and translate him into the ex- 
travaganza regions of transcendental romance, where a self- 
instaUed Quixote, somewhat spiritualized, he inhabits a ''caatle 
in the air,*' performing impossible exploits, and feeding on an 
unhealthy idealism, and boarding-school sentimentality. 

It does not take him from the great Phlegethon of the gamb- 
ling table, and introduce him into a cloudy, misty atmosphere 
of weird yisionary metaphysics, where his mind loses its centre 
of gravity, and his creed tumbles down from sympathy with it. 
No ! it leavens his entire, every-day life with a new working as 
well as purifying element ; and no matter whether he earns his 
bread by the sweat of his brow, or the sweat of his brain, he is 
abetter statesman, patriot, citizen, machanic. In the beautiftd and 
varied phases of domestic life, he is a better husband, father, son, 
friend,neighbour. It cleanses the offensive house, and ^^all things 
are done decently and in order J ' It produces a wondrous physical 
as well as moral change : the white-faced, emaciated mechanic 
— redolent with fumes of the dirty meerschaum and poisonous 
spirits — ^his mouth " speahiiM great ewelling words" efflorescing 
with mongrel politics, brutauzing blasphemy, or skeleton infi- 
delity, turning pale at its own shadow, becomes a healthy, in- 
dustrious, respectable member of the brotherhood, elevated in 
the threefold scale of being, knowing himself formed for immor- 
tality, with a soul dear in his Master's sight as the soul of a 
prince, and he pursues his occupation ^^fervent in spirit^ 
What can the world offer him in exchange for such ^' olad 
tidings" as this P 

Like dear old Herbert, whose genius never caught the reflec- 
tion of red-taped religionism, he feels that 



n 



All may of Thee partake : 

Notlung can be so mean, 
Which \vith this tincture (for Thy sake) 

Will not grow bright and clean. 
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A Berrant with this dause ^^ 

Makes drudgery divine : 
Who sweeps a room as for Thy sake, 

Makes that and th' action fine. 

This is the famous stone 

That tumeth all to gold, 
For that which God doth touch and own, 

Cannot for less be told." 

Thus it is the sole and lofty prerogative of Eeligion to invest 
the trifling events of every day existence with the robe of im- 
mortality, as it is that of Genius to rescue a name or deed from 
sepulchre under the sands of time, and set it, as some fair 
jewel, surrounded with its own corruscations. 

A few years previous to the advent of Courtenaye in the 

town of D , those excellent, unobtrusive blessings, Dorcas 

Societies, had begun to raise their fraternising heads throughout 
the land; and the good ladies of the said very slow town, 
believing themselves fit for something better than crochet and 
ficandal, took up the initiative in a very praiseworthy manner ; 
but the unhealtny spirit of disunion that existed between the 
different denominations of Christians, clo^g^ed, to a lamentable 
degree, the Society's usefulness ; bigotry being a barricade not 
to be thrown down, or stepped over by the charity that found it 
(easier to cover a multitude of limbs than the multitude of sins 
the very shadow of " heterodoxy " imputed to the unlucky 
wight supposed to entertain it. And when a couple of the 
Bisters of Charity, in their oflBce of collectors, waited on the 
Lady Eector of 

" Apostolic blows and knocks^* 

notoriety, to solicit her support and contributions, she readily 
subscribed an annual guinea, but at the same time .'* ventured 
to express the hope that they would confine the operations of 
the Society, as well as the members of its committee, to their 
own church." 

Thus sowing wheat with one hand, and tares with the other 
•—planting a seed of the right sort in a right soil, and water- 
ing it with the sour dew of sectarianism, no wonder when the 
saplinff tried to extend its branches, they were dwarfed and 
stunted. No wonder when they looked for '' grapes, it brought 
forth wild grapes," for the obsequious committee kept the ball 
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of bigotry rollinff, which had been so glibly thrown by the lady 
rector's hand — the meddling, fidgeting Mrs. Moonshine, who 
pulled the secret wires of the said committee, would not " for 
the world" (including all the unclothed members of every sect 
in it) have offended her " dear Mrs. Anstruther," upon whom 
she looked as super-human, not only because she was the best 
dressed, and wore the " sweetest bonnets " in the church, but 
because she happened herself to be an ** immense favorite,'* 
and had contnved to render her visits almost indispensable. 
She repeated all the parish scandal within and without the 
" statute of limitations f performed all the little deeds of quiet 
charity Mrs. Anstruther didn't like to be seen performing 
herself: lectured the poor for not " coming to church saints' 
days ;" promised to " rout up" all the Sunday-school children, 
and make them attend in their classes ; — in short, she was a 
sort of licensed retailer to her " dear friend ; " and though she 
was " always fidgeting in and out in the way," as the " dear 
friend " pathetically complained to her husband, whenever she 
saw the simpering face of Mrs. Moonshine coming up the gravel 
walk leading to the Bectory, she invariably received her with 
open arms, and '* My dear Mrs. Moonshine, how kind of you 
to look in upon me this gloomy day! You are really too 
good ! " , 

Then there was the exceeding proper Mrs. Toogood, another 
of the committee, and confidante of Mrs. Moonshine, — a stiiF, 
photographic body, so conscientiously orthodox that she would 
not have been affected, much less converted, in any church but 
her own for the world ! Having in early life prescribed a circle 
for herself, she had never moved one inch beyond it for the space 
of thirty years ; hence what little mind she possessed at nrst, 
became rusty and shrivelled from disuse. 6er ideaa^ — ^what 
few she could call her own — were become as antiquated as 
some good people's notions are on the subject of national 
education ; and she looked upon every one of her acquaintances 
who had entered the race of progression and civilisation as a 
species of hybrid, something between a domestic chartist and 
fireside bandit, come to tear up all the railings and fences of 
the '* dear good old times " of nursery-imbibed prejudices and 
blessed ignorance, and, like Samson did the gates of Oaasa, 
carry them away on his back. She, moreover, indulged in a sort 
of snappish" way of speaking to all who ventured to diftr 
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from herself in opinion, till the habit became a chronic, consti* 
tutional rudeness, displayed emphatically towards those she 
considered one whit less '' orthodox" than herself; orthodoxy 
bdng the oxygen in Mrs. Toogood's spiritual atmosphere ; but 
it was simply orthodoxy, not Christianity, — ^which fact was 
easily discovered by the fruits it bore ; thus it did not induce 
humility for pride, gentleness for rudeness, refinement for 
coarseness, liberality for selfishness, catholicity for phariseeism, 
and so on. No ; Mrs. Toogood was simply orthodox, and knew 
(at any rate practised) none of that noble charity, whose motto 
is, "Be coubteous." Hence she proved a worthy coad- 

i*utor in the Dorcas movement just outlined, and exerted 
lerself powerfully in trying, with very sharp pincers, to ** pull 
out the mote " in her neighbour's eye, when she might have 
turned her attention to the " beam in her own *' with good 
effect. 

Next came the secretary, a " delightful little woman,'' lar^e 
hearted enough for any thing, yet dwindled into nothing in 
the sympathy-deadening, Christianity-stunting soil of sectarian- 
ism, which (like the tree said to grow in the great mountains 
of Helicon, whose scent is able to destroy the life of man) 
poisons the life-current of that religion of which charity (love) 
IB the main artery. 

It is but common justice, however, to say that the secretary 
did not take sectarianism in the natural way, but was inoculated 
for it ; or, perhaps more correctly speaking, she was driven into 
it by the force of party spirit, and kept chained up by her 
sister-treasurer, a master-mind in her way, of whom a slight 
sketch will be given by and by. 

Excellent lito. Homely ! W hat a blessing she might have 

been to the town of D , with her gentle sympathies and 

large-heartedness, if it had not been for her shrinking dread of 
a little triumvirate modeled after the fashion of Rome's thirty 
tyrants, the committee, the treasurer, and the rector; and 
which said dread operated so powerfully on her nerves, that 
at length she had wound up the chords of scruple in her con- 
science to such a pith that she absolutely refused a handsome 
donation in aid of the Dorcas' funds from a merchant-prince, 
because he went to chapel ! declaring at the same time, by 
way of qualification, that while she had the '* greatest possible 
respect for all denominations of Christians, and thought it a 
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pity her own Bection of the church didn^t imitate the zeal of 
some of them, she didn't qmte like the idea of mixing up the 
parties together ! '' Those who knew her best said she had 
taken up this idea upon trust; of this, however, we know 
nothing, save that it will not bear bringing into the light of 
the great Teaohei^a lamp, — 

" Ihr by <m$ Spirit, whether Jew or Qeniile, bond or free^ 
we are all made to drink into one spiritP 
" One Spirit !" The great Love-Spirit. 
What a pity it is people ever take things upon trust ! nothing 
on earth can be more anti-progressive than that, and yet nothing 
is more common ; thus the '* nice little secretiury," adopting the 
idea just signified ready-made, was always acting foohshly, and 
meaning well, talking about the right way and never in it, and 
as our ancient acquaintance, Miss Scandalson, would say, she 
'' wanted a ffood influence," and a firm hand to steady the 
building, which she certainly was not blest with in the person 
of her sister treasurer, of whom we will now redeem our promise 
and give a passing description ; frankly confessing that we are 
not aufait^ as to whether, properly considered, like her worthy 
colleagues, she belongs to tne representative genus or not, our 
fair readers must determine, as the species is not quite extinct. 
Like the self-reliant Mrs. St. George, the Dorcas treasurer 
had swelling sympathies for certain little fag ends of titled 
nobility, and moral courage enough for any mortal thing but to 
be thought growing old ; from which latter circumstance it will 
be readuy inferred that she was of that ^' certain age" Byron 
declares as the most ^ uncertain*' thing in creation ; and ano- 
ther author styles " somewhere on the sunny side of forty ;" 
while a third, more mischievous than amusing, unfeelingly says, 
that the reason why so few of the fair sex ever insure their lives 
(more's the pity) is, because the first question they are asked is 
" What may your age be. Madam ?" — just as if women's real 
lives depended upon the length of their days, and many thou- 
sands have not done more for their fellow creatures at twenty 
than millions who have lived to three score years and ten ! 

Like a vast number of people in those oays, when society 
wore a painted mask, sailing, a la pirates, unaer false colorsy at 
the rate of sixteen knots an hour, every sail from stem to stem 
inflated with the north-east breezes of conventionalism, and at- 
tacking, sometimes running down, any little craft whose oolort 
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declared its loyalty or its port, — when it was the fashion to set 
up the idol Expemency, and to leave the shrine of Principle to 
how down prostrate hefore it, and '* black was not io black, nor 
white, so veiy white," our treasurer could, with equal skill, pre- 
tend to be what she was not, and not to be what she was ; and 
in furtherance of this Ignatius Loyola developement, she made 
indefatigable use of a pair of melting, dreamy blue eyes, 
intending them to express the eloquence Nature had cautiously 
denied to her tongue, and at the very time she was exhibiting 
her talents as one of the Dorcas sisters of mercy, she was most 
unmercifully fettering in rosy chains the susceptible spirit of a 
gallant half-pay major, who had been ambassador to the magni- 
ficent court of Aurungzebe, and as his Sovereign's represen- 
tative had signed the marriage contract between him and 
Abdalla, for the nuptials of the princely descendant of the 
Zingas, and the "World's Eose," with whom, notwithstanding 
the strict surveillance in which Eastern women are kept, the 
major had been permitted to dine, in virtue of his being a 
British subject and a representative-man ; and he had over and 
over again assured the lovely Dorcas treasurer that her eyes 
were exactly like those of the " World's Eose," only a great 
deal more beautiful (by the way, we should have informed our fair 
readers, that the Major was a genuine son of Erin, and rivers 
of fun rolled over a mine of thought in his soul), while the rose 
of treasurers did Just what any other lady would have done in 
similar pleasant curcumstancea, — drank in the honey globules, 
looked "unutterable things," and told him, blushing and smiling, 
that he was a " wicked flatterer !" a "naughty deceiver !" while, 
believing every word of his flattery as well as his marvellous 
Longbow-tales of the extraordinary things he had seen, and 
escapes of various kinds he had met with in his world-wide 
travels ; which, if cm dit may be relied on, had never extended 
one inch beyond from Buckingham Palace to ditto St. James's ; 
and from St. James's Palace to ditto Buckingham. But how- 
ever legendary this may be, one thing is certain, that among 
his many tales 

" He never told his love.'' 

at any rate if he did, no one knew it, for it never came to 
any thing. 

Well, upon the threefold strength of her lovely eyes, being 
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one of tbe committee and treasurer included, the said rival of 
the " World's Sose" would get up at their meetings a long ii^ 
relevant oration, <^ which the picKod parts or ** toppers'* were 
generally a few second-hand pktitudes, delivered in a dreamy 
tone, as if she was rather *^ thinking out loud" than talking. 
'' Every one had a right to choose for themselves in matters of 
religion" — " No patience with party spirit !" — ^ One creed just 
as good as another !" For herself she '' decidedly preferred the 
Bomish," wearing a string of huge black beads with a cross at* 
tached. "Could'nt bear to hear people talking about the 
church, and the church, as if any one party had the keys of 
heaven V* " Did'nt see, for her part, why people refused to mix 
in doing good, even if they disagreed on some points," and ** she 
believed there was a good deal of truth in those quaint lines :— 

•* A man may cry ' Church !' * Church !* 
With no more piety than other people ; 
A daw*B not reckoned a rdigiom bird 
Because he keeps ' caw 1* ' cawing ' from the steeple.** 

Yet, with this piebald religionism, and antithesis liberality, she 
stoutly and vigorously resisted any and every infusion of 
wealth, activity, or sinew into their most " orthodox" body, un- 
less it came by the " orthodox*' channels of the " orthodox" 
church : thus advocating; in theory, and ignoring in practice, 
the result may be readily anticipated ; wli^e the wheels of the 
Dorcas machinery turned upon the axle trees of novelty, it 
worked well enough, and many a goodly garment comforted aged 
and decrepit limbs ; in fact, even to repletion were the wants 
of some of the committee's " pet" recipients supplied. One 
*' darling old woman," who, with streaming eyes, incessantly re- 
minded them that she '^had been patronieed (paralysed) ai- 
over," left behind, at her decease, no less than thirteen flaoinel 
petticoats in a most orthodox state of preservation^ never hav- 
ing suffered either from " wear or tear ; but the society wanted 
the diffusive, comprehensive, all-sect embracing charity spring- 
ing from love to tne world's great Almoner, and so brick after 
bnck fell out of the building ; its committee dwindled down to 
two : from a Dorcas society it became a clothing club, the 
social tea meetings were given up, and it was just on the point 
of crumbling into decay, as so many good designed, but ill- 
carried out agencies do, when a strong hand took hold of the 
tottering pile and propped it. 
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Like the palace of C3'rus builfc by Menon, tbe cement of whicb 
was of pure gold, our mercy-edifices must have the pure gold 
of the charity, that no sour wine of sectarianism can corrode ; 
no croaking pacty4»reath dim ; no spurious, half-hearted Chris- 
tianity alloy ; or how shall it bear the rude shock of bigotry, 
the withering sneer of ridicule, or the cold blast of indifference. 

Under the inspiriting influence of Courtenaye, the Ht^t wisti 
of whose heart it was to see unity in action energised by the 
spirit of love among all sections of the church, as the sole 
basis on which war could be successfully- waged against Satan's 

dominion, in the good town of D j tne neglected child-dwarf 

Dorcas, dying of consumption, began to look up and smile ; 
he pleaded for Christian unity in his life, and as actions ever 
speak louder than words — for the latter may deceive, the for- 
mer never — ^he did not plead in vain; several "orthodox" 
ladies, whose hearts were in the "right place," joined the 
society, and at once frankly and warmly solicited the co-opera- 
tion of their sisters, the " hetrodox"* ladies ; merging all minor 
and unessential crochets in the grand teaching of the Gospel, 
as propounded by the one Head of all the churches : then the 
practical pastor pleaded for its slender funds from his pulpit, 
irom which he never spoke in vain ; and in an inconceivably 
short time he had the satisfaction of seeing a healthy, cheer- 
ful, flourishing Christian charity spring up from the ruins of 
the sectarian one, full of sociability and kindness, - numbering 
in its " executive" forty of the most influential ladies of the 
town, instead of two into which it had dwindled ^ who, laying 
aside all their figments about " high church," " low church," 
and " chapel" — as if there would be any such distinctions in 
heaveil I joined heart and hand in the work, whicii promises a 
large reward, when done in His name who smiles on a " cup of 
cold water given for His sake — the motive sublimating the deed 
and stamping it with the impress of immortality, while in all 
else we see the image of our own frailty and decay. 

" A great naturalist once put some pepper into a glass of 
water, and by means of a microscope discovered iu that water. 
a multitude of animalculsB, which were a thousand million 
times smaller than a grain of sand !" 

" A thousand millions 1" How imagination loses itself, and 
all idea is confounded in such contemplation ! and yet upon 
these atoms Gtod has stamped the broad arrow of his owi^ in« 
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finitj : 80 upon an action done in His name, though in itself 
small as these atoms of animal life, God impresses His own 
eternity. 

Our zealous young pastor also bestowed great attention on 
those blessed reservoirs, from which streamlets are ever running 
iato the great ocean of God's love ; those forges wherein are 
cast chains for binding tens of thousands immortal spirits to 
the liock of Ages — the Sabbath schools — ^animating them with a 
new principle, and rectifying palpable contradictions. 

He had no idea of their being perverted into pious show- 
rooms, where displays of rivalry are exhibited — ^not which ladj 
teacher, both by precept and example, shall outdo her sister 
teacher in bringing ignorant little creatures to a knowledge of 
" their Father in heaven" — ^but which can display the most 
fashionable garment, the most gaudy plume, waving from the 
theatrical-looking hat, or the most balloon-like dimensions : lie 
had no idea of the school-room being made a platform whereon 
one grade of teachers, perhaps a little better off in the world 
than another, gave themselves " fine-lady " airs, snubbed, 
ridiculed, and looked daggers of contempt on those less favored 
by education, fortune, birth, but above all by dresg than them- 
selves ; thereby setting a most baneful example to the little 
shrewd, observant, imitative immortals before whom they are 
to " shine as lights,' and into whose speculative minds, after 
rising from their knees, they have poured such teachings as 
'^ let nothing be done through strife or vain glory, but in lowliness 
of mind, let each esteem others better than themselves ,'' 

" Be not puffed up^ " Fridegoeth before destruction.** 

" There is no respect of persons with Qod^ 

"Be courteous-/' 

And so the hard - working Courtenaye, regularly de- 
voted two hours on each Sabbath morning to the duties 
of the schools, addressing and encouraging the children, 
organizing and re-organizing the muddled system, or rather 
Want of system ; animating the teachers with a new and elevat- 
ing principle, love to their fellow creatures, springing as a 
necessary consequence from love to G^d ; and at length the 
Sabbath-schools flourished. But there was another circumstance 
that rolled, with piercing power, into the heart of the young re- 
former, filled as it was with yearning love for souls ; in the 
same u jelevating, or rather despotic spirit of sectarianism — not- 



THE BATTLE f OIiaHT AITS WON. 887 

vrithstanding the well-known fact that many souls steeped in 
Dgyptian moral darkness had been rescued Irom Satan's grasp 
and Drought to the foot of the Cross *' clothed and in their 
right mind" — the City Missionary was permitted to leave the 
town of D , all reeking as it was with brutalizing drunken- 
ness and oaths, be-crinolined harlotry, sickening blasphemy, and 
open Sabbath desecration, because the paltry sum required for 
his maintenance could not be subscribed ! It was whispered 
that the real reason was, because it was not quite ** orthodox" 
to imitate the great city missionary Christ, and carry '^ glad 
tidings " into the streets and lanes, and alleys, and so the 
powers " cared far none of these things,** but went on " eating 
and drinking," and souls went on perishing and perishing. They 
would not go themselves into the dark abodes of want, and 
guilt and grief, neither would they help those who did. They 
would not yield their right to the crown, but they would not 
take up the Cross ; they stood by their Loed when Hosannas 
pealed over the air, but they would not go into the dark shades 
of Gethsemane, or into the fierce Roman hall, and from thence to 
Calvary : they cared for none of these things. 

Oh, the curse hovering, with pestilent wing, over the red- 
tapeism of religion in Christian England! The miserable, 
narrow, conventional beat of ecclesiastical etiquette, that won't 
try to save a perishing soul unless 'tis saved by rule, and man- 
made creeds, or benighted Acts of benighted Parliaments I 

Oh, this terrible Oordian knot, tying up the heart's most 
god-like sympathies in its hard coil ! When will the two-edged 
sword of the world's great Conqueror cut it, that " rivers " of 
love, and peace, and joy may flow out, where all is cold, and 
selfish, and barren ! When will the sneering, " am I my bro- 
ther's keeper'' indifference, give way to the claims of the loving, 
yearning, compassionate Saviour, and drink into the spirit of 
'those^wondrous words — sad as it* every letter were a teardrop — 

" Ohf Jerusalem, Jerusalem ; if thou hadst known, even thou in 
thi» thy day, the things that belong unto th^ peace, but now are tlisy 
hid firom thine eyes" 

In chapter ninth, the efforts of Courtenaye on behalf of this 
neglected agent of Christ's church, the City Mission, were 
recorded, hence we need not repeat them, but simply state that 

a new order of things sprung up in I) , through his 

labours and prayers ; instead of the " hyssop on the wall" there 
was the '* cedar ofLAancn, 

c c2 
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Instead of " the Horn came up zh^Jw^tree ;" and instead of 
the '* hrioff' came up the myrtle^ which shall he to the Lorj> an 
everlasting sign, which shall not be cut o^" 

^' Shall kot be out oejt." No ! a greater than Alexander 
or CsBsar had been there : they fought to dethrone dust and 
ashes, like themselves ; the young soldier of the Cross fought to 
dethrone " the Prince of the power of the air; to turn men from 
darkness to light—from the power of Satan to God, and it shaIiL 

NOT BE CUT GEE." 

"One real active minister of Christ," says the great and 
good Dr. McNeile, " does more for a neighbourhood than a 
hundred policemen ; they can but restrain vice, while he can 
root it out and plant virtue in its place." Never was this 
truth more signally illustrated than m the career of Courte- 
naye. "We must not, however, withhold the fact that, in the 

eyes of a few in the town of D , his singular heterodoxy was 

a leprous spot, that even the manifest indwelling Spirit of 
God, and the " blood which cleanseth from all sin^^ could not 
purity: — ^one off-shoot of Anglo-popery so " strong," that he 
would have entered the lists at any hour of the &y or night, 
and gladiated with true ecclesiastical fureur for his two favo- 
rite myths, each in a gallopping consumption — apostolic suc- 
cession and baptismal regeneration, was yet too weak for every 
day work — his "nerves," poor fellow! not allowing him to 
follow his Master into the " highways," or abodes of want and 
sorrow, to " bring glory to Q-od," by proclaiming " glad 
tiding ;" for, strange as it may seem, fond as he was of the 
"Fawiers," no one ever heard this "strong," able-bodied 
young man quote that pearl of human sayings, by Augustine : 
" if any man love not the Saviour a^oe all, he does not love 
him at fdV* Oh, no ! offshoot was too fond of indulging him- 
self in what the Apostle Paul calls " vain jangling f' " giving 
heed to fables ; vain babblings and traditions of men f* 

*^ Desiring to be teachers of the law; understanding neither 
what they say^ nor whereof they affirm^ 

Hence our reader will not be surprised when informed that 
he attacked the " latitudinarian " teaching and practice of the 
young evangelist, and in a sort of " Tract for the Times," en- 
titled " Eeal Sucession," vainly endeavoured to counteract his 
labours of love. As to the tract itself, the less that is said 
the better. 
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Foolish young man! he belonged to rather a flourishing 
school just then, but it has since declined ; as more light 
streams into the minds of men, they see more of the fallacy of 
its dogmas. "We just give a cursory glance at one or two of 
these, showing their direct contradiction to inspiration. 

G-od says : " My word shall not return unto me void. It i$ 
sharp and powerful as a two-edged sword. Not by might nor by 
power, but by my Spirit" 

Dogma says : " The Bible is never likely to do much for the 
propagation of the G-ospel, without a contemporaneous institu- 
tion of a Christian ministry,*' etc. 

God says : " There is neither Jew nor Greek, bond nor free, 
circumcision nor uncircumcision, but Christ is all and in all" 

Dogma says : " To league with other denominations (doing 
evil that good may come !), and acting upon the latitudinarian 
principles which the heterogeneous constitution of the Bible 
Society requires, is what no Catholic-minded person can 
do(!)" 

It was all in vain that fact upon fact falsified these dogmas ; 
that ministers of the Gt)spel, as dfstinguished by intellectual 
and scholarly attainments as by practical godliness and faith, 
boldly repudiated such teaching; or that Christ spoke in the 
*' fruits " of the work. Dogma ** cared for none of ih^e 
things" and continued to believe the Bible very much in the 
dark upon such matters. 

But the sands in the glass of Courtenaye's life were running 
low; the beams of this '* burning and shining lighf were 
about to be withdrawn, and this gallant standard-bearer of the 
Cross to be called from the ranks of the church militant to 
those of the church triumphant. 

It was a mysterious dispensation, but *' Qod^s ways are not 
^ our ways, neither are His thoughts our thoughts" 

It was a strong faith-trial to his devoted flock. Perhaps 
they had unconsciously set up an idol, and were giving to the 
creature the glory due to the Creator, or were trusting to " on 
arm of flesh," and incurred the ''woe" denounced against all 
who do so. 

As all natural motion is quickest when nearest the centre, 
so the life of the young apostle simulated more closely to that 
of his beloved Master ; more self-denying, more humble, more 
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holy ; and probably never, wbile memory holds her seat, will 
the echo of his last appeal fade from the hearts of his^hearera. 
As he stood holding up the Cross, and beseeching hie 
fellow-sinners to "look and Uve^* he seemed, like the Hebrew 
leader, to have been upon the mount with Ood, and over* 
shadowed still with the glory of the Divine presence. 

His text was taken from that portion of Gt>d's truth to 
which an emphatic blessing is promised : — " I Jetus have ieni 
mine angel to testify these things" A live coal from thejaltar had 
touched the speaker's lips ; a great wave of inspiration roUed 
over his soul, and forth rushed the glory-stream, crested with 
eloquence, that fiew swift-winged and burning into his 
hearers* hearts. 

'* Nothing is so indecent as dead preaching to dead souls," 
says the great and good Archbishop Usher, m his somewhat 
quaint, but forcible manner. Difficult would it have been to 
sleep under such a preacher as Courtenaye. Would that in 
our seventeen thousand passionless pulpits we had a band of 
such spirits ! We shoidd then have no congregations of " thir- 
teen and a half* listening to "dead preaching." No sanctu- 
aries closed all the week, and opened once on the holy Sabbath 
for a dole of adulterated spiritual food to famishing thousands. 

No solemn buffoonery and awful trifling in our pulpits ; or 
public ridicule excited by the phraseology of fashionable 
preachers while delivering their Master's messages. 

No half-hearted men, baptised into the name of Christ, 
afraid or ashamed to hold up the one Saviour to the dying 
sinner's eye. 

No monstrous records of Christian ministers refusing to 
bury a brother because he did not subscribe to his dogmas : — 

" The soul gone home to rest on high. 
The body refused a grave.*' 

No feelings of humanity outraged by reading in a public journal 
of a poor miserable pauper woman, condemned by a minister of 
the Gospel (and a Poor-law G-uardian to boot) to ten days' soli- 
tary confinement for writing on her Prayer-Book with a pin 
during preaching. 

No parish clerks obliged to read the burial service over dead 
episcopal bodies — the Itector or Curate not being allowed to 
perform the mournful office, because of some *' tottering wall 
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or bowing fence," or half-witted act of a half-witted Parlia- 
ment ; thus violating the tme apostolic injunction, *' let all 

THOreS BS BONE BECEKTLY AlfD IK ORBEB.'* 

No Protestant " lambs " running about with images of the 
Virgin, or fragments of dead sinners' bones as charms (!) round 
their little necks. 

No " spiritual teachers '* embracing in their principles, and 
embodying in their practice, the mind and soul-driveling dogma 
of£ome, now in its death-throe from a stroke of the Sun, — 
'* ignorance is the parent of devotion." As if light and dark- 
ness could ever co-mingle their distinctive elements ! 

No indecent shovelmg the little unbaptized bodies of little 
glorified spirits into anv bole of the earth where the resurrec- 
tion Angel shall not find them among the mystic font-made 
"heirs of the kingdom of heaven.'* 

No ! We should have none of these spirituality, humanity- 
deadening charlatanisms, if we had more preachers filled with 
the Holy Ghost and with love like Courcenaye, no matter by 
what name known among men ; and long after his spirit had 
joined the ranks of *' the ju»t "made perfect,*^ did his flock re- 
member the singularly prophetic hymn, selected by himself for 
that last evening's service, and the solemn earnestness of his 
rich deep tones : — 

" I want- an even, strong desire, 
I want a calmly fervent zeal, 
To save poor souls out of the fire, 
To snatch them from the verge of hell, 
And turn them to a pardoning God, 
And quench the brands in Jesu^s blood. 

I would the precious time redeem, 
And longer Jive for this alone. 
To spend, and to be spent for them. 
Who have not yet my Saviour known ; 
^ Fully on these my mission prove, 

And only breathe to breathe thy love. 

My talents, gifts, and graces Lord, 

Into thy blessed hands receive ; 

And let me live to preach thy word ; 

And let me to thy glory live ; 

My every sacred moment spend 

In making known the sinner^s Friend." 

But while his last sermon was honoured by his Master, and 
through it many souls were brought to the publican's place of 
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penitential sorrow, there was one on whose hushed heart it 

fell with a strange and thrilling awe ; one into whose depths 

more intensely had grown her great idolatry. Alas ! poor wife ! 

" , BliBs 

Shone o*er her heart from every look of his 
When but to see him, hear him, breathe the air 
In which he dwelt, was thy soul's fondest prayer ! 
"When round him hung sudi a perpetual spell, 
Whate'er he did none ever did so well, 
Too happy days 1 when, if he touched a flower, 
Or gem of thme, 'twas sacred from that hour 1" 

and as she sat listening, with indrawn breath, to the harmony 

of his voice, painting in burning eloquence the bliss of heaven, 

as if with mortal eye he had already pierced the veil, and saw the 

" Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood 
Stand drest in living green/' 

oh, she was ready to do or suffer aught for the sake of that 
Beligion he so beautifully embodied in his life and doctrine ! 
She could triumphantly descend into the '' dark valley of the 
SbadoV of Death," but it must be leaning on the arm of her earthly 
beloved ! She longed to stretch her glad wing and. soar to 
heaven, but it would have been no heaven without him I 

'* Little children keep if ourselves from idols f 

Courtenaye had resisted every attempt on the part of his 
flock to induce him to curtail his labours ; he was willing to 
" spend and to he spent *' in the cause h'e loved, and he assured 
them " his sweetest rest was to work for God." 

After preaching in the " highway" on the Monday following 
his last earthly sabbath, he went m the evening to the village 
of Dale, to preside at a meeting for his darling cause, the City 
Mission, woere he pleaded with his usual eloquence and suc- 
cess, for what comes from the heart generally goes to the heart. 
The place was so crowded that be had the utmost difficulty in 
making his way from the platform into the air, almost es^ 
hausted with fatigue and over-beat; during bis homeward 
walk a severe shower fell, which thoroughly drenched him, and 
on his arrival he took the usual preventive for cold, and retired 
to his deeply needed rest, feeling little or no inconvenience ; 
but in a few hours he was roused by those fearful indications 
he knew full well, from past experience, preceded his old enemy, 
inflammation on the chest. No time was lost, medical aid was 
summoned, and those deadly means to a deadly end resorted to 
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till the very remedy destroyed that whicb disease spared, 
and after three days of acute suffering, the symptoms began 
to yield ; but alas ! alas ! the Ipss of the precious life-current 
nought could supply, and his agonized wife read in the faces of 
the iiedical advisers, that there was no hope ! — that he in whom 
her Ufa was bound up was graduaUy fading away 



?oo weak to speak, Courtenaye pressed the cold hand of his 
wife, and raised his eyes with an expression which once again 
sa&: *^let us meet there!** He then closed them and lay calm 
aid still, a smile so seraphic overspreading his brow, that 
tb beautiful temple of the Holy Ghost seemed already illumi- 
nated with rays streaming i&om the heavenly glory. 

Oh, what burning prayers ! what strong crying and tears ! 
\hat agonized pleadings, '' Spare him, oh my God ! spare 
^m and take all beside !" went up through " midnight's 
Ireathless gloom'' from the quaking heart of the stricken 
life.'* Poor Mary! she had drank deep into the error of 
iany a woman's heart, loving holiness because it dwelt in her 
dol, and believing she loved it for itself. She had fulfilled her 
•nerous duties with a cheerful heart-energy that she imagined 
prung from love to Him who died for her, when it only gushed 
rom creature-affection twining round the object who lay so 
teath-like there ! 

How often, when listening to his teaching had she believed 
aerself ready to make any sacrifice her God may require, and 
nurmur, with unblenching lip, " 2% tcill be done ; but now 
ihe wonders whereto the old ease with which the searching 
?rords rolled off her tongue is vanished, for the pale image of 
ler husband rises up between her and her God ! 

Now she cannot break this box of precious ointment and 
pour it on the Master^s head ! 

Now, though the altar and the wood have long been ready, 
ihe cannot say, "my Father, here is the lamb for a burnt 
offering ! " she is in the seven-times heated furnace, but she 
mnnot see through Faith's tear-blinded vision, " a form like 
into tJie Son of Ood* walking by her side ! 

Poor shriuking wife ! How many like thee have felt, if they 
jave not uttered, the plaint " my God ! I could part with all 
tave this ! I could bear anything but this," while the very re- 
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servatioQ, touching as it is, the '' but this" proves it is the gift 
recalled by the merciful Onb to lead the ^faltering footafceps 
beyond this soul-trammeling earth. 

During four torturing days and nights Mary never left that 
precious side ; no bodily or mental weakness is hera ! The 
delicate frame erst " a reed shaken by the wind/' has beeome 
a ** strong cedar." Nerved by love and despair she has the lofty 
soul of a martyr. Solemnly and surely she sees the light of her 
heart fading ; but no plaint or wail that could fall on the ear 
of the hushed sleeper, and disturb the calm that sits like the 
" signet ring of heaven " on her husband's face is heaid : 
and when tender friends, dreading lest the overshadowing of 
Death on that peaceful smile should be more than the tortui^ 
wife could bear, urged her to take a short repose, she sady 
shook her head. 

** Has this world aught for her to fear, 
When death is on his brow ? 
''Life — life what means it 1 mine is here — 
I will not leave him now ! *' 
I have been with him in his hour 
Of glory, and of bliss ; 

Doubt not their memory's living power, • 

To strengthen me for ^b." 

And there she knelt by his side, his cold hand clasped ii 
her*8, as if growing into it ; her face white as a snowdrop, he 
eyes dilated and fixed. There she knelt, with heart nerved a 
only woman's can be for such scenes ; no obtrusive grief, ni 
tears, no wailing, though every string in her heart is cracking 
and hope is crushed in its mournful depths. 

A tew moments before the spirit of Courtenaye tod 
its flight, he opened his eyes and fixed them on his wij 
with a look of unutterable afiection ; then a ray of sadnes 
came over them; life suddenly grew intensely dear fn 
her sweet sake, and he made an effort to rise, as if to d 
battle with the foe. It was the last struggle of earthly lov0 
The wings, plumed and stretched for the homeward fligh( 
drooped for one moment earthward, hovering over the ** Ian 
strong as death. ^^ 

" We would see Jesus, yet the spirit lingers 
Bound the dear objects it has loved so long, 
And earth from earth can scarce unclose her fingers — 
Our love to Thee makes not this love less strong." 
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Exhausted bj the effort, the dying pastor fell back, and laid 
calm and still. In a few moments he once more opened his 
eyes; the sad expressson was gone, and the old peace-look come 
back, but too weak to speak, he glanced wistfully into Mary's 
face, and then towards the door, and she read in that glance, 

with agony, " the children." 

Ere many moments, they were at his side*— the bright joyous 
May, and the boy-bird, who had been sent to fiu the 
place of the escaped beauty-bird. They placed his boy on the 
bed, while Mary neld their little girl to his paling lips ; still he 
looked towards the door, and poor Mary's heart smote her — 
for the Jlrst time she had forgotten Donald ! When the noble 
boy came softly in on tip-toe, Courtenaye seemed satisfied, and 
as one after another they were lifted to kiss him, he looked at 
his pale wife, then upward, and with a mighty effort, he raised 
his arm, and in tones that the music of heaven was already 
stealing over, exclaimed, '' let tta all meet there /" 

As the words fell on Mary's shrinking ear, thoughts of their 
star, and the storm, and those same dear lips (oh ! how changed 
now !) uttering those same words swept through her heart, and 
she felt her trial-hour was come. 

It was a lovely, but mournful sight. One of life's lay sermons 
that preach more powerfully than a thousand written dis- 
courses, " HEBE WB HATE NO ABIDIl^G STAT." 

It was a lovely, but mournful sight : the bright locks and 
sunny brow of early childhood beside the still calm face of 
death. The last long kiss — ^the last ray of earthly love 
beaming from eyes soon to be quenched in the grave's night — 
the woe of the heart-broken wife ! But it passed away, and 
Courtenaye has done with the things and objects of time ! 

Eor some hours after this, he lay so motionless that they 
thought him dead ; but the pulse of life still fluttered feebly. 
He seemed resting on the shores of time, contemplating the 
glory already opening beyond its shifting scenes, ere he took 
wing to summer amidst its unbroken' bliss ; and listening with 
rapt ear to the sounds of triumphant music, sweeping earth- 
ward from the hills of the Crystal City. He was indeed dead 
to all outer life, but the spirit lingered on time's shore. 

Was it to tell that mournful group-— 

" Jesus can make a dying bed 
Soft e'en as downy pillows are f* 
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Was it to show How the man who walks with Gk)d in the days 
of his strength, can lean on Him in his hour of weakness P or, 
to prove how sweeter far the weary head can rest on the human 
hecurt of the sinner's Saviour, than on creeds and works P 

A privileged few, one after another, drew near to ascertain 
if their beloved pastor recognised them, and " he gave no sign ;" 
but to Mary's voice (oh ! this wondrous earthly love he 
feebly pressed her hand. So feebly that none but the heart 
of affection would have felt the pressure ; and last of all, her 
voice, and the sweet name of wife moved him not ; the spirit 
had quitted time's shore, but fluttered near its margin. 

Ah ! what a moment for Mary, when the loving heart of her 
husband quickened not at the sound of her voice ! 

A few more moments of wordless anguish, and over that 
beautiful face stole the shadow which gathers but once ; again 
Mary laid her white cheek close to his and whispered, but he 
knew her not! A friend then bent over him, and gently 
breathed into the dull cold ear, " Jesus.*' 

Ah, he knows that name ! His whole countenance beamed 
with a spirit-light as of yore, when he proclaimed it to a dying 
worid ! 

His eye shone with a brightness too dazzling for their gaze, 
and murmuring in a voice sweet as the harps of heaven, the 
precious name, without one si^h or struggle his ransomed soul 
soared into the presence of Him, whom not having seen he 
loved 

" I heard a voice from Heaven saying unto me write from hence^ 
forth — 

"Blessed abb the dead which die in the Lobd." 

" Yea saith the Spibit, they best ebom theib laboubs, 

AKD theib WOBES DO FOLLOW THEM." 



" Who are thefle arrayed in white, 
Brighter than the noon-day Bun ? 
Foremost of the sons of light, 
Nearest the eternal throne ? 
These are they that bore the cross. 
Nobly for their Master stood ; 
SufiPerers in his righteous cause, 
Followers of their dying 6od.*' 



Eew were ever bound to earth bj stronger or tenderer ties than 
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Courtenaje ; few possessed a deeper fount of affection and sym- 
pathy, welling out on all around, than that dwelling in his mag- 
nificent heart ; few had been more deeply loved, admired, 
courted, followed, and yet he joyfully leaves all, and softly as 
the closing of the summer flower he lays his head on the 
wounded breast of Jesus, and resigns liis spirit for eternity 
into His hands. '•' To live, had been Christ; so, to die, was gain." 

Even in the once bigoted town of D , tjie noble cha- 
racter of the young apostle was duly estimated, and the puny 
few, who during his life had vainly tried to cast a stain on his 
faith, paused with a strange feeling busy at their hearts at the 
words " He is DeadP^ 

During his short fatal illness the wealthy and titled, as well 
as the poor and sorrowful, besieged his house, anxious for the last 
account of one so deeply valued. His church was kept open 
and crowded by numbers, not only of his own flock, but of 
other churches, petitioning for the lengthening out of his useful 
life ; but touching most of all was it to see the lambs of his 
fold voluntarily meeting together, and prostrating themselves at 
Mercy's footstool, pleading with tears for the life of him who 
had been their teacher, guide, brother, friend. 

" What I do thou knowest not now, hit thou shall know here^ 
tifi€r, • • • • . . . 

The day of the fu9eral was one much to be remembered in 

the town of D . Kank sent its carriages to testify respect. 

Wealth drew down its blinds. Shops were all closed, and hun- 
dreds of well dressed men formed an uninvited convoy to attend 
the unconscious clay to its last lone resting place ; stili no proof 
of heart'Sorrovr might have dwelt in these deeds, and 'twas only 
when tf^e eye of the passer-by rested on the rugged or wasted 
faces of the poor (all of whom had contrived to " get a little bit 
of black" to show their respectful aflection), and marked the 
swelling breast and streaming cheek, that could be estimated 
how deep and sincere was the mourning for one, who had come 
among them as a man, " tvith Uke passions as themselves,^* and 
met them as friend, and brother, and fellow-sinner. 

What are the conqueror's plaudits, rising on the air bur- 
thened with the widow's sigh and the orphan's wail, to a scene 
like this ! 
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" But ' eotUd not He who opened the et/ee of the hUndhave caused 
that even tku man shouidnot have died f '* 

Be »till, doubting heart, **y« of Utile faith T Knowest thou 
what post of transcendant glory the young evangelist fills 
'mid the ranks of heaven's lofty hierarchy? Canst thou 
pierce through the horizon of Eternity, and gaze on those 
crowned kings 

'' Foremost mid the sons of light, 
Nearest the Eternal throne r 

Wilt thou fook on bliss " it has not entet^ed into the heart of 
man to conceive?^* 

Nay, be still ! *' What thou knoweet not now, thou shalt know 
hereafter y 

Poor idolising wife ! The " cloud had arisen no bigger than 
a man's hand, at first, but as it rolled onward it gathered 
darkness and terror, extending over and enveloping the late 
cloudless sky of her being. Onward it rolled, darker and more 
portentious grew that threatening cloud overshadowing her 
quaking soul, till it burst with a fearful crash ! The tempest 
descended, the bolt fell, and her Beautiful is stricken, while 
no light fiashes through the gloom to speak of brightness when 
the storm is spent ! 

Not alone is her idol shattered, but the very altar on which 
it stood in its proud beauty is clefb to the foundation. 
' " Little children^ keep youreelvee from idols, ^^ 

Sympathising friends unwreathed the arms twined round the 
lifeless clay ; tender ones bore her from the breast never before 
insensible to her clinging caress, and at her cry to be '' left 
alone," Mary falls on her lonely couch. 

Alone — 'Tis sacred ground ; we will not raise the veil, and 
look, even with tear-dimmed eye, on the mighty sorrow that 
seeks no sympathy, asks for no relief. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 



%\m toitfe t\t gtsli. 



And Vut for that sad shrouded ey«. 
Which fires not, weeps not, wins not no?^* 
And but for that, dull changf less brow, 
Whose touch thrills with mortality. 
And cmrdles to the gazer's heart." 



A FEW hoars later, and the desolate widow stands beside her 
sleeping May ; she has still love-links to this chequered life. 
Tenderly kissing the untroubled brow of the young sleeper, she 
threw her exhausted frame beside the child, and vainly tried to 
hush awhile her mighty sorrow in sleep, but, 

" Kind Nature's soft restorer, ' 

affrighted at such a waste of woe, had fled ! 

With a low wail Mary rises from her couch, and passing 
noiselessly into the lobby, opens a window looking down on the 
flowery lawn. 

*• Wildly, spiritually bright,' 



If 



as of yore, shone their star, throwing its trembling glory on the 
silent earth, all unreeking its woes, its wrongs, its crimes. The 
trees whispered lovingly as the wind kissed their tremulous 
leaved. His flowers had folded their dewy beauties, and bent their 
graceful heads, as if in sadness. Oh ! how stormless, how calm 
the outer world ! How tempest-lashed the world within ! 

The breeze as it wandered over the feverish brow of the 
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Watcher, revired her ; long and intensely she gazed into those 
bl le mysterious depths ; the dark leaves seemed to her smitten 
soul, to be chanting a moarnfol reqaiem to the holy stars, and 
telling of her loss. 

Oh, what torrents of tender thought, what a storm of memory 
beat on her agonized soul ! Suddenly stretching her yearning 
arms towards their star, she exclaimed, " My life ! my love ! thy 
wife, wUl meet thee there !" 

Startled by a human voice in the deep midnight, a rustling 
issued from a rose-bush beneath — tended but a few short hours 
since so carefully by him — and with a slight cry as of pain, a bird 
'darted up, and flew past Mary so closely that the sweep of its 
gentle wing touched her cheek. 

•* Poor bird !" she exclaimed in broken accents, ** is it thy first 
night of widowhood .too ?" 

Trembling at the sound of her own voice, the dreadful import 
of her words burns with intenser anguish into her soul ! Can he 
be dead! 

Then, with somewhat of her former impulsiveness, she resolves 
to watch by him in his dreamless sleep. Re-entering her room 
she cast a troubled look on her slumbering children, and lighting 
a small silver lamp, sought, with stealthy tread, the precious clay 
reposing in a chamber at the end of the lobby. She reached the 
door — for one moment paused irresolutely, — and then, with 
shaking hand, the lock is turned, and she is alone with the stern 
majesty of Death. 

Casting a shrinking eye towards his low resting place, she 
involuntarily shaded the lamp with her hand, as if fearing its 
light should fall too suddenly, and startle the deep repose of 
those sealed orbs. Placing it on the mantelpiece, she drew near, 
and stood beside her broken idol. 

Stricken down almost suddenly in life's full flush, disease had 
left no mar or stain on that noble face : years had not planted 
one wrinkle on that brow, so glorious in its mysterious repose, so 
late the empire of Imperial Thought : Time's hand had not 
mingled one silver thread 'mid the clustering curls of that 
majestic head. 

What a strange solemn beauty slept on those parted lips ! 

How mockingly Kfe-like the curved nostril seemed to pulsate ! 

How like unto a soft silken slumber that dreamless rest ! 

Mary gazes on the kingly form before her, yet she weeps not ; 
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she is at the sepulchre, but po angel is there to " roll away the 
stone." 

Oh Ood! can he be dead! Is it not a frightful dream from 
which she shall awaken at the call of love's own deep tones ? 

Yes, yes ! he must^ he will awake, and the desolate wife lays 
her cheek close to the scarce whiter face there ? Why does she 
start and shudder 7 Ah ! earth has no touch like that ! That 
current frozen by the breath of Death ! 

She passed her fingers fondly thrbugh his luxuriant hair : how 
its dank, heavy clinging '^ thrilled to the bone !" 

She took the pulseless hand in hers, and held it to her 
bosom as if to warm it., then covered it with kisses — calling 
on him, in heart-piercing tones, ''to speak only one word of 
comfort to his heart-brolen wife !'* 

Could not that strong love-cry rouse the ''dull cold ear 
of death r 

Could not those tender kisses woo back, for one short hour, the 
absent spirit to its late glorious abode ? 

" Nay, that shrouded eye 
Weeps not, fires not, wins not now.** 

Oh, that gulf of woe ! How unfathomable to mortal sounding ! 

Oh, the ages gathered within that hour's watching with the 
dead! 

The lamp that had flooded her path with such tender bril- 
liancy had been suddenly quenched, and the world was left 
in darkness ; her very soul seemed crumbling in her bosom ; all 
things were becoming intangible, melting, sliding from her grasp : 
the thunders of Sinai seemed loosened on her naked soul, and 
from its shattered depths went up the cry, ^* why hast Thou dealt 
thus with me f* 

She could not " kiss the rod.'* The winding-sheet hid from 
sight the pierced Hand that held it, and with a bitter cry, 
*' forsaken of God and man !" she fell heavily on the beautiful 
clay, crushed beneath the mountain-weight of despair. 

roor child of sorrow ! a storm has descended on life's lake, but 
the Master seems to be "asleep on the pillow." 

An angel has troubled the waters, but there is no loving voice^ 
saying, '* WUt thou be made whole f 

She is come to the Marah stream, but where is the hand 
to sweeten it 7 

DD 
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She is in the hurricane, hut where is the sheltering Rock ? 

She is in the cloud, but where is the mercy-bow ? 
^' LitUe children keep yourselves from idols,*^ 

On the dead body, that desolate woman lay crushed, a heap of 
broken beauty, o'er which the lightning scathe had past, and 
blasted all its glory. 

The precious barque had gone down, freighted with her 
heart's one treasure, and the proud death- waves had ToUed 
back and flooded her soul. 

Suddenly — as if pierced by an unseen arrow, she leaps to her 
feet ; the startled blood rushes in torrents through her heart; an 
ice-bolt freezes into her brain ! Great God ! have the dead power 
to move? 

As if swept by spirit-wings, the curtains are'agitated ! Myste- 
rious foot-falls smite on her strained ear ! A white form floats 
before her shrinking vision in the dim and shadowy light ! 

With a faint shriek she prest her hand on her starting 
eye balls, and rushing towards that true breast as of yore, threw 
herself forward, shrieking << Save me ! save me 1" ..... 



Poor frightened bird, look up ! 'Tis only the ministering angel 
come to roll away the s|;one. 'Tis only the loving voice askmg 
" Wilt thou he made whole ?" 'Tis only the messenger come to tdl 
thee the Master is awake and rebuking the waves ; 'tis only 
the hand sweetening the Marah waters ; the finger of love 
pointing to the smitten Rock, and the Mercy-bow. 

Look up, stricken one ! Knowest thou not that sweet face, with 
its clustering curls of gold ? See'st thou not the father's image 
dwelleth there ? Look up ! 'Tis only thine own, sweet first- 
born. May ! 

But the mourner made no sign. Clinging convulsively to the 
dead body, sense seemed forsaking her, when, nestling close. May 
put her small hand into the stony palm of her mother, and 
timidly whispered, " my own mamma 1" 

Then the revulsion of feeling brought back the long-forgotten 
tears, and the desolate one wept piteously. 

Alarmed at her mother's grief, the timid little creature knelt 
softly by her side, and clasping her hands, raised her eyes, all 
full of child-faith, and in quivering tones sobbed out, ** pray God 
comfort poor dear mamma, and make her happy again, for Jesus 
Christ's s^ke !" * 
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Audihly, distinctly into Mary's heart came the answer to that 
prayer of chUd-faith and sorrow, — 

" As ONE WHOM HIS MOTHER COXFOBTETH, SO WILL I COM- 
FOirr THEE." 

Oh, those seraphic spirit- tones ! Mortal melody may not com- 
pare with its marvellous music ! 

Mary looked round, almost expecting to see some glorious 
heing from whose harp this murmur of mercy fell, hut all was 
dim and shadowy still. 

Clasping her child close to her hreast, ^' ' God he merciful to 
me a sinner!'" hurst from her white lip, and sinking on her 
knees, she poured her heavy-laden tale into the Ear that never 
grows weary. The angel had rolled away the stone, and drops 
from Calvary's mournful height distil into the rents of that riven« 
heart. 

Oh, what lessons ! what readings ! what interpretations follow 
in one short hour ! 

She can now decipher the mystic writing on the marhle scroll 
before her, and unveil the meaning of those strange drawings that 
agitated her of yore. 

She can plainly read the lesson amid the flickering shadows of 
that sepulchral room, which the broad and blessed sun-light had 
hidden from sight in his dazzling rays, — 

" Little ohildben keep toubselves fbom idols." 

She can look on that quiet sleeper, whose love made her life 
one long dream of unbroKen bliss, and yet feel a sense of deep 
peace within, as one *' comforted as a mother comforteth** 

Impressing a long lingering kiss on those silent lips, she 
gathered her golden-headed child closer to her bosom, sought her 
chamber, and laying the ministering angel on her bed, sunk once 
more on willing knee, and poured her " soul's full tide" into 
the ear of Him who hears the cry of the widow and the 
orphan. 

** Counting their sighs and treasuring up their tears.' 

And then she arose strengthened for the life-conflict yet before 
her. 

" To 4i^ for what we love. Oh, there U strengfth. 
And power, and will in the trae heart for this ! 
It is to liv€ without the Tanished light 
That strength is needed !" 

And where can this strength be gathered but from the sym- 

dp 2 
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pathy and love of Him who ** drank of every brook by the way^ 
who was "a Man of sorrows and acquainted mth grief ,*' 

£arth holds no spot where the bird of sorrow may fold its 
weary wing but on the human heart of the GKeat Sympa- 
thiser ! 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 



'< Near thee, still near thee ! trust thy soal's deep dreaming, 
Oh, love is not an earthly rose to die ! 
E'en when I soar where fiery stars are beaming,^ 
Thine image wanders with me through the sky." 



D.E AD to all outer life's influences, Mary wanders in the intangible 
paths of dream-land : she is back once more to her childhood's 
home : gaily small feet patter over the daisy sward : blithely flute- 
like voices float on the air, perfumed with odour from a thousand 
flowers : eagerly dimpled hands are outstretched to pluck the 
queenly rose or the blue-eyed violet, but as one by one their 
fingers grasp them, their glories wither, and dead leaves strew the 
bosom of earth. 

Now, with the sudden, wild transition of dreams, she is once 
more .among her schoolmates ; long-forgotten faces start into 
mimic life ; phantom voices, hushed years ago in the grave's un- 
broken silence, make melody again ; forms, remotely fallen in life's 
fierce battle, come around with brows untouched by care, eyes un> 
dimmed by tears ; earnestly and mysteriously they whisper 
together, as only school-girls can, busily planning a journey to 
some wondrous land — ** learnt all about in' the morning lesson" — 
where there are no shadows, and they fondly dream of some, 
heart-equator in the geography of life ; hopefully and gleefully 
away they start for the shadowless land! onward they press 
towards the sun-bright distance ! Cherubs of hope, with rosy 
limbs and more than earth-born beauty, beckon them on, and 
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from the radiant 'group flashes out the fair face of the dead 
" heauty-hird," and the meek countenance of *' May," in its set- 
ting of golden curls, as she uttered her sweet child-prayer. 
One after another, with outstretched arms and merry shouts, did 
those joyous school -girls strive to clasp the cheruh forms! 
" Surely they come from the shadowless land with those shadow- 
less brows, and are sent to woo them there ! ** Oh ! how they 
press on, and struggle, and wrestle, and yet seem powerless — 
chained ! How, one after another, they, sink down, spent in the 
race ! Yet onward they press with flashing eyes and glowing 
cheeks, and as they each gain the goal, the long-followed forms 
suddenly change into the brilliant butterflies, winging their way 
with saucy speed from the spots so lately redolent with child-life. 
Still onward the sleeper presses ! what, though the ranks be 
thinning ! What, though the darlings that started in the race 
strew the green sward of the past ! Onward I onward ! other 
faces and forms, in wild succession, fill up the gap I Now, looking 
out on the gazer, is the loving eye of the long mouldered mother- 
face, beside the father's troubled and drooping brow ; behind, the 
brother's, with specious look, telling not of the heart's hidden 
poison, while in the rear are lingering friends, beaming their 
cherished smiles of faithful love. Strangely memory's mysterious 
and crowded kahidescope rivets the yearning vision of the 
watcher down its peopled depth, until she mingles with the 
reviving and revolving throng, where tremblingly her hand 
clutches the aerial robe of her mother, but she turns shudderinglj 
away as her palm chills with the touch of the Mower's scythe — 
palsied at finding herself alone, before the gaunt shadow of aU- 
conquering Time I 

Another turn, and the mimic life-scenes transform. She is 
buoyantly sailing over the sparkling waters, her hand passionately 
clasping that of her idol at her side, smiling in recovered beauty : 
gallant barks convoy them over the garrulous sea. The moon 
silvers their liquid track, while their star sheds thereon a tremulous 
glory. Through foam and spray, onward the voyagers speed ! 
Joy ! joy ! But in a moment the pageant mutates— curdling the 
life-current at Mary's heart. She turns to shut out on her 
husband's breast the spectres haunting round : one after another, 
in ghostly array, they glide past, while the gay pinnaces dissolve 
into sable coflins, with shrouds for their flying sails 1 In these 
grim transports they course onward, leaving now a pursuing 
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shadow on the moon-lit waste ! around their terrible track the 
waters hiss and boil, and at the helm of each hideous vessel sits 
the rigid face and motionless form of Courtenaye ! 

With a cry of strange, deep agony, the sleeper turns, struggling 
convulsively : she opens her shrinking eye, then gently closes it 
again, as a voice sweeter far than an ^olian murmur floats on 
her ear, " when thou passest through the waters, I will he with thee /" 

Like a wearied child, Mary sleeps again : the mould is shattered 
wherein the recent fearful imagery was cast ; the intricate web is 
unraveled, and spirit-fingers, catching the disentangled threads, 
busUy weave them anew. Lulled by seraphic music, and wafted 
by the breath of flowers, the sleeper is floating in dreamy, 
unutterable ecstacy on the bosom of a summer cloud : now 
through illimitable space — ^anon careening upwards to pearly 
gates sparkling afar, brighter than countless brilliants in the 
flooding beams of summer's noon. Towards her rose and azure 
couch, snowy doves and birds of paradise are winging their way, 
the waving of whose silvery wings in the odorous air, stir cool 
breezes that fan her with delicious softness : mortality's mean 
robe seems to have fallen off, and she moves, arrayed with light. 
As nearer and more near fly the beatific visitants, each one assumes 
a radiant form, wearing the face of a loved and lost treasure — 
now bright and beautiful as the morning stars that anthemed 
creation's birth : yet nearer these glorious ones press, and passing 
the blushing couch of their earthly guest, each casts at her feet an 
immortal coronal, gathered from the gardens of the serpentless 
Eden : then wheeling round, they joyously precede her, while the 
infinite ether vibrates to the measured waving of their glorious and 
gladsome wings. Among that shining host sent to convoy her to 
her glory- home, there is one excelling his fellow peers of light in 
his majestic beauty : in his right hand he carries their star- 
dazzling bright — and with the other lifted, he points lovingly to 
the pearly gates, and in him Mary recognizes the glorified spirit 
of her husband. With a burst of rapturous joy, onward, toward 
those celestial portals, she floats ! gathering meanwhile the floral 
coronals ; but lo I as one by one her fingers close over them, 
they change and hang in emblazoned characters, intenser than 
any created light I 

On one she reads : ''These are they which came out of 

GREAT TRIBULATION, AND HAVE WASHED THEIR ROBES, AND 
MADE THEM WHITE IN THE BLOOD OF THE LaMB." 
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On another : '* Behold the tabernacle of God is with 

MEN, AND He will DWELL AMONG THEM, AND THET SHALL 
BE His PEOPLE^ AND GoD HIMSELF SHALL BE WITH* THEM, 
AND BE THEIR GoD.** 

On another : '' And there shall be no more death, 

NEITHER sorrow, NOR CRYING, NEITHER SHALL THERE BE 
ANY MORE PAIN, FOR THE FORMER THINGS ARE PASSED 
AWAY." 

On another : *' And the city had no need of the sun, 
neither of the moon to shine in it, for the olory of 
God did lighten it, and the Lamb is the light 
thereof ; and the gates of it shall not be shut at all 
by day, for there shall be no night there." 

Strains of triumphant music, pealing out from those wondrous 
gates, now swept towards the enraptured dreamer ; hut as she 
drew thither^ its melody was filling her soul with ecstacy akin to 
agony, and she made an effort to join in the glory-sounds, h\(t 
'' none can learn that song, but they who are redeemed from Ae 
earHi,*^ 

With a deep sigh, Mary once more woke, while softly around 
her floated the echo of that majestic chorus — still falling on 
her heart like », spirit anthem, — ^Alleluia ! fob the Lord 
God Omnipotent beigneth I" 

" True and just are all Thy ways, thou Ejng of Saints !" 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

** The World, the Flesh, and the Devil are formidable personages, but 
Lucre Is a match for them all ; the fiend of Money has the best end of the 
staff." 

We need not follow Mary step by step, turning over every page in 
her after history ; nor sketch her with one cmld on her lap and 
another standing at her side, looking — ^perhaps trying to look — 
steadily on her duty ; nor depict her in contemplation of the 
futare^ all stretched before her untried and untrodden — the 
encouragmg voice hushed in the grave's unbroken silence — the 
true breast on which she leant with such child-like confidence 
pulseless — the ministering spirit fled away from earth ! 

Does she ask who will now guide her barque over the storm- 
ftilly surging life-sea ? who will put forth the love-nerved hand, 
and take her spirit into some ark of rest, when its world-weary 
wings beat languidly? who will replace that withered gourd, 
when the blast of adversity smites on her unsheltered head ? 

No ! she can follow, where she cannot trace ; she has listened 
to the words of the faithful Promiser, " I mil never leave thee 
nor forsake thee,^' and bound them round the rents of her 
heart, making it wondrous strong. She knows the veil drawn 
over the future is drawn in love, and that every step is mapped 
out by Him who " seeth the end from the beginning," and who 
has "loved her with an everlasting love." The road, indeed, 
may be rough and thorny, and her feet may be torn : labour, 
and conflict, and poverty may bow her head and heart, but can 
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she not trace the crimson footprints of the Smless One in the 
way, and leads it not to eternal rest with Him ? 

Can she not shelter under the overshadowing wing of love 
when she raises her eye to the thorn-crowned brow of the *' Man 
of Sorrows f* and can she not lay her head on his pierced side, 
listening to the soul-strengthening promise, "as thy day, thy 
strength shall heJ^ 

Can she not hear above the 'tempest, and the creaking of her 
barque, " It is /, be not afraid f* 

'* Among the elegant forms of insect life there is a little 
creature known to naturalist;8 which can gather round it a 
sufficiency of atmospheric air, and so clothed, it descends into the 
bottom of the pool, and you may see the little creature moying 
about dry, and at its ease, protected by its crystal vesture, though 
the waters all around and above be stagnant and bitter." Just 
so, enveloped by the love of God, Mary descended into the life of 
change and tnel that lay before her. The sudden and premature 
death of her husband having left her not only the sole guardian, 
but sole supporter ot herself and children. Now the softly-reared 
favorite of prosperity becomes the strong - hearted, working 
woman — full of energy and thought — thought that cares for all» 
and for self \&st of all. 

Like the mother of Cromwell, of whom Forster says, *' she 
possessed the glorious faculty of self-help, when other help 
failed," our noble widow did not sit down with folded hands ana 
in a cloud of sighs sink into lackadaisical uselessness ; neither, 
under the impulse of excitement, did she make great resolves, 
vanishing into airy nothingness at "the call of necessity — ^no! 
God has given her energy and talents, and now she will employ 
them in the maintenance of her precious ones. 

In the most delicate manner did the congregation of their late 
beloved pastor express a desire that the education of his only 
boy should be confided to them ; but though the springs of 
gratitude were profoundly opened by this generous offer, Mary 
assured them she could not accept it, resolving, that while healtb 
and power were her's, she would seek honorable employ, and not 
allow his children to be dependant on any one but herself. 

Noble resolve ! " Adversity is the crucible that brings out the 
fine gold** — the escharotic eating away the proud flesh ! 

True to her high-hearted resolve, Mary has recourse to that 
honorable and important resource of the widow "reduced in 
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circumstances/' or the ^' distressed gentlewoman, taking pupils 
to educate with her own children." A friend in India entrusted 
three little ^rls to her care, with an allowance large and liberal, 
as it ever should be for the important charge ; and in the instruc- 
tion of these mth her own three (for Donald was scarcely less 
dear than her own) she had no time to spare, save for her visits 
to the poor^ and knew no wants beyond her means of supplying 
them, the conscientious discharge of her duties preventing too 
frequent dwelling on the bright but transient past ; and oh I how 
valuable did she now find the lessons learnt from those death- 
sealed lips. 

But like others, on whom the blight of adversity has fallen, the 
noble-hearted widow had to miss, if not to mourn, the April 
smile of sunshine friends. Eyes, that had flashed out a sparkling 
welcome and recognition, when the happy wife was leaning on 
the arm of her princely husband, grew wondrous near-sighted 
when she became '* that unfortunate Mrs. Courtenaye !" 

Friends, who had indulged in enthusiastic admiration at the 
beauty of her boy, when led by the hand of his popular father, 
passed its orphan face with first-class indifference and forgetful- 
ness, though that beauty was all undimmed, and the child a child 
still, while little May had to take her first lessons in neglect from 
lips she loved. 

Ah ! if aught can add poignancy to the withering blast of un- 
deserved neglect, 'tis when dealt by the hand which once caressed 
us, or freezes in the eye which once met ours with tenderness ; 
and yet, how common the occurrence, even among <* professing 
pei'sons," as if paining others by cold, studied neglect, were 
some high and holy sentiment inculcated in the doctrine, and 
exhibited in the life of Him who " never broke a bruised reed.*' 

Poor May had, in her *' palmy days," been the ** special pet" — 
the " dear child " — the ** sweet darling " of a friend of her 
mother's, who, having no daughter of her own, taught the child 
to call her "other mamma," often delightedly assuring her 
acquaintances that " she never saw such a heavenly- minded littla 
creature!" that she "loved her as if she were her own," and 
*' only wished she had such a darUng I" but shortly after the 
reverse in Mary's circumstances began to be known, the '* other 
mamma " lent at first an unwilling, then a greedy ear, to the 
whispers of her old enemy, the ubiquitous Miss Scandalson, who 
commenced her insidious attack by persuading " other mamma*' 
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that all the little orphan's early derelopement of piety was 
" hypocrisy, put on at the instigation of her mother, to serve 
some artfiU design,* and that the mother had broaght all her 
misfortunes on herself, first by her " headstrong folly in marrying 
that unprincipled fellow Courtenaye/' and then, " by her abomi- 
nable pride and extravagance !'* 

Yielding to the influence of this modem serpent, the " other 
mamma" imbibed some of its poison, and one day when 
full of child-afiPection and gushing trust, May plucked nearly all 
the flowers she loved so dearly from her little garden, and care- 
fully arranging, carried them to her " other mamma," and was 
about to bound into her arms for the accustomed kiss, she was 
kept at arm's length by the weak woman, who, after coldly 
receiving the innocent's love-offering, told her she " could not 
come in just then, she had company," and froze her ci-cUvant 
''sweet darling" out of the hall, where she had stood talking to 
her ! A few weeks subsequently she would pass the orphan with 
a side-long glance of suspicion, without even a word of recognition. 
So well had the serpent left its trail, that all " heavenly-minded- 
ness" was gone from the ** sweet darling" in the eyes of" other 
mamma !" All the love and trust she had won, and then so sin- 
fully crushed, was reckoned ** hypocrisy" and '^finesse;" and in 
the very house of God she would kneel beside poor May and 
"say" the touching prayer, "We beseech thee to have mercy 
upon fatherless children and widows, and all that are desolate and 
oppressed," then rise and ignore the supplication by trampling 
on the mournful trinity, in the person of poor Uttle " fatherless " 
May ! 

This was a hard lesson for the child, and one never obliterated 
from her memory. Children are attentive observers of character, 
and usually penetrate, with marvellous clearness, the springs of 
action, reasoning and deducing therefrom with a perception 
rarely credited by elder folks ; and even where they do not 
reason and deduce, they ^'feel morally." 

" I respect the presence of a child," says the great Cecil. 

" I cannot sin with my child's eye fixed on me," says another. 
Why? 

"Mamma," inquired May, sitting thoughtfully and sadly for 

* A fact. 
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some time after her return from her painful visit, '* is my other 
mamma a good woman ?" 

** I hope so, my love ; but why do you ask ? ** replied Mary. 

The child made no answer — she looked puzzled, more thought- 
ful, and sighed : never, however, from that day did the name of 
'^ other mamma" pass her young lip, and her own mother did 
not repeat the question. She felt it all, and bowed her meek 
head ; 'twas only another drop in her bitter cup. " Could they not 
spare her unoffending children ? " 

'< Take heed that ye despise not one of these little ones ! " 

^^'Whosoever shall give a cup oj cold water to one of those little ones 
shall in no wise lose his reward." 

How many act as if the Master's words were whosoever shall 
throw a cup of cold water over one of these little ones shall in no 
wise lose his reward ! 

There are some characters, of whom undoubtedly "other 
mamma" was a sample, who have no stand-point of their own ; they 
are weak or strong, consistent or inconsistent, just as another influ- 
ences them : like camelions, deriving colour from that on which 
they rest, or sea-shore sand receiving, but not retaining im- 
pressions. Speaking of such developements of education, a very 
clever girl and pupil of Mrs. Gregory's, who could almost " do 
Euclid*' in her sleep, remarked to the writer, *' such characters 
ought to have been taught mathematics to steady the moral 
budding." 

May it not be worthy of consideration, whether this idea would 
not bear enlargement and improvement, and the experiment tried 
in all our educational depSts, by introducing, and fostering a pro- 
found study of Dr. Chalmer's '^ Spiritual Mathematics;" his 
** Two Magnitudes, the Littleness of Time and the Greatness of 
Eternity ? '* May not this " steady the moral building ? " and 
instead of our present '' system of averages" develope a grander 
humanity than that evolved by the selfish, unelevating theology 
of Paley, or the metaphysical materialism of the grand thought- 
unshackler, Locket 



Another word, enpassent, to the genius of Discord: spare child- 
hood ! 'Tis an existence in this fallen world nearest to angels 
and heaven : stain not its fair footmarks with thy serpent trail, 
and know that for all thy deeds ''thou shall be called into 
judgment !" 
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But the cruel neglect shown towards her unoffending childreih 
was not all the widow had to experience ; manj of those '^ clouds 
without water " darkening society — talking ^' great swelling 
words " about the '' dignity of labour/* and ready to subscribe, 
con amore, to the sentiment, — 

<< Exalted rank ! exalted rank ! 

Away with each an empty babbie. 
Give him a spade to taro a bank. 
And jast a shilling for his troable," — 

who at any given moment could lash themselves into the fever- 
stage of admiration at the '^ great amount of actual hard work 
done by our thinking men,'* and were ever on tip-toe to impress 
on all who would listen to them " what an excellent, honorable 
thing self-dependence is I how elevating ! " and so on, lifled their 
nostrils, and looked a whole North Pole of contempt at her 
because she was reduced to the necessity of working for the sup- 
port of herself and fatherless children, and scorned to flinch from 
it. One of the " foolish '* fraternity — five feet ten of self-suffi- 
ciency — ^as he industriously caressed a few stray hairs playing at 
'^ hide-and-seek '' on his upper lip, enquired, " what coidd 
induce Lady Loveworth to call on that poooA cwechaw who keeps 
a school f "* while a " sister of mercy," who had been one of 
the hospitable doctor's most indefatigable dinner appreciators, 
and a painfully enthusiastic admirer of his daughter, when she 
presided at his table, doing its honours with the grace of a natu- 
ral-born queen, thought nothing of passing her as the greatest 
stranger, and speaking of her once ^' enchanting Miss Grenville" 
as '' that unfortunate widow Oourtenaye I '* 

Poor Mary I She might have been a robust pensioner on 
companies, or on governments, or eating the bread of sinful sloth, 
and no one would have dreamed of discountenancing her ; and 
yet, in her noble self-exertion, both then and in after years, when 
her delicate fingers were worn to the bone, there was an element 
in the drudgery elevating her immeasurably above those the 
world calls heroes, or deifies as conquerors. 

After the death of her husband the '^ unfortunate widow *' 
heard but once from her brother. With the cowardice of a 
mean soul, quailing before the indignant glance of his fellow, 
and shrinking from offering insult unless sheltered behind 

♦ A fact. 
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the feebleness of his victim, he had spoken false, crnel words of 
Courtenaye, ere the grave had closed over his honored clay ; 
hence she resolved never again to risk a repetition of his brutality. 
Perhaps, as much from inclination as from necessity, she had vrith- 
drawn from all society, save that of her poorer neighbours and 
friends, to whom the chastened widow of their well-remembered 
iiiend and brother was not less dear than the ^' beautiful Miss 
Grenville " had been— finding in the education of her darlings, 
and the superintendance of her household arrangements, ample 
and healthy employment. So well did she perform these duties, 
and so superior did she appear to those who looked for some 
outward evidence of her changed circumstances, that, wholly 
disregarding truth, they trumped up the tale ** that her brother 
had at last awoke to a sense of right, and refunded part of the 
wealth he had robbed her of; *' others roundly declared that they 
" knew for afact** she had been greatly benefited by the death 
of her husband's father, which took place about eighteen 
months after that of his son, although there was scarce sufiicient 
to pay his debts, after the sale of his '^ costly effects, carriages, 
and horses," as per catalogue ! 

Many in the town of D would gladly have come to 

the widow's help, had they for a moment fancied she needed 
it; but with the resolve of true nobility of heart, she 
never allowed her friends to do ought for her that she had 
power and strength to do for herself; neither, as they saw the 
elegant widow with a child on either side, and the others gambol- 
ing before her in summer glee in the fields or meadows of her 
youth's home, did any imagine how many personal depriva- 
tions she constantly and gfdlantly submitted to; how many 
hours of the still night, when the happy slumber in soft repose, 
she sat making and repairing her children's and her own garments, 
or doing the thousand and one things for which she had no time 
in the day — frequently four hours' rest being all she could allow 
herself. But none knew why the step of the '' unfortunate Mrs. 
Courtenaye*' became slower and her cheek whiter, nor judged 
of the silent struggles and many deprivations i>Qrne uncom- 
plainingly by the once idolized, courted, followed child^of wealth 
and luxury. 

There was one, indeed, who suspected, but never breathed his 
thoughts, and that was Fred Leslie. Mrry was the only woman 
who had ever woke a thrill of love in his noble heart, and though 
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from the moment of his passion's hirth he* felt its hopelessness, 
he never ceased to worship her till she became the wife of Cour- 
tenaje, whom, in his inmost soul, he acknowledged was more 
worthy of her; and he left D immediately luflter her mar- 
riage, only returning to it when his brother was mourning 
the loss of the sweet spirit so early ftransplanted to a brighter 
sphere. On his first visit to Mary, about two years after her 
widowhood, all his early, long-subdued love burst forth into 
an uncontrollable flame, brightened with hope ; never had he 
thought her so entirely lovely; her beauty, spiritualized by 
sorrow and resignation, appeared meeter for heaven than earth ; 
while the tears that suffused her eyes, the quivering of her 
lip, the sinking of her tone, told that Courtenaye spoke in them 
all, and there — 

** Was dearer dust in memory's land 
Than in ore of rich Peru.'* 

Hence, he dared not speak of the love that swayed his soul to and 
fro in its recovered strength, like the willow waves in the summer 
wind, as her sweet voice swept over its depths, waking up the 
melody that never grows old ; but he wrote and told her all; 
his early love, his unbreathed hopes, his daily-nurtured affection, 
his agony when hope for ever folded her wing on his heart. But 
though deeply grateful and touched by the delicate consideration 
he had shewn for her feelings, and full of sympathy towards 
him, Mary gently but firmly refused his offer ; and, perhaps, no 
pang, since her husband's death, had rent her heart so deeply as 
the knowledge of this hopeless passion's existence in one for 
whom she felt the warmest esteem and sisterly affection. But, 
oh ! in that enclosure within her heart's sacred recess one image 
alone could ever dwell : the very thought of dispossessing it 
seemed sin I 

What could kindle a ray on that clay-cold altar, all bestrewed 
with the ashes of a fire that once burnt so bright ! What hand 
could gather up the broken strings of that lone harp, and 
re- tune them into harmony ! 

No ! the heart knows no second spring ! 

In reply to the decree which once again blighted his newly- 
sprung hope, Fred wrote, '* I will not distress you by bewailing 
the resolve that will render life a dark dream ; but promise me, 
if need be, you will make me useful, and ever regard me as the 
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tenderest brother. Ton cannot refhse me this tie, though I maj 
never claim a dearer." 

Often, in after life, when its conflicts sharpened, and its storms 
gathered, fain would Mary have turned for aid to this self- 
constituted brother, but by his declaration he had placed a bar 
between them she could never overstep. 

About three years after the loss of his wife, Henry Leslie died 
on his voyas:e from Madeira, whither he had gone in quest of 
health, but no change of clime or scene could cure his heart's 
decline ; he 

*' Dragged at each remove a lengthening chain," 

and breathed out his last sigh in the arms of his brother, who 
with wrung heart saw the manly form dropped into that vast 
ocean sepiuchre of so many *' high hearts and brave," like the 
teeming earth consecrated once and for ever by the footsteps of 
the Son of God. 



The child-love of May and Donald " grew with their growth," 
and when, at ten years of age, he left the care of Mary, her little 
heart was almost broken; but when, at seventeen, he sailed for 
India as a cadet, many weeks passed ere a smile sat on her sad 
young face. 

After the depf^rture of her charges for their adopted country, 
Mary's circumstances straitened, and her health began to decline; 
she therefore resolved to remove to the neighbourhood of London, 
believing, as many have done, to their cost, that the great city 
offered a wider field for self-exertion, better chances of obtaining 
governess employ for Mary, and increased facilities for educating 
her boy. It was not without a struggle and yearning pang that 
she decided on leaving the spot endeared to her by so many 
bright and blessed memories ; now they would come trooping and 
clustering round her heart, contrasting her present with her past ! 
How they wouldyf ell up, and overflow, softening her whole soul and 
threatening to render it all unmeet for the yet untrodden future 1 

The selfish neglect of summer friends had long ceased to chafe 
and grieve her chastened spirit ; the ** poor widow" had learnt 
salutary lessons of herself and the world since she became a 
" working woman ;*' and oh I better far, she had learnt lessons of 
trust in the Love that never wearies, and never chills, and never 
dies ; and taking long draughts of this soul-strengthening element, 
she could go calmly into the thorny path, in, but not of, tne world. 

ss 
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At the age of teTenteen, Msj was a tall, elegant creature, 
with a pensive, almost sad expression of face. Whettier as a child 
she had involontarily ** learnt the trick of sorrow" hy her con- 
stant and loving companionship with one to whom it had become 
(almost unknown to herself ) *' second nature," or whether from 
the touch of melancholy inhering in all deep hearts, still no one 
—except a womau in search of a governess— K^ould look on 
that expressive face and not feel an almost unconscious interest for 
her. 

Arrived in the teeming city, the shrinking widow obtained 
small but respectable lodgings in the house of our old acquaint- 
ance of hyper-radical memory, Mrs. Carter, to whom she had 
been particularly recommended by a cousin of that good lady's, 

a ' tradesman in the town of D , who had frequently done 

Mary kind service in business matters, when friends were " really 
very sorry they could not oblige her," or, " it was not at all in 
their way," or they were " not at home ! " 

Some time elapsed before May obtained an engagement, ex- 
cellent as were her references, and moderate as was the sum she 
named equivalent to her services. Day after day the anxious 
widow and child bent over the columns of every leading journal, 
often turning away weary and sickened at the heartless, insult- 
ing "Wanted," addressed to "Gentlewomen," and whose editors 
would do infinite good if they exposed these stabbers-in-the-dark 
to public contempt. 

Poor May ! At one house where there was a superabundance 
of the " fooHsh " fraternity, she was " too young.'* At another, 
" never had been out before, which was decidedly against her." 
At a third, her terms — ^the modest sum of thirty pounds per 
annum, for instructing seven children under ten years of age, in 
music, drawing, German, French, etc., etc., — was considered 
" really out of all reason," by a woman paying two hundred per 
annum at some modem Mrs. Gregory's for allowing her eldest 
daughter to be made simply ridiculous by way of " finishing her 
education." At a fourth, the party requiring the services of 
" nothing but a gentlewoman ! never engaged a young person 
who had any relations in London, as they were apt to pay visits 
that unsettled their minds from their duties 1 ! " A fifth ■ 
but further detail is too painful, and similar instances too nome- 
rous to recount. At length, afier a load of anxiety and many 
weeks of "hope deferred," making even the young heart sicky 



ANOTHER UFB-PHASE— >GOVSBlfX88. 419 

May obtained a ntuatiioii where she was looked upon as a sort of 
Eoophyte, partaking the nature of parlour and scullery ; all her 
dear hopes of being able *' to pay something " towards the cost 
of educating her brother, and " preventing darling mother from 
working so hard," vanished, for the very utmost that a lady — ^re- 
siding in a fashionable Square very near to Virtue Lane, and keep- 
ing five or six pampered, lazy, insolent lackeys — could be induced 
to '* pay the young person " for the toil of educating six spoilt 
children, was twelve pounds per annum / / a sum either of her 
afore-named satellites would have scarce thought their deserts for 
a month's pay. But, trifling as was the sum unblushingly 
offered, and wholly inadeouate as it was to the amount of labour 
wrung out of the poor girl, she might have borne it, for she had 
a brave heart, if only for the -sake of wiping out the disgrace 
seeming to attach to*' never having been out before," and to gain 
a title to something better ; but no amount of energy, however, 
vitalized, or physique, however robust, could bear up against the 
incessant mental fret-work, and the wear and tear of bodily 
powers, in the laborious life out-hedging her from that beautiful 
trinity of words, sympathy, hope, encouragement, these being 
considered altogether out of place towards the '* young person'^ 
to whom their fashionable mother entrusted the solemn office of 
moulding the characters of her children. Nor was this all. So 
far did this *' mother" forget herself that she eave orders 
instructing the young person to leave her pupils at tne principal 
entrance, and go in at the servant's door,* and one day, after ten 
hours' toil, when the lonely governess sat down to lier solitary 
meal, so completely had the domestics caught and aped the tone 
of their emplovers, that the food supplying her table was fre- 
quently so bad she could not eat it, and she was obliged ta 
content herself with dry bread, which being observed by one of 
her pupils, a high-spirited boy, who dashed into the room, he 
hastily asked, — 

" IMfiss Courtenaye, why do you not eat some butter on your 
bread f and on her decliDing to tell him "why,'' he gave a 
shrewd guess (probably the fact was nothing new)^ and catching 
up the highly odoriferous concrete which passed for butter, he 
darted down stairs into the drawing-room, exclaiming, in a tone 

• A fact, eomnranieated to tiM writer by a 1a<l^ visiting at the family 
coootry seat, who was eye- witness of tbe imUfnltj. 

SB 2 
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of* generous indignation» that should haye covered the face of his 
hidy-mother with blushes, — 

" Papa ! only see what stuff thej have sent Miss CQurtenaje ; 
she can't eat it, and has had nothing but bread for her tea !"* 

At the end of four months the brave-hearted Maj was taken 
from the bed on which overtaxed energies and want of proper 
nourishment had laid her, and, in one of the dirtj cabs that dis- 
grace the streets of London, despatched to her humble home j 
once more to lav on her mother's loving breast ; and oh ! what a 
bitter aggravation of her own sorrows and sufferings it was to 
look on the wan face and attenuated form of her precious child, 
though not one word of all she had endured ever passed the lips 
of the long-suffering girl ! 

Yes, it was another bitter ingredient in her mournful cup. Eis 
child, whose early griefs had been so gently soothed — ^whose 
child-tears had been so lovingly wiped away — whose first coming 
had been greeted with so much rapture, to meet such wolfish 
treatment on her entrance into the mocking, lying world ! and yet 
it is but a life-phase acting every day and hour in this Christian 
land, teemiug with poor gentlewomen, and rich vulgar ladies. 

'' And if, 88 some believe, a tie 

With those of mortiil mould and birth 
Connects in glorious sympathy 

The spirits that have passed from earth/' 

(but that they see what is hid from mortal vision — the bright and 
blessed end of the thorny road), oh ! what a pitying gaze must 
the spirit of many a Courtenaye — many a saintea mother—- cast 
on the objects of their fondest solicitude, meekly stemming a tide 
of cold, bitter, selfish inhumanity, wherein woman, *' sent on an 
angel's mission," plays a part at which seraphs would weep '' if 
tears were known in heaven." 

For a short time after poor May's experience of the treatment 

* A fact received from the lips of the gentlewoman who was subjected 
to the fonl treatment. 

t Theeulminatbgpoint of inhamanlty towards this trampled-on class, 
had not been attained at the time of May's gOTemess experience ; with all 
the barbarities practised towards them, no womaii In Christian England 
had then labeled a dying and speechless young creature, and packed her 
off to travel *' by land and by water" alone to her foreign home ! ! ! 

t^hame! shame to The mother who perpetrated this revolting act at the 
'< advice of her family physician !" Shame ! shame to the *' liUDily 
pbysieian'' who advised it I 
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awarded to their dependants by these " sisters of mercy," 
governess employers, she remained at home helping her mother 
embroider ; but as their united exertions were insufficient to 
maintain them, as soon as the former grew stronger she deter- 
mined on seeking another situation, and again entered the rough 
road. It would fill many pages to record the coarse treatment, 
from coarser domestics and coarsest mistresses, she received ; 
her weary walks in sun and dust, cold and wet, ending in being 
kept two or three hours standing in a hall or passage ; the Titan 
capabilities required, and the minnow remuneration offered! 
One woman, after informing the weary creature that the ** rudi- 
ments of Greek were absolutely indispensable/' upon May's 
pleading ignorance of the same, generously offered her seven 
pounds per annum for her services, in taking the entire charge of 
four young gentlemen under nine years of age ! " 

When " at school," in the smallest sense of the word, we re- 
member learning that gold is capable of such extension that a 
sovereign would draw out into nine and a-half miles of vnre. 
What an instructive and astonishing analysis it would present, if 
the generality of governess-seekers would submit that compres- 
sible, and marvellously elastic thing called conscience, to chemical 
experimentalizing ! 

When are the women of Christian England to wipe this stigma 
off their characters ? When shall it be said of them that they 
have ceased to oppress the fatherless and those " who have no 
helper f How long will they sigh and groan sentimentally over 
the neglected heathen, rushing in a state of rabid enthusiasm to 
every meeting, far and near, where their ears will be tickled 
or their presence noticed; and with the appearance in their 
conduct of that catholic, comprehensive charity which is " kind, 
TENDER-HEARTED, LOVING ONE ANOi'HER," treat the Orphan and 
desolate in a way so inhuman that a Hindoo mother, however 

benighted," would be ashamed of? 

These ought ye to do, and not to leave the other undone f* 

But our May's governess experience was soon to cease, the 
increasing weakness of her idolized mother demanding her care ; 
the struggling widow, whose energies had so long been strained 
and stretched to their utmost, and had kept their tension with 
extraordinary power, seemed at length to relax — ^the body could 
not keep pace with the wear and tear within — still the *^ spirit 
was ivHUHg^ though the JUeh was weak.** The young governess 
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therefore determined to ratke one mote effort to remain at home, 
hj obtaining work more quickly and easily done than the ejpe- 
trying embroidery, which, through the eTer-*ready (kindness of 
Mrs. Carter, she had no difficulty in procuring; but after a 
month's hard toil this was abandoned, the united earnings of 
mother and child being inadequate to the supply of their neces-* 
sities, though they were few, and scantily gratified. 

Going one day with a sick and heavy heart towards a Square 
where a lady resided who had advertised for a " gentlewoman to 
assist her in educating her little girls,*' May met a young girl 
who, with herself, a few weeks previous, had been kept standing two 
hours in the hall of a person wanting a governess, andrecognisiDg 
each other, they entered into conversation, when the latter strongly 
urged her to abandon the "dreadful life of governess," and 
endeavour to procure a situation as saleswoman in the doak or 
shawl department at a West End establishment. 

'^ I have been filling one for the last four months,** the girl 
added, ** and while it is sometimes weary work enough, when 
ladies will have two or three dozen garments tried on and fitted 
that they don't want, and never buy, yet, as we close earlv, and 
Mr. Fe^ng is a kind-hearted man, and treats us with thought 
and consideration, I am a great deal happier and more comfort- 
able than I ever was in any of my situations as governess ; when 
our work is done, it is done, and we have no care upon our minda 
about our pupils not getting on, or anxiety lest we should not 
give satisfaction, and meet the hard faces of our employers, telling 
us our * further services will be dispensed with, as we are not 
exactly the young persons we were taken for.' Now { always 
have two or three hours in the evening to myself; sometimes I 
walk out with my father, who is blind from a stroke of the son, 
when he was at sea in the navy : sometimes I read to him, or 
help my dear mother work, or teach my two little sisters writins ; 
and it is so pleasant for us to be together a little while in 
the day." 

May listened, with a beating heart. At first she naturally 
shrunk from the idea of seeing so many strangers, and em- 
barking in a life so new and difierent from what she had ever 
expected ; yet as she listened to her^friend's cheering descriptiona 
of her "nice evenings," but above all, " their being together*''^ 
when she thought of the white, wasting feuoe dearer to her than 
life itself— she at once resolved on that .entire abnegation of self 
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and of all selfieh considerationsy existing only in loftj hearts, 
promising to reflect on the advice and consult her mother, while 
her new friend undertook to make enqniries* and let her know if 
anything offered likelj to suit When they parted May con- 
continued her way to the advertisement, where she learnt, to 
her astonishment, that *' no salary would he given for (he services 
required, as a comfortable home and pleasant society were 
considered amply equivalent ! !'* 

On her return to her anxious mother, May at once, and in a 
cheerful tone, explained her resolve to seek employ, as suggested. 

** You see, darling mother,'* said the brave girl, " I shall be 
able to spend my evenings with you and brother, and it will be 
much better than when I was at Jiady Stone's or Mrs. Flint's. 
Then we only met in short, hurried visits ; now I Aiall be with 
you every day for a few hours, and all the Sabbath,'^ the added, in 
a softened voice, bending her graceful head down to her mother's 
pale face resting on a pillow, and covering it with kisses. 

The mother made no reply ; she flung her wasted arms around 
her high-souled child, and strained her passionately to her 
bosom ; then escaped to her bedroom, where her tears could 
flow unrestrained by the appealing looks of her children. 
^>he drew from its resting-place, on her heart, the miniature 
of her husband, and printed sad kisses on the unconscious 
lips which the hand of Genius had strangely taught to smile. 
How often, in the spirit of the plaintive bard, had she sighed — 

" Oh had thoae lipt bat lang^nage I time has past 
But roaghly with me since I heard them last.** 

How often had she replaced the treasure, and with meek eye, 
and on bended knee, sought the comfort and counsel not to be 
found in *' things made toUh hands" 

Ah ! there are various kinds of idolatry in the world, beside 
that of wood and stone, with its debasing worship— -that of gold, 
with hollow eye and skeleton visage — that of beauty, with 
thrilling pulse and raptured gaze — ^that of intellect, with spirit- 
piercing eye, and creative brow — there is the idolatry of memory, 
a memory that never grows old, and never dies. May be, even 
unknown to herself, that deeply-tried widow had fallen into this 
subtle sin. We are but feeble clay, at best 1 May be, as shadows 
gather over her path, she feels there is still a *' need be" for the 
rod. We know not : but on the occasion just recorded, long and 
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solemnly was her head bowed, while her hearths utteraase 

was, — 

** We would see Jesui ! for time's hand hath rested. 
With its dark touch, upon hoth heart aud brow. 
And though our souls have many a billow breasted. 
Others are rising in the distance now.*' 

She could not reconcile herself to her noble child's proposal ; 
not because she cherished any false feelings or lingerings of 
pride — imagining the suggested employ lowering. She was far 
beyond such paltry notions, regarding all honorable employ- 
ment as elevating the employed, and the latter dignifying the 
farmer. Had she felt strong enough, she would not for one 
moment have hesitated to engage in the proposed occupation, for 
the benefit of her children ; but for May, so young, so cap- 
tivating, so inexperienced in the world's guile ! what if that pure 
mind should become contaminated by the many counter-in- 
fluences and material objects that would necessarily engage her 
thoughts, and engross her time! What if the early lessons, 
learnt under the shadow of the Cross, should be forgotten — 
banished by the lite-lessons appealing so intensely to the senses, 
and his child should not '< endure to the endT 

The thought was torture ! ferhaps there were moments when, 
suffering under depression, bodily weakness, and loneliness, the 
wing of Faith hovered too near the earth, unable to shake off its 
weight and soar into the cloudless regions beyond all its darkling 
shadows — ^and this might have been one of them ; brief, however, 
was the presence of the cloud. She recollects the heart-quieting 
promise, " they shall never perish, nob shall ant man 
PLUCK them out of MY HAND," and rejoices in the reflection 
that her May had long since, in its first freshness and bloom, 
given her young heart to God, and will He not '' gather the lambs 
in his arms, and stay the rough wind?" 

Long the care-worn widow mused — should she write to Fred 
Leslie, and interest kim on her child's behalf, asking his advice ? 
No I she shrunk from the thought : many years had rolled away, 
and she had never written— could she now ? — the thought was 
abandoned, and for a moment the image of her brother rose up 
before her— should she address him? The summoned troops 
of memory shouted '' Never, never 1 " Did she now doubt the 
wisdom of having withdrawn firom former friends and rehn- 
quished society? Pro1;>ably; yet had not many unfeelingly 
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forsaken her ? Had not her sensitive spirit often hied at the 
averted glance, the vtrithering neglect shewn to her innocent 
children? Thus might she not have schooled her natural] j 
clinging heart into a total retirement from friends virho might and 
would have proved true, shrinking, lest she should have to saj of 
them, " mil you also go away f " 

Poor, lonesome one ! Prop after prop had heen removed, and 
afresh she leans the full harden of her heart on that Strength which 
no weakness alloys, that Sympathy which no selfishness taints. 
Reft of all creature-stay, afresh she flies to the shelter of Redeem- 
ing Love, hiding herself ''under the shadow of its wing, 'till 
earth's calamities are overpast." Shall she repine at her lonely 
road^ when He trod the loneliest and the thorniest ! 

Shall she sigh for the voice of earthly friends when " they all 
forsook Him and fled I ^* 

Nay ! this last storm drives her closer to His wounded side. 
She perceives the discipline was needed, and calmly reposing on 
the assurance that '' all shall work for good/' as the sick habe 
lays its languid head on its mother's breast, and takes the 
draught, though bitter, to its taste, so she now trusts where she 
cannot trace, and the cry of her heart is, oh ! thou loving, all- 
atoning Lamb ! 

<* Abide with me from mora till eve, 
Fur without Thee I cannot live ; 
Abide with me, when nixht is nigh, 
t or without Tiiee, I dare not die." 
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CHAPTEE XXXIV. 

f aite ssOt Jfttling. 

'' The writer, who is too studious of novelty, and abhors the drudgezy oi 
* lane upon Line, Precept upon Precept,' will fail to make any lasting 
impression on the minds of his readers." — The Ttrna* 

Mabt*s last visit to the Sock of Strength, prepared her for 
May's " good news," as she playfully termed it ; when ahout a 
week after the meetin? with her young acquaintance, recorded 
in the last phase^ she informed her mother she had called on 
Mr. Gkuns and met with great kindness; and that if her 
reference to ^the lady, whose children she had instructed, was 
satisfactory, an immediate engagement, at a salary much higher 
than any she had even heard of in her governess experience, 
would be the result. 

" Won't it be pleasant, my own mother ? " asked the ex- 
ulting May, as her spirit once more rose on the eagle wing of 
hope. 

What comforts would she now be able to procure for that dear, 
rapidly- weakening mother ! How much work she would be 
able to do in the nice long evenings, and thereby save her 
failing stren^h ! What a pretty little sum, out of her handsome 
salary, she should be able to reserve for her darling brother's 
schooling ! What happy Sabbaths they should have together I 
Oh, the future! it was like '* apples of gold in pictures of 
silver!" 

Dream on, young trusting; one ! Dream of Joy unfurling her 
rainbow banner over your humble home ; strength once more 
returning to the tottering mother-form ; health again maTitliTig 
on the thoughtful brother-brow. Dream on ! thine are holj 
dreams ; such as angels have, when flying earthward on their 
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inercjr xnisflionB. True woman's dream^ caring for all^ and for 
self last and least. 



The elegant figure and graceful manners of May at once 
interested, and decided, the principal of a large and respectable 
firm at the " West End," on an engagement ; these requisites 
so rare, yet indispensable in the young women who minister in 
these temples of fashion, being a ready passport into them ; 
as every lady customer, however angular her own proportions 
may be, or unlike the agile creature who, with easy grace and 
studied effect, throws the tempting attire over ber well-falling 
shoulders, deludes herself into the belief that its folds will 
sweep as "classically," undulate as "gracefully," or fit as 
"scientifically" on her; hence many a costly article finds 
a ready transfer to the comer of some capacious carriage 
from the form of the elegant sales-woman, which had otherwise 
remained a " drug in the market ;" the purchaser believing 
herself enamoured of the '^ style " of the garment, when that 
de pen ded solely on the wearer. 

Well satisfied with May's character, an agreement was duly 
signed by employer and employed ; and the following day she 
was to commence her novitiate under an experienced " hand," 
whose task it was to initiate her into sundry lesser masteries 
connected with these temples of fashion ; and as her ministra- 
tions were to consist in tne duty of sales-woman in the " cloak 
department," very little instruction was requisite. On her 
first day's experience, she found her work immeasurably 
Ught, with aU its foot-weariness and patience-tryings, in com- 
parison to her former drudpry in combating the various an. 
tagonistic characters of Lady Stone's unruly children ; but her 
pain and surprise mav be more easily understood than pour- 
trayed, when, tired and passionately yearning to fiy to the side of 
the dear one whom she had left in the morning weaker than ever, 
she learnt that she was "lUot in an Early Closing establishment" 
— a circumstance she had never thought of ascertaining — con- 
cluding that because her new friend had the blessed privilege 
of spending her evening hours in ministering to the comforts 
of her blind father, she would have the same ; and it was with 
a sinking heart and bitter pang she was obliged to send 
away her little protector-brother alone. Scarcely less acutely 
was the disappointment felt by the watching mother, though 
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she had learnt to kiss the rod long since, and there was a 
tempering of its sharpness to A«r, seldom experienced by the 
young spirit, eager in pursuit, joyous in anticipation. How 
tenderly did she sooth the disappointment, and wipe away the 
tears from her fair but troubled face, as May sobbed out : — 

" Oh, darling mother ! I had pictured such nice times in the 
evenings with you and brother after my day's work, and now 
it will be almost as bad as being away from you altogether!" 

" We shall have our Sabbaths together, my darling," softly 
whispered Mary. 

Ah ! ye who are privileged to call that superlative gift. Time, 
your own, who are permitted to watch, in unbroken continuance, 
by the couch of the sick and sinking one thereon, whose love 
sheds the last lingering ray of sunshine on your earthly pil- 
grimage ; — ^ye, who with eager hands and abounding luxuries 
can minister to the cravings of the dear fading form, whose 
setting sun will leave the world in darkness for you ; 'tis not 
for ye to realize the agony of May, as morning after morning 
she tore herself from her dying mother's side, or the hot pang 
that pierced her heart, when she thought of the scanty fare, 
and the untempting nourishment supplying that precious 
mother's wants, amid the gradual failing of her strength. Oh, 
no ! ye can know nothing of these heart- wringing, life-shortening 
trials ; but alas ! alas ! myriads do, and they are gentle, loving^ 
feeling as yourself. Will ye not sympathize with them, and help 
them? 

Time rolled on, marked only by the increasing weakness 
and necessities of the gallant-hearted mother and the anxiety 
of May. Till within a day of her death, the former had 
cheerfully and incessantly plied her needle ; the extreme fine- 
ness of her work ensuring employment at trifling — very trifling 
remuneration; but the cost to her strength was terrible! 
Day after day growing shadowy and more shadowy, pillowed 
up in her bed, her transparent fingers wrought, till at length 
tney dropped powerless, and she felt that ere long she would 
rest in the narrow house where there is "neither work nor 
device*^ Often did the clock strike ten before the waging 
watcher caught from the stair the mounting step, bringing or 
carrying with it, all the music left for her this side the grave, 
and her anxious eye rested on her ministering angel, May. 
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Oh ! how the lagging moments lengthened, as she sat alone in 
her helplessness and suffering, with strained ear listening for 
her return ! As the cords of life loosened, they seemed to 
t^ine and knit with increasing closeness round the objects of 
her love ; and though since the hour that her heart's one love 
was buried in her husband's grave, every setting sun brought 
to its mournful depths the blessed thought, "one day nearer 
our eternal union," she still had links to earth that fain had 
kept her living "brokenly on." ^^Nevertltekss^ not my will, hut Thine 
he done^"^ prefaced every prayer from those meek and suffering 
lips. 

Shall we wonder if, at times — bowed down under intense 
depression, bodily agony, and yearning watching, this deeply- 
chastened creature A)und it hard to keep Faith's wing poised 
in regions beyond the clouds and mists of earth P But long 
watching and pain will sometimes overbear the spirit that had 
met undauntedly the martyr's doom. The eagle eye un- 
quailing, the lofty heart unshaken. 'Tis ever easier to do 
than to suffer. 



At a large meeting, a few months since, the writer was struck 
at hearing one of those noble band of heroes who go forth with 
their lives in their hands to proclaim the " only name under 
heaven whereby man can be saved," — thank Q-qd for having 

given him what ? a burning love for the salvation of souls ? 

A frame indurated and braced up for the hardships and de- 

grivations inseparable from his Master's work ? No ! fop 
aving given him a misstokaey wipe ! Not soon forgotten 
will be the memory of the burst of long-continued and deep- 
meaning applause following this novel thanksgiving. 

"A fact is a possibility;" that which has been may be. 
What an illustrious band of lady missionaries among us may 
be organized by love, and trained by sympathy, if the will 
were as ready as the way is open ! How many hours that now 
drag wearily or hang heavily on our hands, to "kill" which 
many rush into unhealthy pleasures, and * 

'' Sicken by the very means of health/ 

may be devoted to the Qon-work of wiping away all tears 
from all faces ! How many corroding cares may be dissipated, 
burdens lightened, hopes quickened, weary hours shortened, 
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BympathieB exchanged, last moments cheered among those 
who, in idiomatic phraseology, " have seen hotter days !'* Better 
days of a mother's sweet solicitude, a father's ready smile ; 
hotter days of a hushand's watchful love, of children's bird-like 
voices clustering roimd that earth's one sanctuary, homb ; 
better days of bright-eyed plenty, and joy-eyed hope, and 
quiet-eyed peace, all, all gone ! and bitter takea the place of 
better days. 

. Oh! that the children of prosperity woul4 but think of 
these things, and be up and doing ! JNever did our country 
groan more terribly with those who have seen better days 
than now. The fierce speculation-mania that has deluged 
society — whole families sudddenly brought to ruin, to-day in 
affluence, with legions of friends, to-morrow in -poYeHj and 
deserted ; the change falling most crushingly on those least 
equal to bear it, those least responsible and reprehensible, the 
wives and children of the ruined speculator or gamester, for 
the terms are synonomous, a conventional distinction without a 
difference. 

What a noble band of lady missionaries, we repeat, may 
now be organised ! what mountains of woe may be mitigated I 
what a bright record the pages of Eternity would umold of 
souls saved through sorrowmg hearts, if the women of England 
would but re-kindle its smouldering embers, and keep brightly 
burning on the altar of their he^s the vestal fire of Sym> 
pathy, which, extinguished, imperils the safety of the common- 
weal. But, alas ! that any should be content to fritter away 
in soul-and-body-debasing pleasures those precious houra 
whereon hinges eternal joy or woe, while so much work for 
Grod is waiting to be done — ^hours that worlds piled upon 
worlds shall not redeem, when life's sands run low, its solemn 
work undone. Death's great account all imprepared* 

Come, then, ye whose moments are so beclouded with 
ennui, that, as a relief, ye rush into the eddy <^ Fashion's vor* 
tex, cheered on by folly and frivolity ; — ^ye, who for the sole 
purpose of '* killing time," devastate at once an entire esta- 
blishment, and the strength and patience of foot-weary men 
and women, for articles you never intend to purchase and do 
not require ; — ^ye who roll languidly and listlessly roand asd 
round the parks in your luxurious equipages, existing only in 
anticipation of the dinner, the ball, or the open ;>-ye wko 
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yawn wearily over those passages of a book administering not 
to a false sentimentality, that keeps not up a feverish excite- 
ment, trembling at sympathy-pitch over fictitious woes, be- 
think ye, what rich repayment for* those wasted sensibilities 
may be ensured in the gratitude lighting up the fast glazing 
eye, the fervent " Gk)d oless you ! '* of the sinking voice, if 
all these heaven-given sympathies were employed in their legi-* 
timate sphere ! 

But should the inguiry be needful, '' what is that sphere t 
who is my neighbour? " 

Let the daily police report answer ; or the following facts 
may suggest a reply : — 

'' According to the statistical return made to Government, 
among the sempstresses and shopwomen in London alone, 
thirty thousand were living in starvation ; many of these 
miserable outcasts are firom the poor dressmakers and shirt- 
makers, the best hands among the latter earning sixpence a 
day, working firom early mom to midnight ; and others three- 
pence and twopence.'* 

" THIRTY THOUSAND dress and shirtmakers Uving in 
starvation in London dkme ! ! ! 

Think of this, dear reader ! Women earning sixpence — 
threepence — and, twopence a day, working eighteen hours, and 
food at war and famine prices !* 

" Prom authentic documents, there are computed to be in 
Christian England three hundred and sixty thousand women 
who live by sin, as a trade !'* 

THREE HUNDRED AND SIXTY THOUSAND ! | 

Think of this, painfully-virtuous woman, who, with the simu- 
lation of a thrice-winnowed purity pass by the shrinking, 
ashamed, crushed victim of oppression and tyranny, and hold 
out the right-hand of welcome to the lordly and genteel de- 
stroyer glorying in his shame ! 

Bethink ye, ye who excuse " the stronger,'* while ye con- 
demn and cast out the '' weaker," what shall the end of these 
things be P Think ye the sin of both will be ever thus un- 
equally visited P Things cannot, they will not go on much 
longer in this way ; the fearful, frightful, growing demoralisa- 

* When this W9» written, in January, 1857, all kindi of food— bread 
•specially — was at a fearfnlly high price. 
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tion of our own sex — the blame to be traced directly home to 
our doors, in this great and crying sin, call loudly and 
unmistakeably upon us to be up and doing — up and doing 
NOW. " For we know not what a day may bring forth ;" and 
if (as affirmed) the intellect of woman is inferior, and she 
never opens a yista in the regions of thought, let it be " seen 
and read of all" that she can follow those illustrious women of 
our times who have opened vistas in the empire of Sympathy, 
that will brighten and widen till they flood the earth with 
glory ! glory ! 

Once more : and ye Christian women of England — ^baptized 
" children of God and heirs of the kingdom of heaven," who 
rush to feast your sensibilities on professional death-scenes, 
caricaturing the closing strife with the grisly Foe, burlesquing 
that 

SOLSHN ACT TO DiE; — 

ye who, be-jewelled and be-crinolined, whirl away panting to 
gratify your tastes and feelings on artistic mockeries of 

" The last sad weariness, the final strife, — ^" 

why go to a theatre to learn from a copy the great lesson 
how to die, when the original is at your doors ? True taste 
never prefers the former to the latter ? 

Ye who have never seen a real death-bed, seek out the closing 
scene of one from amid the THREE HTJNDEED AND 
SIXTY THOUSAND unfortunates ;— may be in some lonely 
garret, on a whisp of straw, her sin-wasted frame quivers in 
mortal agony ; may be, too, " more sinned against than sin- 
ning," around her path, in youth, 

" No mothers prayer, no father*s smiles were shed, 

Ah, gaze on ! gaze on ! This " final strife" will teach mar- 
vellously quicker and better than any simulation. Ay, and it 
will do more — it will bring home to conscience the truth that 
the theatre is no " training school for immortality." Life's 
one lesson — how to die — how to die peacefully, because par- 
•doned— can never be learnt there. That lesson can only be 
studied at the foot of Calvary ; and '^ what concord has light 
vnth darkness /**' 

TO DIE ! Why not in the theatre ? " Such things have 
been." Playing at death has become death in reality. In 
the box the breath of the grim Tyrant has passed over the 
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heart's current, and it has frozen. Terrible warning ! How has it 
been regarded P 

** But it has been observed, that, ' Death cannot come un- 
timely to those who are fit to- die.' " 

J^it to dief — but what if not fit— not washed in the " Fountain 
opened for sin and uncleanness !" 

*' In that dread moment^ how the frantic soul 
Baves round the walls of her clay tenement ! 
Turns to each avenue and shrieks for help ! 
But shrieks in vain. How wistfuUy she looks 
On all she's leaving, now no longer hers. 
A little longer, yet a little longer, 
O might she stay to wash away her crimes, 
And fit her for her passage. Mournful sight ! 
Her very eye weeps blood, and every groan 
She heaves is big with horror. But the Foe, 
Like a staunch murderer, steady to his purpose, 
Pursues her close through every lane of life, 
Nor misses once the track, but presses on. 
Till forced at last to the tremendous verge, 
At once she sinks — sinks into the bottomless 
And gloomy gulf of everlasting Death !*' 



Now that to the delight of a Christian audience, the sanc- 
tity of death has been invaded ! now that " doing death" is 
found as profitable as doing robberies, doing; imps, doing seduc- 
tion and other devilries ; as a sequence, the next speculation 
will be, doing The JirnGME^T, and we shall have that 

** Day for which all other d«ya were made" 

caricatured to the murmurs of voluptuous music, and ex- 
citing " brave's ! " "We shall have eloquent descriptions of the 
artistes surpassing skill and taste in delineating the scenery, or 
getting up an " effect" when the sham " THinrDEBiNGS Aim 

IiIGHTNIKaS, AlTD TOICES PEOCBED OTJT OE THE TheONB OE 

Him fbom whose face Earth and Heatek shall elee 
AWAT," burst on the entranced audience I We shall have a heart- 
melting account of the sighs and groans, " not a dry eye in the 
house" — or the uproarious applause that followed the " hit" of 
some successful actor, who can best torture or tutor his coun- 
tenance into the expression imagined to gather on the face of 
the lost, at the withering sentence ** Defabt fbom me ye 

OUBSBD !" 

F F 
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We shall have a critical and elaborate analysis of the con* 
stituent elements of " acting" the wrath of the Lamb ! 

We shall have .... but what shall we not have ! 

Wives, and mothers of Christum England who patronize such 
evils, ought these things so to be ? WiU you sit, in the stem 
council chamber of condemnation, with callous hearts denounc- 
ing the profligacy and immorality of the "lower orders,** 
many of whom 

" Have bat stombled in the path, 
Thou hast (perchance) in weakness trod," 

when by that potent teacher, example, and by neglect and in- 
difference to their wants and wrongs and sufferings, you have 
helped to make them what they are! Tou, with all your 
spiritual, moral, intellectual, and social advantages ! 

The Press generally, to its honour, has grappled with that 
growing evil, a corrupt stage, and endeavoured to stay its 
course ; but whebe are otjb Watchmeit P Those whose sole 
vocation is, or ought to be, to teach men how to die ; those 
whose key-note is, or ought to be. Salvation ; those Heaven- 
delegated guardians of public morals. Whebe abe oub 
Watchmen ? Will they standby with folded arms and fashion- 
able don't-careism, and in allowing their territory to be invaded, 
practically admit that the Gospel is too weak to teach men how 
to die, suffering them to rush by thousands to the stage to learn 
the lesson, without raising a warning note ! 

Whebe abs cub Watchm:ekP Is it enough to deal out 
occasionally a few truistic generalities about the immorality of 
the stage ; a sprinkling of cut and dried abstractions concerning 
the " debasing tendency ** of such and such representations ? 
Will the^i too, never learn the lesson thrust upon them by every 
* leading article,* by every day-life experience, that there can be 
no little war against a great foe ? Why have they not long 
since followed the example of the Press, and been up and doing ; 
that this monster sin, playing at death, might have been 
preached down ? 

An old Divine exquisitely says : — 

" Death is as fiill of sorrow as of mystery : to minds of sen- 
sibility and thoughtfulness it must ever be so. Most de- 
moralizing is the effect of a coarse, hard familiarity with 
death." 
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Is this the opinion of modem Divines ? If so, why are 
they silent ? * 



On the return of the brave-hearted May at night, after her foot- 
sore employment, sometimes the bearer of a penny bun, a little 
fruit, or a few cheering flowers for the precious invalid, she 
would brace up all her mental and bodily strength to talk hope- 
fully, and to look cheerful, frequently singing her favorite 
hymns, and never forgetting her mother's favorite — 

''There is a iand of pure delight," 

that hymn would take the suflerer back, in thought, to the 
sick bed of the crushed Daisy, where she flrst saw him whose 
love had left no room in her heart for aught beside — to the 
pleasant evenings at the Leslie's, with that loving-hearted 
group, all "scattered and peeled*' — to the death-chamber, 
where Mercy's droppings first fell on her broken heart ; but 
above all, it carried her forward into that Fatherland where the 
loved and lost shall unite again, and ^^no more go out for 



ever?"* 



'' Blessed fold ! no foe can enter, 
And no f rieitd departeth thence ; 
Jesus is their sun, their centre, 
And their shield Omnipotence. 

Sometimes May had the delight of seeing the weary eye of 
the sufferer close, and a child-like sleep steal over her face as, 
she sung the olden melody ; then, disregarding her own fatigue, 
take up the work " to be done immediately," and ply the needle 
till two, three, and four in the morning. Alas, alas, for the 
poor girl ! she could trace the progress of disease and weak- 
ness on that precious mother's frame by the amount of work 
done by her wasted fingers ! 

LinnaBus made a dial of flowers : exquisite thought for the 
happy ! but a dial of bony Angers and skeleton faces, would 
best suit the English needle woman. 

How the heart twines itself round objects of its aflection, 
when they become few whereon to lavish its incense ! concen- 
trated aflection, how it blossoms and thrives ! what rich clusters 

* Since this was \v<itten, in 1857, a Gospel blast has swept over the stage ; 
may its echo be caught up and reverberated till these abominations shall 
give place to ** whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things are lovely." 

F F 2 
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of fruit it bears when its birth place and cradle have been sor- 
row ! Never were hearts strung together more closely than 
those of Mary and her fatherless children — as day by day her 
bodily strength grew feebler, her heart-strength grew deeper. 

" Mother, darling,** said May,pas8ing her hand lovingly over 
her wan cheek, and then clasping her arms around her neck, 
" promise me you will not do any more work 'till you are better ; 
we shall be able to do very well without your exerting your- 
self ! promise me, my own mother," she repeated tearftdly 
and coaxingly. 

h " My dear child," replied her mother, with a look of grateful 
affection, " my work amuses me. I cannot always think, or 
read, or watch for your coming, you know, and then it is a 
change and a pleasure too ; you would not deprive me of so in- 
nocent an amusement, my Mary, would you ?'* she asked, 
smiling sweetly but sadly, as she kissed the brow of the thought- 
ful pleader. 

May made no reply ; her heart was full ; and she continued, 
on her return from her employment, working patiently till 
morning light at her self-imposed task, the remuneration for 
.which she devoted to the supply of her dying mother's wants, 
that no diminution of food may add to, and aggravate, her 
sufferings. 

Oh, holy labour ! Child of wealth and luxury, what thinkest 
thou of this ? Look beyond the drudgery to the motive ener- 
gising those weary fbigers and propping up that sinking heart. 
'Tis grander than aught of which thou dreamest, though thou 
mayest play with crowns and sceptres. 

Ah, Christian England ! Many such mothers, such daugh- 
ters, such labourers, hast thou hidden in thy teeming breast ! 
Many such high and holy sacrifices that will remain all un- 
known, perhaps unrewarded, till that Day when " all things 
shall be revealed " and appear in their true colours, naked to 
the glance of Him who sits upon the gbeat "White Thbonx, 

BEPOEB WHOM THE DEAD, SMALL AISTD GBEAT, SHALL STAITD." 

What a gathering ! The iron-hearted man, who exacted a 
large amount of labour, and paid not for half Its value, will be 
there ! 

The grinding competitor, who wrung out of the thews and 
sinews, bodies and souls of the orphan and the widow, eighteen, 
twenty, twenty-four hours' daily toil, will he there ! 
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The self-immolated victim of this blood-cemented system 
will be there ! 

The truckling, time-serving statesman, into whose ears the 
great cry of oppression and wrong rung in vain, will be there ! 

The legislator for great "hells" and little "hells," gin- 
palaces, and "fourpenny '* shops, will be there ! 

The apathetic, selfish shepherd of the helpless flocks, *' who 
saw the wolf coming and fled," will be there ! 

The honey-tongued profligate, with gall in his heart, will be 
there ! 

The callous, stony-hearted woman of fashion, " caring for 
none of these things,*' will be there ! 

Oh, what a gathering ! What a "multitude whom no man 
can number ! " 

" Bocks and mountains fall on us, and hide us !" will be the 
shriek of myriads who " cared for none of these things," as the 
threat rolls its awful f ulfllment over their naked souls — 

" Vengeance is mmey I will repay. ^* " Depaet ebok Mb, tb 

GTJBSED, INTO ETEBLASTINa EIBE." 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

" Tis onlv when it monras and fean, 
The loaded spirit fbels forgiven, 
And through the mist of falling tears 
We eatch the clearest glimpse of heaven." 

Lord Cablislv. 



ON^the morning recorded in the first chapter. May left her 
mother with a lighter step and more buoyant hope than she had 
for many weary weeks, deceived by the npflashing of life's lamp ere 
its final darkness ; and she fondly cheated herself into the belief 
that now the warm Spring was come, with its glorious promises, 
her idolized mother would '^ get well again,'' and they *' should 
all be happy once more:" thus she went through the day's 
duties with a more cheerful look, and with a more elastic step, 
energized by this cherished idea that shed its trembling ray upon 
her soul like some bright, lone star gemming the brow of Night. 
Frequently, on account of her mother's illness, May had 
obtained permission from her employers to leave business an 
hour earlier, when there were " no ladies requiring her attendance," 
and she mieht, doubtless, have obtained similar grace on that 
evening had she solicited it ; but like all refined minds, she 
shrunk from seeming to intrude on kindness ; and moreover, the 
long fluctuations attending on slow decline, and the reiterated 
reply, "much the same," or "very poorly,** to enquiries, so 
accustomed people to the idea, that not until life had actually 
fled the sufiferer did any one think of her being seriously ill. 
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" It is only half-past six ," fractiously observed Lord Silly dale, 
drawing forth a baby watch, and dangling between his well- 
gloved finger and thumb a bunch of lockets, amulets, and other 
trumpery, beside severallittle medals from the Society for Promoting 
Foolishness ; *' what shall we do to while away the next two 
howasf I pti;otest I am tiau;d of the Pau;k ! " and the incipient 
legislator looked with almost infantine helplessness into the face 
of his portly mother as, assisted by her pet footman, bristling 
with gold lace and self importance, she stept into her carriage in 
Hyde Park, after having considerately walked about two dozen 
paces for the benefit of a waddling, bursting Skye, which she 
pathetically declared, " required exercise, the dear, darling 
thing r 

" Really, I don't know, *' replied the lady-mother, with a 
perplexed look, " is it no later than half-past six? What a very 
long momine it has been ! I am almost tired to death ! " and she 
Bunk into her cushions, with an air of languid prostration 
pitiable enough. 

*' Shall we dwive up TFegent Stu^eet, and look in at the 
Prodigality?" (one of the latter-day vanity fairs) suggested 
Sillydide. " Like yourself, I am tiati^d of the pau;ks. Are you 
not wanting a ?" 

" Oh, yes ! " exclaimed the noble mother, thoroughly roused, 
interrupting her gallant son's suggestion as to her wants. ^' How 
glad I am you reminded me of it ! I am sadly in want of another 
shawl, all those I had last month are getting quite passe; but I 
do not patronize the Prodigality, because they never ^book,' and 
I have an account at Fanciful's ; " then nodding condescendingly 
to the pet footman, who stood, door in hand, waiting the result 
of the important consultation, as she pronounced '' to Fanciful's," 
away they rolled, and the coachman drew up in front of a prin- 
cipal West End Emporium, whither her Ladyship's high-mettled 
horses could probably have found their way blindfolded, herself 
to " kill time," though ostensibly to select a shawl, and her 
gallant son to amuse himself by eliciting the admiration or 
quizzing of the ''gawls," and flirting, where he could do so, with 
the presiding priestesses of this temple of fashion ; to ensure 
which dignified employment he had filially punished himself, 
and delighted his lady-mother, by offering to escort her in her 
morning drive, which being concluded, he adroitly managed to 
hit upon the supposed want which brought them both to the 
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ultimatum of their wishes-r-one, to be admnred by the " gawls/' 
and the other, as before stated, to revel in the charms of shawls 
from Cachmire, silks from the looms of Persia, laoes riyalling the 
spider's web, bonnets, (oh I what bonnets!)— in short, all that 
could tempt the taste of Fashion, and gratify the genius of 
Extravagance. 

"^ Do you think this cloak is quite long enough ?" asked the 
noble lady of May, who was requested for the seventh time to put 
it over her own graceful shoulders, for the better display of its 
*' hang," to the ecstatic delight of the embryo legislator, who had 
never seen her before, and was struck with the easy self-posses- 
sion and unaffected grace of the poor girl, whose whole soul was 
yearning to be away from all the frippery and gaud before her, 
to the sick bed of her dying mother ; but doak iSter cloak, shawl 
after shawl was drawn forth, discussed and discarded, till at last 
the time-killing Peeress, worn out herself, looked at her jewelled 
Geneva, and exclaimed, in accents of affected surprise, that she 
had " no idea it was so late ! It only wanted three-quarters of 
an hour to dinner !" then adding, '* I have not time to decide 
this morning," she departed. Thus all the toil her visit entailed 
— not merely of " trying on" and exhibiting, discussing and 
discarding, fetching and carrying garments she neither required 
nor intended to purchase, but also in carefully folding and 
re-stowing after her departure — defrauded a precious hour, 
that poor May might have spent so differently I All the toil, we 
say, ended in ''killing time for herself and son" — ^another of 
those specimens whose " instructors are to be envied for havii^ 
at vast expence made him so foolish." 

"Ended !" but did this sinful time-killing end thore? 

When the sands run low in the glass of life, and the dawning 
light of Eternity shall open vistas of interminable joy or anguish 
to the glazing eye, how shall the ghost of these murdered hours 
haunt the soul ?* 

Had Christian England her " band" of missionary mothers, 
should we not, as effect follows cause, have an imperial legion of 
sons worthy their mothers ? Invincible Train-bands, defending our 
country's altars — the most sacred of all causes— -from pollution 

*'' A million of money for a moment of time !" shrieked the expiring 
Queen. 

^* Ten thousand pounds for ten, only ten minutes !" groaned the dying 
infidel. 
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and disgrace ! Why should such vast amounts of influence, and 
probably talent, be suffocated under a lackadaisical foppery and 
idleness bedizened with gew-gaws and jewelry? Why should 
not a humanity never destined to sink into a ** system of averages/' 
much less to ue prostrate in the deadly ffulf of genteel vices and 
fashionable sins, be elevated into a useful, healthful atmosphere ? 
Suppose . 

*'What, more Utopian schemes?" interrupts another fair 
reader, with an elegant, refined, half-stifled yawn ; *' and really, 
for a woman, the author aUows liberty of speech to overstep 
the line of modesty ! But of course I can skip the next few 
pages ; one gets weary of such out-of-the-way ideas and flights of 
imagination.'' 

We will not deploy the thoughts that, bom of your remarks, 
come trooping through our mind, courteous reader, but candidly 
confess that we have trespassed too long on your patience, and 
will considerably curtail our ** out-of-the way ideas," which, as 
to " skipping** we earnestly hope you will do otherwise. 

*^ Utopias may be but truths in advance of the age," says a 
distinguished female writer, but as we have no talent for being 
** in advance of the age," we beg to deprecate the accusation of 
^otism, that may be preparing to launch against us, as we 
continue. Suppose, then, all this '' foelislmess" were abandoned, 
and our yoiing men of the higher ranks, taking for their model 
'^earth's one Gentleman, the carpenter of Nazareth," **ieent 
about doing goodf* or, adopting the noble sentiment of the pagan 
Terence, went forth conquering and to conquer — not the soft 
hearts of oppressed, unprotected milliners and over-worked shop- 
women, — not sneering at virtue and usefulness, — not wrecking soul 
and body on the rocks of society-privileged profligacy — but to 
vanquish those dragon evils underlying the whole social fabric, 
upheaving and convulsing it to the centre. Suppose each one 
determined to seek out some object worthy of his own immortal 
nature, whereon to spend his gifts and graces, and after cleansing 
his hands from guile, clasped that of his brother and fellow 
sinner — ^made of the same ** red day*' as his own, and though 
" homy,*' perhaps vastly more useful than the bejewelled palm — 
breathing into the sin-saturated spirit words of warning, entreaty, 
encouragement, sympathy, ** my brother, live !" Suppose they 
threw themselves into the weak, yet noble ranks of the crusaders, 
now gallantly battling with oppression, drunkenness, crime, in 
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fact, with the dominion of the ''Prince of Darkness** fbom 

WHAT MAT OUR ALTARS BE SAVED?" 

" The fate of a nation depends at all times on its joong men/* 
said the thinking German, and history endorses the belief; but 
on what depends the fate of the yonng men 7 If it is a £iet that 
first impressions are the most indelible, and that even in 
the dying hour the mother-taught lessons of childhood have 
shed a radiance on ''the dark valky;*' if ''the child is 
father to the man,*' and the man a continuation of the boy, how 
are our first seed-sowers dealing with these truths and disciplining 
these arbitrators of nations? 

"The training that can make a handful of useful men does 
more for the world than many kings/' was the opinion of a master- 
mind centuries since; but a thoughtful contemplation of the 
present state around us, would surely induce the belief that the 
term "useless" had been substituted for "useful,*' and thus 
damaged, the noble aphorism had reached our times. 

Thank God! England has yet many faithful sons, around 
whose crested heads rests the deathless halo of "pure and 
undeJUed reliffion," 

Why have we not more of them ? Whose fault is it (for fault 
there is somewhere) that the streets of our great cities swarm 
with silly, conceited, overdressed offshoots of the " peerage and 
landed gentry,'* who seem intent on making themselves earnest 
simpletons, suggesting to the beholder certain wicked thoughts 
of a certain philosopher's metempsychosis doctrine. Whose 
fault is it that profligacy, selfishness, and indolence are rampant 
among those to whom the " lower orders*' look for example, and 
whose vices they tmll imitate? Is it the fault of education? 
of the false standard by which society weighs? of their 
mothers? 

" One would really imagine that the writer imputes all the sin 
and follies in the world to the faults of mothers and ministers !'* 
is probably the mental exclamation of the impatient reader. 

Not quite all, lady, though no doubt our social polity would be 
better were these highly attractive and influential bodies less 
apt to fly off into apace, but receiving and giving illumination in 
their own orbits. At any rate, there is wrong somewhere, When 
our fresh manhood is striving to be useless and ridiculous. 

Far, far differently did those frittered hours pass to one 
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not many "paces •from all the frivolity and *' time-killing" 
that occupied the noble woman and her son ; for around those 
hours gathered the mists and shadows of that twilight which 
preludes no earthly morning. 

Touched by the anxiety depicted on the countenance of the 
rapidly-sinking mother of May, and the yearning restlessness of 
her fading eye fixed on the door, the good-natured Mrs. Carter 
volunteered to *' sit a little while" with her, hoping to lure away 
the lagging moments, 'till that agony of watchfulness should be 
ended by the arrival of her child. At length, the clock struck 
eight, and the dying widow turned her eye searchingly to that of 
the sympathizing woman. 

'* Miss Courtenaye will soon be here now, my dear lady !" she 
replied, interpreting the pleading look, and trying to speak cheer- 

fmlyl; yet still the restlessness continued ! 

Half-past eight came .... 

"You had better go for your sister, Master Courtenaye," 
exclaimed Mrs. Carter, changing color and speaking thickly, for 
she saw that fearful restlessness was fast merging into the death- 
strife, almost too dreadful even for hei' to look on, and her heart 
bled for the poor distracted boy, who stood powerless to soothe 
the sufferings that blanched his young cheek as he gazed. 

Quick as love and fear could wing him, the terrified brother of 
May sped to the scene where she was dissipating those precious 
moments for the amusement of immortal souls, whose craving 
" want of a want" would have contrasted strangely with the one 
want of that dying saint, wrestling in unspoken agony, for the 
sight of her child once more, ere she closed her eyes on all earth's 
sorrows ; but though the anxious boy sent thrice to his sister, 
entreating her to '* make haste," no one delivered his message, 
and there he stood, watching at the shop-door, heart-sick with 
terror and disappointment. 

The next half-hour lengthened into ages to the dying mother. 
Nature's fearful restlessness grew more fearful ! She tt>ssed from 
side to side on her bed of agony, and her eyes seemed starting 
from their sockets I She was dying, but could not die till she had 
once more looked on the precious link that held her still below ! 
Stretched out were the spirit wings, but they fluttered this side 

Eternity's portal •• . . ! hovering over the 

loved. Oh, Gk)d I how fearful was the strife I how stem was the 
conflict between Nature and Death ! 
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" Sister spirit ! come away !" softly whispered the convoying 
angels. 

'' My child ! my child !" agonized the sinking flesh, and the 
conflict deepened; till the '' final weariness" came rapidly on, and 
the sands run low in the dying mother's glass. 

Once more fixing her fast glazing eye on Mrs. Carter, she 
heckoned her close, and said, in a faint voice, ''They come!'' 
then she turned eagerly to the door, and her last earthly affections 
centered and grew into that intense gaze ! 

Another moment, and rapid steps were heard mounting the 
stairs * 

" My child ! my child !" cried a voice from the far end of the 
Dark Yalley, and with supernatural energyjthrowing her wasted 
arms towards May as she entered, the dying mother gave one 
last love-look, gently whispering, " Now, Lamb of God, I come !" 
and all was still ! 

We forbear parting the veil that shrouded the darkness of the 
poor orphans' woe, as, with nothing to hope for, nothing to 
labour for, nothing to live for, they stand locked in each other's 
arms, alone in the hard world, beside that beloved corpse, from 
whose face the furrows of sorrow and suffering had departed, 
leaving it in its deep repose, wearing once more the former happy 
look. Oh! how strangely that angel countenance contrasted 
with the face of May ! upon every line of which was written, — 

" Oh ! that we two were sleeping 
Beneath the churchyard sod. 
With our heads at rest, on the qoiet earth's breast, 
And oar souls at home with God !" 



N 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

CffM, fat all flings m li^alij. 

"But think of mb, whbn it shall bb well with thee, and 
shew kindness unto if e, 1 prat thbb, and make mbntiom of mb, 

AND B&INO MB OUT OF THIS HOUSE." — Gen. xl. 14. 



How carefiilly we examine the records of memory, lest the 
lightest wish of the loved and lost should remain unfulfilled ! 
What an amazing melter of the selfish heart is Death ! What a 
relentless searcher of the conscience ! What a stem humhler of 
our pride ! Oh, how generous it makes us ! How willing and 
anxious to atone for old unkindnesses and past neglect ! — 

'* How many a bitter pang 'twould hush, 
What burning tear-drops save, 
If life more sacred held the ties 
• That consecrate the grave.*' 

The day after May's orphanage she recollects the last morn- 
ing's request of her sainted mother, " when I am gone, write to 
your uncle ; he may he kind then," and she sorrowfully sat down 
to fulfil the wish. 

" No, my dear May I" said her sohbing brother, throwing his 
arms round her neck. '< I will go and see him, and spare you 
the pain of writing : our blessed mother told me how to find him, 
and gave me instructions what to do ; so don't worry about it to- 
day. Let me do all I can to save yon. I must be your pro- 
tector now, and take care of you. I seem to have grown a great 
deal older since since our—" 
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Yes, thine is the language of all who know their own heart' 
hittemess. They " seem to grow old in a day," poor boy ! 

That morning brought May a quarter's salary, in advancey 
from her kind-hearted employer, and she received it with grateful 
tears, as the first instalment of the promise, ^* leave thy fatherless to 
Me J* This timely aid enabled the orphans to pay the final duties 
respectably to her, whose entrance into the world's fitful flicker 
of light and shade, had been so differently ushered ; and as her 
father printed the first kiss on her unconscious brow, could he 
for one moment have lifted Time's veil, and looked down the vista 
on the mournful array of desertion, neglect, labour, sickness, 
poverty, and death through which the baby- pilgrim had to pass, 
and much of these sufferings entailed by his own folly and 
bigotry, would he not have exclaimed, with the heathen of old, 
" Crush the flower in the bud, 'tis easy then !" But though he 
knew it not, that thorny road was the path which brought the 
heart of his child to the only quiet Resting-place. — " Not mytoill 
hit thine he dom^ 

True to his word, as soon as the mother-dust was laid in the 
grave, the young Courtenaye proposed to visit his uncle. 
The patient, self-denying boy-nurse had (to use his own words) 
suddenly grown old in a day. Accustomed ever to be at the side 
of his gentle mother, administering with devoted care and tender- 
ness to her wants, he had, during the closing years of her linger- 
ing decay, almost wholly spent his time with her and his beloved 
books ; for while every available article of her own had been gradu- 
ally parted with to supply Nature's oft-returning wants, her ido- 
lized husband's library had been sacred, and ensured a never-failing 
spring whereat the boy could slake his passionate thirst for 
knowledge ; his studies had been pursued under a master 'till 
the departure of his young companion, Donald Leslie, and from 
that period with his mother — the virgin wish of his young life 
being to become a messenger of the Grospel, like his father, whose 
memory had grown into his heart, a holy, separate things 
nourished and strengthened by her whose greatest pleasure was 
to pour into his willing ear the history of that father's virtues, 
and of his young and bright career. Deep, deep within his boy- 
soul had this desire taken root and spread, fed by some intangible, 
but rainbow hope (which gilds only the dreams of youth), that 
some day he too may be destined to become a soldier in the ranks 
of the world's great'Captain. 
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*' Never foi^t the advice of his dying mother, which made 
your father the burning, shining light he was, my own dear 
boy/' Mary would say — when listening with melancholy pleasure 
tocher son s aspirations, — and marking the kindling of his dark 
eye, in which the fire of genius dwelt, he would exclaim — *' Oh, if 
I could bring but one soul into the fold I should be happy as a 
prince ! *' and when, perchance, / may not be near to counsel 
you, let it have a threefold voice, " in all thy ways acknowledge 
Hm, and He will direct thy paths,*' 

*' I will, mother ! I will ! " promised the young aspirant, and 
the words prefaced every prayer. 

^ To live in hearts we leave behind 
Is not to die,*' 

and who shall reckon the harvest of blessings sprung from thy 
last words, and reaped for the garner of Eternity, oh, departed 
grandmother ! 

Like the dumb son of Croesus, the orphan boy seemed not 
only suddenly to have recovered the power of speech, but of 
action ; and May was surprised to see her hitherto quiet brother 
— who had seemed but to live and move as his mother willed 
bim —becoming a sage and judicious counsellor. With a calm 
strength of mind and clearness of judgment, showing a capability 
and energy beyond his years, he voluntarily took upon him all 
the solemn and sad entailments of the funeral of her they both 
so tenderly loved. Now that his constant watchfulness by the 
side of suffering sorrow was no longer needed, the release of thcU 
seemed also the release of his powers of mind and body. 

'* May," said he, on the day those dear remains had been 
decently laid in their lonely resting-place, ** I will go at once to 
our uncle, and if he does not advise me, I will try and get into 
some office or shop. Would it not be nice if I coidd get employ- 
ment in the same house with you," and he put his arm round 
her neck, kissing away the fast falling tears. " I won't mind 
what I do to be near you, and take care of you, and if we 
put our trust in the God of our dear father and mother. 
He will never leave nor forsake us** 

Ah ! that is the right kind of faith, if but a child's faith, and 
p^asses as current in the treasury of the Great King, as did that of 
the smitten Patriarch, when he exclaimed, *' though He shy me, 
yet will I trust Him.*' 
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'^ Is Mr. Grenville at home V* in a somewhat onsteadj Toice, 
asked the orphan boy of a parchment-faced clerk, who plainly 
wore upon his sickly lineaments, *'not a half-holiday office 
within," 

" He is sir/' replied the said non-half-holiday, in a respectfoi 
tone, touched by the mourning attire and sad face of the hand^ 
some boy. " What name shall I send in ?*' 

*' Edward Courtenaye/' was the answer, and there was a dash 
of pride, as the father's name was pronounced. 

The non half-holiday wrote the name on a slip of paper, and 
passed it on to a brother clerk, who gave it to a third, in 
the shape of a stunted, white-faced boy-fag, who disappeared 
with it into the sanctum occupied by the secluded member of the 
legal profession ; and, in another moment, the uncle and nephew 
were face to face. 

Time had not improved the physiognomy of John Grenville, 
and in his corporeal proportions he had become bloated, very like 
his former friend John Josiah Redman ; while the look of low 
cunning that had succeeded his once reckless air, inspired 
no very flattering estimation of the heart beating beneath his 
huge, cavernous chest. 

''So your name is Courtenaye, is it?" asked the legal man, 
looking up from forbidding specimens of caligraphy, whose stiff 
characters, and alienated lines symbolized the interrogator's lack 
of affinity to his kind, and running his eye over the boy, 
with stony indifference. 

"My name is Courtenaye, uncle,*' answered the boy, with 
a softening voice, for the epithet " uncle" brought vividly before 
him the meek face of his mother. 

No doubt, from the garb and sad aspect of his nephew, the 
" uncle," seemed fully to comprehend, at a glance, the position of 
affairs, and he growled out, — 

" Well — sit down I How many more of ye, are there ?" 

" Only oue — ^my dear sister May," was the response, eliciting 
the semi-philosopher*s exclamation : — 

*< That's a good job ! or God knows what would become of 
you, for / don't !" 

This flinty enigma, however, so unfeelingly uttered by the 
learned man, was meekly explained by the boy s answering,— 

" God would take care of us, uncle, as He will of May and 
me!" 
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How do you know that f* was the instant and coarse reply. 

Did he take care of your mother, after the hard bed of her own 
making she was obliged to lie on ?'* 

The wounded orphan thus silenced the cruel irony* and Tindi- 
cated his maligned mother — ''My blessed mother's bed was 
hard, uncle, but she never made it so, and God did take care of 
her, f6r she has exdianged that bed for a throne and a crpwn of 
glory.*' 

This mild, yet touching rebuke, and high example of filial 
devotion, produced a lengthened pause, and the uncle, con- 
founded, now sought to conciliate, by asking, — 

"Well! and what can you do?" 

With a quickness indicating an aptitude for business, but 
becomingly toned by an air of modesty, the hopeful aspirant 
enquired, — 

"What would be required of me? I can write a plain 
hand, understand a little arithmetic, beside having studied Latin, 
Greek, and French." 

This ingenuousness, which in lofty minds would have com- 
manded unconscious admiration, only produced a chilling scorn 
in the mean wretch to whom it was addressed, and with a sneer, 
he exclaimed : — 

" Tour mother's Greek and Latin, I suppose !" 

Like a poisoned arrow glancing from a shielded breast, 
waking a clang that warns the assailed of danger and the 
assailant of defeat, so fell the contemptible insinuation on the 
invincible boy ; the brave grew braver, and triumphed, for Truth 
ever aiding those who serve her, helped her young worshipper, 
thus prompting his reply : — 

*' No ! uncle, I learnt of the tutor who taught Donald Leslie, 
'till he went away, and then I studied by myself, and dear 
mother sometimes helped me." 

There are gross natures too stubborn to yield to moral force, 
and too stupid to discern the difference between a wise submis* 
sion to superior power, and a wanton self-sacrifice. Such was John 
Grenville, alike stolid to the supremacy of the heart or religion, 
and, boastful of his bulk* yet sneaking behind the rampart 
of social position, he more cowardly annoyed the stripling it was 
his duty to serve. 

" I hope you didn't learn any of his c<mt at the same time, 
from your father's books!" 

GO 
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The blood crimsoned to the very hair-roots of the insulted 
boy! his idol-father to be thus spoken of! and fixing his 
eyes, strongly remindmg the cowardly lawyer of the profaned 
dead, he enquired^ — 

*' What do you mean by the term ccmt, sir, as applied to the 
conduct of my beloved father 7" 

The brutisn Grenville turned many shades redder ; for one 
moment his craven eye fell beneath the lightning glance of the 
orphan ; but quickly regaining his low self-possession, he an- 
swered,— 

"Why, turning everybody's heads upside down with his 
religion and humbug, your mother's among the rest, who made a 
precious mess of it when she listened to his oily tongue !'' 

'* Sir,'* said the young sorrower, firmly, but with a blanched 
lip, '' I came here to inquire if you could recommend we to any 
honorable employment as the means of self-support, not to hear 
the memory of my dead father and mother insulted ! I pray 
God I may never disgrace the memory of either more than I have 
in listening to your remarks. It shall be the one desire of my 
life not to do so 1" and bowing, he left the office, abandoning his 
'' uncle " to the chastisement of his scarce unexpired conscience. 

With a rapid step the disappointed boy gained his home, 
where now, alas ! there was no loving eye, no welcome voice, no 
smile of encouragement, as of yore ; and sinking on his knees, he 
poured forth his swelling sorrow into the " Ear that is never 
heavy," and pleaded, with unabated fervour, the mother- taught 
faith-prayer ; then he rose refreshed, leaning on the Arm that 
knows no weariness. 

John Grenville had no sooner seen the door close on his high- 
hearted nephew, than he regretted having allowed his tyrannical 
temper to overshoot the mark. Like his friend John Joaiah 
Redman, he never did anything without an eye to " what could 
be got by it/' or how it would ^' tell," and it so happened he was 
just then in want of a boy for his office, and he had no sooner 
cast his eye on the sable attire, and recognized the handsome 
features of the young Courtenaye, than the truth and the oppor- 
tunity flashed at once into his mind, and he decided on maKiDg 
a mighty telling affair of 'Must what I wanted, by Jove I How 
lucky I" 
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But like numbers eyen of his profound fraternity, be " reckoned 
witbout bis bost," and instead of securing tbe boy's services at a 
trifling remuneration, and ensuring an affecting bistory of ** bis 
generosity and kindness in baying adopted tbe orpban son of bis 
sister, wbo made a most unfortunate matcb/' be stood abasbed 
all iron-bearted, and, yillain as be was, botb by nature and 
practice ; tbere was tbat in tbe boy's bearing, and tbe out-flasbing 
of bis young spirit in defence of tbe dead, tbat made bis coward 
heart quail, just as guilt eyer feels, ay, and ever will feel in tbe 
presence of yirtue ; but not daring to call bim back, be consoled 
himself with tbe sour-grape-developement, like tbe fox, of whom 
he was a first-rate representatiye. 

*' Good job ! a blessed riddance ! No doubt tbe insolent young 
jackanapes would baye bored me to death with bis cant and 
humbug!" 

*' Who was tbat distinguished-looking lad I just passed as I 
entered V* enquired a thoughtful, middle-aged man of John Gren- 
yille, who rose with wonderfully Protean yisage to receive bis 
visitor. 

" I really don't know," answered tbe villain, "became to offer 
himself, bearing tbat I wanted an office-boy, but I never ask any 
questions, if I see (which I do at a glance) tbat they won't suit. 
Why do you ask me ?" 

" Because be strongly reminded me of a friend I once had," 
replied tbe stranger, with a slight curl of his lip. 



Not for a world would the wounded boy have told May what 
passed between his uncle and himself; he merely said, in answer 
to her many enquiries, he found bim " very different from their 
dear mother," and be did not bold out any hopes of helping bim 
in procuring employment. 

*'So you see, darling May," be added cheerfully, '*I shall 
have to carve my own fortunes, and like our favorite traveller, 
Mungo Park, when I am naughty and cast down, I will think of 
God's care for the little piece of moss, and take courage." 

Another week, and all his efforts were unsuccessful ; still bis 
faith and trust flagged not. "I shall get something better 
by and by for bavins waited so long," saia the gallant orphan, 
as he tenderly wiped away the tears of disappointment and hope 

qq2 



452 A LIFE-LONG 8T0BT. 

deferred that gathered in May's meek ejes ; *' don't 70a recoU 
lect how often dear mother used to tell us that 

" They senre who wait V 

Nohle hoy ! 'tis a hard, hut a most salutary lesson, though, 
for the eagle spirit, to whom action! action! is as food and 
Titality, to learn and practise. 



It is an evening in '' leafy June." On the hlue hills the 
warm sun-rays linger, flooding around a tender brilliancy that 
brings, we know not why, from memory's mysterious cells, forma 
and voices of other years. Uprising on the balmy air, from thou- 
sands of feathered life, floats the evening hymn of praise 
to Him whose unfailing care ** feeds the young ravens when they 
cry r The wind sighs through ttie dark leaves as, in low mnsic, 
they whisper some tale of other years, or some fair promise for 
the future. Earth's perfumed stars have scarce begun to fold 
their silken leaves, lingering, as loth to leave the gladsome 
scene. Mingling with the ever-preaching voices of Nature, for^— 

'' Nature is but a name for an efTect, 
Whose cause is God," 

comes the lightsome laugh of joyous childhood, and the busy 
hum of human voices. Here groups of men and women— early 
emancipated from drudgery and toil, — are drinking in draughts of 
genial air, and gaining fresh energy for the morrow's recurring 
labour ; while, from the eloquent teaching around them, learning 
lessons of gratitude to Him who clothes the world in its 
wondrous beauty ; thus elevating and purifying the thoughts 
escaped for a while from the whirl and eddy of business. There 
a cluster of those whose life-lot is cast 'mid sunshine and song, 
who pine for no ungratifled desire, and know no annous 
*^ taking thought for the morrow." 'Tis a cheering picture — a 
domestic Oasis in life's wilderness. 

But there are other and far different scenes. There is the 
shadow of life's twilight gathering round the lonely bed of sorrow 
and su£fering. There is the terrible hunger-cry from white- 
lipped childhood, and the anguish-tear of the widow who cannot 
stop that cry. There is the ribald jest, and the red-hot 
blasphemy in the loathsome cesspools of crime and gin. There 
is the fierce scowl of the hardened felon, on whom the next 
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morning^s sun shall look down as he comes forth to the scaffold^ 
charging home to his country's laws,* his ruin, and his hlood. 
There is the weary, hopeless, white slave, sickening and straining 
every pained nerve over the task that hrings the scanty meal, 
longing for that rest "where there is neither work nor demce, and 
where the voice of the oppressor^ is not heard," There is the 
gloomy anticipation of a night of utter darkness tracking and 
scathing the path of unpardoned sin,*- 
" Seeat thou that woman f* 



The clock strikes nine I 

Enter yon gaudy temple of the Moloch of husiness. Behind 
its grated desks, perched on platforms, what a cartoon of sickly, 
weary, young faces peer ! Weeks, months, years have passed, 
/narked only hy the twelve hours' daily toil, and those immortal 
creatures have heen patiently manipulating the scattered frag- 
ments of Britain's idol, the '* almighty guinea ;" while round 

* *' There is scarcely a crime brought before me that is not directly or 
indirectly caused by strong drink,*' is the testimony of six of our judges ; 
and while Acts of Parliament can neither make men religions nor sober, 
they can and ought to remove those ruin-lures greeting the eye at every 
hundred yards in Christian Britain ; and not till her exchequer shall cea»e 
to be replenished by revenues coined from the souls and bodies of her 
unfortunate children, will she attain *unto the lofty position sought for her 
by patriots nnd philanthropists. 

t " I could tell you what I have seen in the East of London. I have seen 
women at work— the widows of our soldiers and sailors, many of them — 
engage I in hard work to earn for themselves and their children a scanty 
pittance to eke our the workhouse allowance. I could tell you of the rate 
of wages for shirts, for instance. On some they earn nine £irtfalng9, 
paying for their needle and thread ; ' and threepence halfpenny for some 
requiring double the amount of labour, still paying for their needle and 
thread. By working twelve or fourteen hours they may make three cheap 
shirts, and earn sixpence ; and they ean, by working fourteen hours, make 
a pair of heavy moleskin trousers (the best paid kind of work) and earn, 
after deducting the cost of needles, thread, and twist, ninepence as the 
result of their labour. It is in the sight of such a thing as this tluit I 
claim to stand here to advocate the cause of those who are employed in 
exclusively West-«nd establishments, because I do believe these things are 
evils of the same character. They are foul birda of the same foul nest, and 
the dam that bred them is Selfishness ; and I bail with ratisfaction any 
movement — no matter at which end of the social scale it begins —to check 
the growth of the evil, and to protest against it in the face of the nation at 
large.*'— Thb Rav. William M*Call 
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them, with lagging and foot-weary pace, chained to the car of 
that tyrannous Moloch, move hundreds of slaves of both sexes, 
spirit- crushed, body enfeebled and destroyed, mental powers 
benumbed and stultified, the moral faculties deteriorated and 
perverted, — 



** Man's inhumanity to man, 
Makes countless thousands mourn. 



fi 



Among those white faces peering listlessly through the 
gratmgs may be recognized the brow of thought and the genius- 
lighted ^e of the orphan Courtenaye. Yes — he has a home at 
last ! Mis ardent spirit has for a moment quailed before the 
insolent extraneous enquiry, the course rebuff, the heartless " not 
fit,*' or the chilling ''won't do,*' in his search for honorable 
employment, but he has bravely battled on, and has a home at 
last where he can earn his bread ; and though thus to earn it is 
at great cost to the aspiring boy, whose young dreams have been 
gilded by the hope of carrying the '* Name dove every noam£* to 
the heathen, yet he never loses his hold on the " Faithful 
Promiser." May he not be a missionary even in that sink where 
all the instincts that elevate man above the brute creation are 
stifled and crushed out of being by the deadening, debasing mate- 
rialism round and about ? May he not sow the name of the 
Friend of the " weary and heavy laderC* there ? 

Noble boy ! hope on ! work o»! onward and upward, gallant 
orphan ! Thine after-day may yet be bright ! thy young life, 
nursed 'mid grief and deprivation, may yet be solaced, and thy 
dreams of usefulness realized. Hope on! there's a good time 
coming :— 

" They serve who wait." 



And now— ye to whom this tale is dedicated — the gallant- 
hearted orphans are still among us ; every oppressed milliner, 
dressmaker, and shopwoman, a May ; every weary, jaded shop- 
man a Courtenaye — and shall we not use them well? Shall 
we not begin by enfranchising their minds and bodies from their 
crushing slavery, and begin at once by stereotyping a household 
command, ** Never shop i:FTBR Seven." 

Mothers I will not you use them well, and let them see the 
Angel of Mercy still dwells in your bosoms, though she be banished 
all the world beside ? Oh, for the sake of the departed mother, 
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use them well I By the unknown future for your own precious 
ones — hy all that is sacred and right — itse them well! 

** He who upholds oppression, shares the crime." 

Will you share the crime that, in London alone, annually 
crushes out of life, from over-toil and misery,* one thousand of 
your sisters 1 Will you^ can you, live one day longer with the 
hlood-drops of these victims of cupidity and fashion on your 
souls? Away with the thought! The English missionary 
" field is white to harvest," and woman will — she must — come 
into it! Not hy tens — one ministering angel here ''making 
crooked things straight,'* and another ministering angel there 
hinding up the broken-hearted with " patterns of heavenly 
things," still this side of Death's stream— but by thousands! 
All women for these stirring times ! they will not, they cannot, 
be regenerated without her. As she was m the world's Creation, 
Fall, and Redemption, so she must be in its Regeneration — 
apparently the appointed link between fallen humanity and 
unsiuning intelligences. 

Not meaningless was one of the peers of heaven sent to first 
breathe over earth's guilt and ruin the name of its Creator, 
Redeemer, Saviour into woman's ear, as she drank in the glory- 
words, *' thou shalt call His name Jesits^ for He shall save his 
people firom their sins,** 

Not meaningless were the first words of Death's risen Conqueror 
addressed to the faithful Magdalene, "go tell my brethren^ and 
Petety I am risen** 

Not meaningless was woman " last at the Cross and first at the 
Tomb." 

Come, then, let each in her sphere fulfil her lofty mission. 
*' The Spirit and the Bride say Come !" The voices all around 
say " CoHE !" The open graves say " Come !" Time's lengthen- 
ing shadows say "Come!" Eternity's echoes say "Come!" 
And as " there are so many kinds of voices in the world, and tume 
of them is without signification,^* shall we any longer turn the 
adder-ear ? Nay, rather, as fellow-workers with our Lord, will we 
not enter into the open path, and now?—" NOW, WHILE IT 
IS CALLED 1X)-DAT," pre-date and pre-enjoy that blessed 
moment, when the voice, sweeter far than a mother's lullaby, shall 
fall on the raptured soul, — 

* Testimony of Dr. Lanlcester, 
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^^ Come^ ye hleaaed of my Father^ inherit the kingdom prqtaredfor 
you ; for "— — Oh, mark that monosjUable " for/* it seems a 

hinge of salvation ! " I was hungry and ye gave me meat^ thirsty 

and ye gave me drink, eicky and in prison^ and ye visited me** 

^'COME, TE BLESSEDr 



THB END. 
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